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PREFACE. 



THE ctramatic Productions of the Age of 
Shakejpeare have long afforded me a fa- 
vourite Amufement ; charmed with the fublime 
Conceptions, the natural Sentiments, the poeti- 
cal Diiftion, and the flowing Numbers of the 
Writers of that Period, nay, even with the ro- 
mantic Incidents of their ancient Stories, they ap- 
pear to me more amuling and more natural, than 
the concealed Prmces, diftraifted Mothers, and 
critical Difcoveries, which in general form the 
uiiinterefting Plots of our niodern Tragedies, 
(1 perufe them repeatedly with undiminifiied Sa- 
tisfa£tion ;) yet, notwith Handing my Partiality 
for this Kind of Reading, and fome Pains I ha4 
taken to gratify it, I never heard of Majjinger 
till about two Years ago, when a Friend of 
mine, who knew my IncHnationj fent me a 
Copy of his Works, from whence I received 
that high Degree of Pleafure, which they cannot 
feil to give to every Reader of Tafte and Feel- 
ing- 

It is ftrange, that a Writer of fuch evident 
Excellence fhould be fb little known ; and re- 
main for a Century in a State of Obfcurity\ 
frocfi which even a modern Edition of his Work? 
has failed to redeem him ; but that Edition;, it 
muft be confefied, did not merit a very, favbiir- 

voL. I.. a ■ . ; ■■ ■ 
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Vi PREFACE. 

able Reception from the Publick ; the Editor, 
who feems to have pofl'efled but a fmall Share 
, either of Judgment or Attention, having re- 
tained in the Text a Number of Blunders which 
appear at firft Sight, and the Amendments in 
many Places; are as obvious as the Errors — had 
it required much Labour to inveftigate either, 
the Talk of publilhing the prefent Edition would 
never have fallen to my Lot ; but, having con- 
traded a Habit of reftifying in the Margin the 
Mlftakes that I difcover in any Book before me, 
thefe Emendations of MaJJinger were made as I 
read him^ and intended for my private Satisfac- 
tion only ; they happened, however, to be feen 
accidentally by two of my Friends, who expref- 
fed their Approbation of them in very flattering 
Terms, and joined in requefting that I would 
fuffer them to be printed : — I had not in Truth 
the Vanity to fuppofe, that Correftions made 
in this curfory Manner could be worthy of the 
Prefs, but in Deference to their Judgment I 
gave them to the Public. 

As the whole of Mqjjmger*s Plays, and one- 
Half at lead of thofe of Shakefpeare and Fletcher^ 
Were publifiied whilfl: the Authors were living, 
it is furprifing they Ihould be handed down 
in fo depraved a State, that Induftry, Learning, 
and Genius, have hitherto been in vain exerted 
to r^ftore them : it gives us Room to fufpeit, 
that, content with prefent Profit and prefent Ap- 
plaufe, they but little regarded the Sentiments 
■of Pofterity ; yet, it is generally fuppofed, that 
Tcrfons of elevated Genius look forward to Im- 
mortality, and conlider future Fame as their ho- 
bleft Reward. — Notwithf^anding the Labours of 
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Meffrs. Theobald, Seward and Sympfon, tHeir joint 
Edition of Beaumont and Fklcaer<\% almoft as 
incorrect as that of Ma£inger; | nor have even the 
eminent Abilities of John/on produced a perfeft 
Edition of Shakefpeare ; — tho" affifted by the Sa- 
gacity of Five preceding Editors, * and by ma- 
ny judicious Obfervatlons that have, at Times, 
been publifhed; on particular Parts of that ini- 
mitable Poet; he ,has left many Paffages in his 
Edition that ftiU require Corredion, and in 
Others has too readily admitted Amendments, 
where Explanation bnly was neceflary; yet, if 
■we confider the univerial Erudition of this ex- 
traordinary Man, the Vigour of his Undferfiand- 
ing, the Stre'ngth of his Imagination +, and his 
accurate Knowledge of the Englifti Language, 
it muft be confefled, that there is no other Per- 
fon of the prefent Age fo thoroughly qualified 
for that Talk — there is one Qualificatioh,. how- 
ever, in which I fufpeftthat John/on was defici- 
ent, and from which, had he pofl'efl'ed it, be 
muft have derived a material Advantage : the 
Qualification I mean, is an intimate Acquain- 

X A corrcft and niuch improved Edition of SiaumoKt and 
^cherv/as publifticd very lately, D. 

'Rowe, Pope, Theobald, Hanmer and Warburton; 

1 1 confider Imagination as one of rhe Qualities which it 
K fequifitc an Editor of Shakefpear? ihould poflefs j for with- 
out Imagination it will be impofllble for him to form an Idea 
of (fme of that Poet's fublimtft Flights, and he cannot ex- 
t^ian What he does not conceive. — One of the moft learned 
wd ingenious Men of this Age has publifiied an Edition of 
Shaie^eare, but being totally devoid o£ poetical Imagination, 
Md applying thcfe Talents to Verfe which Nature had c.iifi- 
ned to Profe, he not only failed in the Attempt, but expofcd 
nimfclf to the fair ridicule of Pcrfons whofe Abilities were 
inferior to his own. * 

^ * D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 



iv PREFACE. 

tance with the Writings of the other dramatic 
Poets of Shakejpeare\ Age ; * for contemporary 
Authors are Comments oji each other ; and there 
are many Paffages in our ancient Writers, that, 
Separately confidered, appear erroneous, which, 
when compared with the other Productions of 
that Period, are found agreeable to the received 
Ufage and Language of the Time. The Sup- 
pofition, thztjobnjbn was not thoroughly conver- 
faut with the Writers contemporary with Shake- 
fpeare, is founded on this Circumftance, that al- 
tho' we find frequent Quotations in his Dictio- 
nary, from BlackmorCy UEftrange, and other Au- 
thors of no great Eftimation, there is not a fm- 
gle Qw)tation in that Work either from Maffin- 
ger^ or Beaumont and Fletcher, though they are 
clearly entitled to the higheft Form amongft the 
claffical Writers of the Englijh Language ; and 
might juftly be confidered as better Authority 
than even Shakefpeare hifnfelf, for the proper 
Ufe of any Word or Expreflion ; being more 
correal and grammatical than he is, and appear- 
ing to have had a more competent Knowledge of 
other Languages, which gave them a more accu- 
rate Idea of their own.- — Had Johnfon ftudied 
the Works of thefe Writers with more Atten- 
tion, it would have contributed not only to im- 
prove his Shakefpeare^ but his Diiftionary alfo. 

With RefpeCl to the general Merit of Maf- 
Jinger, I ihali add but Httle to what has been faid 
in the Eflay prefixed to the former Edition, and 
attributed to Mr. Colman ; nor (hall I attempt 

* That fuppoM defefl has been amply fupplied in the laft 
EdLtion of Johnfm% Shuiefpeare, by Mr. Steevms anU otlicrs. D. 
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to point out and enlarge upon, the many fub- 
lime and beautiful Paflages that may be found 
interfperfed through the whole of thefe Plays. — 
The Readers of Tafte will difcover thefe Beau- 
ties without, a Prompter, and he who has none, 
will never acquire it from the flight Admonitions 
which Notes can convey : It is not, indeed, from 
certain brilliant Pafiages, that we ihould judge of 
theMerit of dramatic Compofitions. — ThatMt7^«- 
ger's, take them for all in all, are more excel- 
lent than thofe of any Writer that has appeared 
fince his Time, will readily be admitted : but I 
will go farther, and venturtto aflert, that none 
of his own contemporary Writers, in that gol- 
den Age of dramatic Poetry can clearly be pre- 
ferred to him, Shakefpeare and Beaumont and 
Fletcher excepted. — Between him and Jon/on no 
juft Comparifon can be drawn, their Manners 
of Writing are fo entirely different. The ini- 
mitable * Doings of Jorifon in the Fox^ the ^l- 
chemijlf and Sileni Woman, and alfo in the Co- 
medy of Every Man in his Humour, which is not 
inferior t6 any of the Three, will be admired 
to the End of Time, whilft his Tragedies will 
be forgotteii, or received with Difguft, the Poet 
being loft in the pedantic Tranflator. — MaJJif^er 
is as far above the Level of Shirley, as he is below 
that oi Shakefpeare; and thofe who ftiall join 
with me in adjudging the Preference to Beaumont 
and Fletcher, muft at the fame Time acknow- 
ledge, that fome of MaJJtnger'i Compofitions are - 
equal to the beft of theirs, 

. * The Fox, the AUhemift and SiltTtt Woman, 

Dqiu by Ben Jmfon, and outdone by no Man, 

D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 



vi PREFACE. 

There is one particular Excellence indeed in 
which Majfmger furpafles not only Fletcher but 
even Shakefpeare himfelf; I mean the general 
Harmony of his Numbers ; — he cannot hoaft of 
tjiat boundlefs Vjiriety, that dilcrimi noting 
Power of Expreffibn, which enabled Shakefpeare, 
to appropriate, as it were, a peculiar Language 
to his principal Charafters ; but in the eafy Flow 
of natural yet elevated Diilion, Maffinger^ in my 
Judgmetit, h^s hitherto been unequalled *. 

It is in this very Talent thaf puf modern Wri- 
ters of Tragedy are particularly d.eficient : their 
conftrained, unnatural Verfification np more re- 
fembles the eafy, poetic Numbers of Majfinger^ 
than the aukwardftruttingof a PerfonuponStilts 
does the elegant Motions of a graceful Dancer. 
The Progrels and Decline of that admirable Stile 
of Writing, are equally remarkable. It owes 
its Being to Shakejpeare, the Poet of Nature ; 
arrived in a fhort 1 ime to its full Perfediou j 
was adopted by every dramatic Writer of the 
Ag^T with Succefs proportioned to their refpeftive 
Abilities, and continued to flourifli ffom the 
Middle of Queen Eli%abeth''% Reign to that of 
Charles I. when it began to decline, and has now 
for fome Years been elitirely difcarded.~.-That a 
Manner pf Writing of fuch manifeft Excellence, 
fo expreflive, fo poetical, fo adapted to the Ge-i 
nius of the EngUfti Language, fg according witl^ 

• I mean with Refpcft to the general Tepor of his Wri- 
tings ; for there arc fome particular PafTages in Shakefpeari, ■!» 
\?hich he furpafles every other ?oet in his peculiar Excel- 
lence. ...... . , ,,-.., .-- 
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the Feelings of the human Heart, fliould, after 
it had been eftablifhed for a Series of Years, be 
totally loft, and give Place to a Jargon the moft 
unnatural, jejune and infijiid that Words can 
compofe ; and that this Jargon fhould become 
fo univerfally in Ufe with every Tragic Writer 
In thefe Days of Refinement, that it is fcarcely 
poffible to diftinguifh, by Stile alone, the Pro- 
duftions of any one of them from thole of ano- 
other, is one of thofe ftrange Revolutions in 
Tafte, for which no fatisfaftory Caufe can be 
affigned. — It would be unjuft to impute it to a 
general Deficiency of Genius in our Writers, for 
lome of them undoubtedly are not devoid of it. 
The Anther of the Effay prefixed to thefe Plays, 
attributes it in fome Meafure to the Difufe of 
Blank Verle in rooft of our modern Compofi- 
tions, Tragedy excepted ; but X ihould fuppole 
it to be principally occafioned by that violent 
Admiration of the French Theatre, which has 
prevailed for many Years in the feftiionable 
World. Our Writers naturally endeavoured to 
imitate what they found fo much admfred, and 
with a Degree of Succefs which we have Realbn 
to deplore, have adopted from the French not 
only the dull Regularity of their Plots, but the 
wearifome Monotony of their Verification :— 
In moft of our Tragedies, the Imitation is {q 
glaring, that they have loft theAppearance of ori- 
ginal Compofitions, and are written in the Tone 
and fettered Stile of Tranflation, not in that free 
and vigorous Language, in which thofe who pof- 
fcfs any Spark of poetic Fire, exprefs their Na- 
tive, genuine Conceptions.-"Thcre may be, pert 

3 4 
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haps, a few of thefe Pieces that do not juMy 
fail under this general Cenfure ; and there is one 
I muft particularly except from it, I mean the 
Tragedy of Braganza, in which we find a Rich- 
nefs of poetical DiOion, and that Harmony of 
Numbers, which we^(K)k for in vain in theother 
Produ£l:ions of the Time.— I will venture to af-: 
fert, that if the true dramatic Melody fliall be re- 
vived in our Days, it will owe its Revival to the 
Author of Braganza, and the public Voice will 
confirm this Opinion, whenever the L(7wo/"Loffi- 
bardy fhall find its Way to the Stage. 

Though I have expreffed my Approbation of 
'Maffinger'% Excellencies, I do not mean to repre- 
fent him as a faultlefs Writer : it muft be con- 
fefied, that, in common with the pther great 
Poets of his Age, he has his grofs Expreffions, 
and his Scenes of Buffoonery : but this I confi- 
der as rather the Vice of the Times than of the ■ 
Authors ; they necefl'arily accommodated them- 
ielves to the Tafte of the Audience, who .would 
probably 'have difreliihed the moft elegant En- 
tertainment they could have fet before them, had 
not feme of the Diflies been larded with Ri- 
baldry.— When Men of Genius and of delicate 
Feelings concurred in playing the Fool, it is a 
Proof that Foolery was much in Repute. The 
Reader will alio difcover in MaJJmger a few^ and 
but a few," grammatical Inaccuracies, which ha- 
ving arifen from Inattention only, might have 
been eafily correfted ; but I coniider it as Part of 
the Duty of an Editor, to diftinguifli between 
the Inadvertencies of the Author, and the Blun- 
ders of the Printer : he Ihould fpare no Pains to. 
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PREFACE. 1% 

rcAify the latter, but the former he fliould leave 
93 he ^ods them. 

I SHALL conclude this Preface, which has far 
exceeded the Bounds I propoled to it, with a 
iliort Account of the Manner in which this Edi- 
tion is condufl:ed. 

I HAVE admitted into the Text all my. owii 
Amendments, in Order that thoie who, purfu- 
ing Dr. Ja^ofl's' Advice" in his excellent Preface 
tx) SbakeJ^are, may wifh on the firft Perufal of 
thefe PJays, to give free Scope to their Fancy and 
their Feelings, and without turning afide to ver- 
bal Criticifni, may read them in that which ap- 
prars to me the moft perfect State ; but, for the 
Satisfaftion of more critical Readers, or of the 
fame Readers on a fecoud Perufal, I have direc- 
ted that the Words rejected by me Ihould be in- 
ferted in the Margin. 

WheeE any Doubts can arlfe concerning thft 
Juftnefs of a Correction, I have affigned the 
Reafbn for it ; but where they deviate but Httlc 
from the Text, and the Propriety of them is ib 
evident, that it muft be acknowledged the Mo- 
ment they are fuggefted, I have not infulted the 
Underftandings of the Readers by enlarging wpoa- 
them. 

These is another confiderable Improvement 
ill this Edition, for which I expect no Degree 
of Credit, though it tends as materiaJly to the 
Explanation of the Author as more coniplcuous 
Emendations ; I mean the Reforniatiou of the 
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Pointing, which in the former Edition is ex- 
tremely faulty : but the Merit of this Edition, in 
that Reipe£t, can only be known by comparing 
it with the others, and if any Reader fliall take 
that Trouble, he has more Curiofity than I 
fliould have in his Place. — I have not, however, 
attended to trifling Errors, or reiflitied the felfe 
Pointing, unlefs where it efientially affeded the 
Senfe. 

I HAVE continued in this Edition the EiTayon 
our old Dramatic Writers, becaufe it is very well 
written ; and a fhort Account of Majinger^^ Life, 
as undertaken by one who, I doubt not, will execute 
that tails with Care and Fidelity ; no Obfervations 
of the former Editor's are omitted, that could ei- 
ther contribute to the Information of the Rea- 
ders, or to his own Reputation ; but where his 
Remarks were undoubtedly erroneous, I have 
pot inferted them, merely to enjoy the Triumph 
of refuting him. — Thofe who delight in long 
Annotations, and Comparifons with Paflages ap- 
parently fimilar in other Writers, will be much 
diflatisfied with this Edition, in which they will 
find but a few ftiort Notes, and thofe merely ex- 
planatory ; but to gratify their Inclinations, I 
could have made that a Labour,^ which was 
"meant for an Amufement ; which would indeed 
have been contrary to my own Judgment, who 
have always coafidered an unneceffary Note, as 
an oifenlive Interruption, and have never recei- 
ved any real Satisfaction from comparative Quo- 
tations ; I have therefore ftruck out many fuch, 
that I £3und in the former Edition, where the 
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Editor, mifled by a fingle Word, has Ukened 
Paffages that were not like at all. 

It was not originally my Intention to give any 
Nanie to this Edition ; but it is fuggefted to ma 
that an anonymous Publication would not an- 
swer the Purpofe of refcuing this ancient Bard 
from Oblivion ; and that a Name, though un- 
known in the literary World, would contribute to 
attraft the Curiofity of the PubHc : On this 
Confide ration, I have ventured to enter the Lifts 
as a Candidate for inferior Fame, as Dr. yohnfon 
writes it, and without any fanguine Expeftations 
of -Applaufe :-;"yet I flatter myfelf, that this 
Edition of Majfinger will be found more correct, 
(and Corre£lnefs is the only Merit it pretends 
to) than the beft of thofe which have as yet 
been publllhed of any other ancient dramatic 
Writer. ' 

To Edwabd Tighe, Efq; by whofe Perfua- 
lion it 'was publiihed, 'this Edition is Dedicated 
by his moft lincere Friend and humble Servant, 

J. MoNCK H&soN. 
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CRITICAL REFLECTIONS 



/ Old EngUJh Dramatics "Writers. 



Ti DAriD GARRICK, Efq% 

SIR. 

IT is not unnatural to Imagine tliat, on the 
firft Glance of your Eye over the Adver- 
tifement of a new Pamphlet, addreffed to your- 
felf, you are apt to feel fome little Emotion ; 
that you beftow more than ordinary Attention 
on the Title, as it ftands in the News- paper, and 
take Notice of the Name of the Publisher.— Is 
it Compliment or Abufe ?— One of thefe being 
determined, you are perhaps eager to be fatis- 
fied, whether fome coarfe Hand has laid on En- 
comiums with a Trowel, or fome more elegant 
Writer, (fuch as the Author of 'The ASior, for 
Inftance) has done Credit to himfelf and you by 
his Panegyrick ; or, on the other Hand, whe- 
ther any offended Genius has employed thofe 
Tdehts agaJnft you, which he is ambitious of 



xvi Critical Reflections on thS, 
exercifing in the Service of your Theatre ; or 
feme common Scribe has taken your Charadler, 
as he would that of any other Man or Woman, 
or Minifter, or the King, if he durft, as a popu- 
lar Topick of Scandal. 

Be not ■alarmed on the prefent Occafion ; nor, 
with that Confcioufnefs of your own Merit, fo 
natural to the Celebrated and Eminent, indulge 
yourfelf in an Acquiefcence with the Juftice of 
. ten thoufand fine Things, which you may fup- 
pofe ready to be fald to you. No private Satire 
or Panegyrick, but the general Good of the Re- 
publick of Letters, and of the Drama in parti- 
cular, is intended. Though Praife and D\{- 
praife ftand ready on each Side, like the Veffels 
of Good and Evil on the right and left Hand of 
yupiter, I do not mean to dip into either : Or, if 
I do, it ihail be, like the Pagan Godhead him- 
felf, to mingle a due Proportion of each. Some- 
times, perhaps, I may find Fault, and Tome- 
times bellow Commendation : But you muft not 
expefl: to hear of the Quicknefs of your Concep- 
tion, the Juftice of your Execution, the Expref- 
fion of your Eye, the Harmony of your Voice, 
or the Variety and Excellency of your Deport- 
ment ; nor Ihall you be malicioufly informed that 
you are ihorter than Barry, leaner than ^in, and 
lefs a Favourite of the Upper Gallery than Wmd- 
ward Qt Shuter. 

The following Pages are deftined to contain a 
Vindication of the Works of MaJJittger; one of 
our old dramatick Writers, who very feldom 
falls much beneath Shakefpeare himfelf, and 
ibmetimes almoft rifes' to a proud Rivalihip of 
'iLGtiDi^le 
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his chiefeft Excellencies. They are meanttoo 
as a laudable, though feint. Attempt to refcuc 
thefe admirable Pieces from the too general Nc- 
gled, which they now labour under, and to re- 
commend them to the Notice of the Publick. 
To whom then can fuch an Efiay bs more pro- 
perly infcribed than to you, whom that Publick 
ieems to have appointed, as its chief Arbiter De~ 
liciivwn, to prefide over the Amul'ements of the 
Theatre ? — But there is alio, by the bye, a pri- 
vate Reafon for addreffing you. Your honeft. 
Friend Davies^ who, as is faid of the provident 
Comedians in Hollajid, fpends his Hours of Va- 
cation from the Theatre in his Shop, is too well 
acquainted with the Efficacy of your Narre 
at the Top of a Play-bill, to omit an Opporlu-i 
nity of prefixing it to a new . Publication ; ho- 
ping it may prove a Charm to draw in Purcha-, 
iers, like the Head of Shahefpeare on his Sign.' 
My Letter too being anonymoqs, youi-Name at 
the Head will more than compenfate for th& 
AVant of "mine at the End of it : And our 
above-mentioned Friend is, no Doubt, too well 
verfed in both his Occupations, not to know the 
Confequence of Secrecy in a Bookfeller, as well 
as the Neceflity of concealing from the Publick 
many Things that pafs behind the Curtain. 

There is perhaps no Country in the World 
more fubordinate to the Power of Fafhion than; 
our own. Every Whim, every Word, every 
Vice, every Virtue, in its Turn, becomes the 
Mode, and is followed with a certain Rage of 
Approbation for a Time. The fevourite Stile in 

Vol. I. b 
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all the polite Arts, and the reigning Tafte in 
Letters, are as notorioufly Obje^s of Caprice as 
Architedure and Drefs. A new Poem, or No- 
vel, or Farce, are as inconiiderately extolled 
or decried as a RufF or a Chtnefe Rail, a Hoop or 
a Bow Window. Hence it happens, that the 
Piiblick Tafte is often vitiated : Or if, by 
Chance, it has made a proper Choice, becomes 
partially attached to one Species of Excellence, 
rfiid remains dead to the Seiife of all other Merit, 
however equal or fuperior. 

I THINK I may venture to affert, with a Con- 
fidence, that on Reflexion it will appear to be 
true, that the eminent Ciafs of Writers, who 
fiouriftied at the Beginning of this Century, have 
almoft entirely fuperfeded their illuftrious Prede- 
ceflbrs. The Works of Congreve, Vanburgh^ 
Steele, AMfon, Pope, Swift, Gay, &c. &c. are 
the chief Study of the Million: I lay, of the 
Million, for as to thofe few, who are not bnly 
familiar with all our own Authors, but are alia 
converfant with the Ancients, they are not to be 
circumfcribed by the narrow Limits of the Fa- 
(hion. ■ Shakefpeare and Milton feem to ftand alone,-' 
like firft-rate Authors, amid the general Wreck 
of old Englijh Literature, Miltm perhaps owes* 

/_ much of his prefent Fame to the generous La- 
bours and good Tafte of AMiJon. ShakeJ^eare hias 
been tranfmitted down to us with iuccelfive GloC" 
ries ;' and you. Sir, have continued, or rathej*- 

" increafed, ihis Reputation. You have, in no ful- 
fome Strain of Compliment, been ftiled the beft' 
Commenrator on his Works : But have you not,', 
like other Commentators, contra<fted a narrow, 
excluiive, Veneration of your Author ? Has not 



Old English DaAMATitK Writers, xix 

■ the Contemplation of Shakefpear^% Excellencies 
almoft dazzled and extinguished your Judgment, 
when diredled to other Objects, and made you 
blind to the Merit of his Contemporaries ? Under 
your Dominiori, have not Beaumont aiid Fletcher, 
nay even Jonfon, fuifered a Kind of theatrical 
Difgrace ? And has not poor Majjingcr^ whofe 
Caufe I have now undertaken, been permitted to 
languifh in Obfcurity, and remained almoft en- 
tirely unknown. - 

To this perhaps it may be plaufibly anfwer- 
,ed, nor indeed without feme Foundation, that 
many of our old Playj, though they abound 
with Beauties, and are raifed much above the 
humble Level of later Writers, are yet, on leve- 
lal Accounts, unfit to be exhibited, on the mo- 
dern Stage ; that the Fable, inftead of being rai- 
fed on probable Incidents in real Life, is gene- 
rally built on ibme foreign Novel, aji^^ittended 
with romantick Circumftances ; that the Con- 
^ud: of thefe extravagant Stories is frequently 
uncouth, and infinitely offenfive to that drama- 
tick Corte6:nefs prefcribed-by late Crititks, and 
praftifed, as they pretend, by the French Wri- 
ters ; and that the Characters, exhibited in our" 
old Plays, can have no pleafing Effedt on a mo- 
dern Audience, as they are fo totally different 
from the Manners of. the prefent Age. 

These, and fuch as thefe, might once have 
appeared reafonable Objections : But you, Sir," 
of all Peribns, can urge them with the leaft' 
Grace, fince your Practice has fo fully proved 
their InfuiRciency. Your Experience mufl: have 
b 2 *■ 
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taught you, that when a Piece has any ftriking 
Beauties, they will cover a Multitude of Inac-* 
curacies ; and that a Play n^d not be written 
on the fevereft Plan, to pleafe in the Reprefen- 
tation. The Mind is foon familiarized to Irre- 
gularities, which do not fin againft the Truth of 
Nature, but are merely Violations of that ftrid: 
Decorum, of late fo eameftly infifted on. What 
patient Speftators are we of the Inconiiftenciee 
that confeffedly prevail in our dzrhn^ Shahjpeare ! 
What critical Catcall ever proclaimed the Inde- 
cency of introducing the Stocks in the Tragedy 
of Lear? How quietly do we {ttGlqfier take his 
imaginary Leap from Dover Cliff! Or, to give a 
ftronger Jnftance of Patience, with what a phi- 
lofophical Calmnefs do the Audience doze over 
the tedious, and uninterefting, Love-fcenes, with 
which the bungling Hand of Tate has coarfely 
pieced and patched that rich Work of Shake- 
%eare ! — :To inftance further from Shakefpeare 
himfelf, "the Grave-diggers in Hamlet (not «o 
mention Polonius) are not only endured, but ap- 
plauded ; the very Nurfe in Romeo and Juliet is 
allowed to be Nat'Ure ; the Tranfaftions of a 
whole Hiilory are, without Offence, begun and 
completed in lefs than three Hours ; and we are 
agreeably wafted by the Chorus^ or oftener with- 
out fo much Ceremony, from one End of the 
World to another. 

It is very true, that it was the general Prac- 
tice of our old Writers, to found their Pieces oa 
fome foreign Novel ; and it feemed to be their 
chief Aim to take the Story as it ftood, with all 
its appendant Incidents of every Complexion, 
and throw it into Scenes. This Method was, to 
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be furc, rather inartificial, as it at once over- 
loaded and embarrafled the Fable, leaving 4t def^ 
titute of that beautiful dramatick Connedion, 
which enables the Mind to take in all its Cir- 
cumftances with Facility and Delight. But I 
am flill in Doubt, whether many Writers, who 
come nearer to our own Times, have much 
mended the Matter. What with their Plots, 
and Double-plots, and Counter-plots, and Un- 
fier-plots, the Mind is as much perplexed to 
piece out the Story, as to put together the dis- 
jointed Parts of our ancient Drama. The Co- 
medies of Congreve have, in my Mind, as little 
to boaft of Accuracy in their Conftruftion, as 
the Plays of ShakeJ^eare ; nay, perhaps, it might 
be proved that, amidft the moft open Violation 
of the lefler critical Uiiities, one Point is more 
fteadily purfued, one Charafler more uniformly 
ftiewn, and one grand Purpofe of the Fable more 
evidently accompUflied in the Produftions of 
Sbakefpeare than of Congreve, 

These Fables (it. may be further objeded) 
founded on romantick Novels, are unpardonably 
wild and extravagant in their Circumftances, and 
exhibit too little even of the Manners of the 
Age in which they were written. The Plays 
too are in themfelves a Kind of heterogeneous 
Compofition ; fcarce any of them being, ftridly 
fpeaking, Tragedy, Comedy, or even Tragi-co- 
medy, but rather an Indigefted Jumble of every 
Species thrown together. 

This Charge muft be confefled to be true: 
But upon Examination it will, perhaps, be found 
^ 3 
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of lefs Confequence than is generally imagined 
Thcle Dramatick Tales, for To we may bell ftile 
fuch Plays, have often occafioned much Pleafure 
to the Reader and Spectator, which could not 
poffibly have been conveyed to them by any 
other Vehicle. Many an interefting Story, 
which, from the Diverfity of its Circumftances, 
cannot be regularly reduced either to Tragedy or 
Comedy, yet abounds with Charafter, and con- 
tains feveral atFefling Situations : And why fuch 
a Story ihould lofe its Force, dramatically rela- 
tefl and affifled by Reprefentation, when it plea- 
fes, under the colder Form of a Novel, is diffi- 
cult to conceive. Experience has proved the Ef- 
fbft of fuch Fictions on our Minds; and con- 
vinced us, that the Theatre is not that barren 
Ground, wherein the Plants of Imagination will- 
not flourifh. The Tempejl, Th^ Midfummer Night's 
Dreamy The Merchant of Venice, i^s Toa hOie It, 
Twelfth Night, The Faithful Shepberdefs of Fletcher, 
(with a much longer Lift that might be added 
frpni Shakefpearey Beaumont and Fletcher^ and 
thejr Contemporaries, or immediate Succeflbrs) 
have moft of them, within all our Memories, 
been ranked among the moft popular Entertain- 
ments of the Stage. Yet none of thefe can be 
denominated Tragedy, Comedy, or Tragi-Co- 
mcdy. The Play-Bills, I have obferved, cauti-' 
oafly ftile them Plays : And Plays indeed they 
are, truly fuch, if it be the End of Plays to der 
light and inftruiS, to captivate at once the Ear, 
tlie Eye, and the Mind, by Situations forcibly 
conceived, and Characters truly delineated. 

There is one Clrcumftance in Dramatick Po- 
etry, which, I think, the chaftife4 Notions of 
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our modern Criticks do not permit them fuffici- 
ently to confider. Dramatick Nature is of a 
more large and liberal Quality, than they are 
willing to allow. It does not confift merely in 
the Reprefentation of Real Charafters, Charac- 
ters acknowledged to abound in common Life ; 
but may be extended alfo to the Exhibition of 
imaginary Beings. To Create, is to be a Poet 
indeed ; to draw down Beings from another 
Sphere, and endue them with fuitable Paflions, 
Atteftions, Difpolitions, allotting them at the 
fame Time proper Employment ; to body forth, 
by the Powers of Imagination, the Forms of 
Things unknown, and to give to airy Nothing a lo- 
cal Habitation and a Name, furely requires a Ge- 
nius for the Drama equal, if not fuperior, to the 
Delineation of Perfonages in the ordinary Courfe 
of Nature. Shahjpeare in particular is univer- 
fally acknowledged never to have foared fo far 
above the Reach of all other Writers, as in thofe 
Inftances, where he feems purpofely to have 
tranfgrefled the Laws of Criticifm. He appears 
to have difdained to put his free Soul into Cir- 
cumfcription and Confine, which denied his extra- 
ordinary Talents their full Play, nor gave Scope 
to the Boundleffnefs of his Imagination. His 
Witches, Ghofts, Fairies, and other imaginary 
Beings, fcattered through his Plays, are fo many 
glaring Violations of the common Table of Dra- 
matick Laws. What then (hall we fay ? Shall 
we confefs their Force and Power over the Soul, 
ihall we allow them to be Beauties of the moft 
exquilite Kind, and yet infift on their being ex- 
punged ? And why ? except it be to reduce the 
Flights of an exalted Genius, by fixing the Stau- 
b 4 
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dard of Excellence on the Practice of inferior 
Writer*, who wanted Parts to execute fuch greaC 
Defigns ; or to accommodate them to the iiar- 
Tow Ideas of fmall Criticks, who want Souls 
large enough to comprehend them ? 

,OuR Old Writers thought no Perfonage what-? 
ever, unworthy a Place hi the Drama, to which 
■ they could annex what may be called a Seiiy ; that 
is, to which they could allot Manners and Em- 
. ployments peculiar to itfelf. The fevereft of the 
Ancients cannot be more eminent for the coHt 
ftant Prefervation of Uniformity of Character, 
than Shakejpeare ; and Shakefpeare, in no Inftance, 
fupporls his Chara6lers with more Exa£tnefs, 
than in the Conduft of his ideal Beings. The 
Ghoft in Hamlet is a fliining Proof of this Ex- 
cellence. 

But, in Coiifeqnence of the Cuftom of trar 
cing the Events of a Play minutely from a No- 
vel, the Authors were fometxmes led. to reprefent 
a mere human Creature in Circumftances not 
quite confonant to Nature, of a Difpofition' ra- 
ther wild and extravagant, and in both Cafes 
more eipecially repugnant to modern Ideas. This 
iiideed required particular Indulgence from the 
Speftator, but it was an Indulgence, which fel- 
dom mjfled of being amply repaid. Let the 
Writer but pnce be allowed, as a neceflary Da- 
tum, the PofTibility of any Charafter's being pla- 
ced in fuch a Situation, or pofleft of fo peculiar 
a Turn of Mind, the Behaviour of the Charac- 
ter is perfetftlynatural. Shakejpeare, though the 
Child of Fancy, feldom or never drefl: up a com- 
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tnoti Mortal in any other than the modeft Dreis 
of Nature : But many Ihinine Charafters in the 
Plays of Beaumont and Fletcher are not Co well 
grounded on the Principles of the human Heart ; 
and yet, as they were fupported with Spirit, they 
were received with Applaufe. Sfy/ock's Contra^, 
with the Penalty of the Pound of Flefh, though 
not Shffkefpeare' s own Fiiflion, is perhaps rather 
improbable ; at leaft it would not be regarded as 
a happy Dramatick Incident in a modern Play ; 
and yet, having once taken it for granted, how 
beautifully, nay, how naturally, is the Charac- 
ter fuftained ! — Even this Objediion therefore, of 
a Deviation from Nature, great as it may feem, 
will be found to be a Plea infufficient to excufe 
the total Exclufion of our ancient Dramatifts 
from the Theatre. Shakefpeare, you will readily 
allow, pofleft Beauties more than neceflary to 
redeem his Faults ; Beauties that excite our Ad- 
miration, and obliterate his Errors. True, But 
did no Portion of that divine Spirit fall to the 
Share of our other Old Writers ? And can their 
Works be fuppreffed, or concealed, without In- 
juftice to their Merit ? 

One of the heft and moft pleafing Plays in 
Majjinger, and which, we are told, was origi- 
nally received with general Approbation, is cal- 
led I'he Picture. The Fidion, whence it 
takes its Title, and on which the Story of the 
Play is grounded, may be colle£led from the fol- 
lowing fliort Scene. Mathtas, a Gentleman of 
Bohemia, having taken an afFediing Leave of his 
Wife Sophia, with a Refolntion of ferving in the 
King of i^««^flry's Army againft the "^urks, is 
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■left felone on the Stage, and the Play goes on, as 

follows : 

Mi/b, I am ftrangcly troubled : Yet why Ihould I 
nourilh 
.A Fury here, and with imagin'd Food ? 
Having no real Grounds on which to raife 
A Building of Sufpicion ihe ever was, 
,Or can be falfe hereafter ? I in this 
But fooliihly inquire the Knowledge of 
A future Sorrow, which,, if I find out, 
My prefent Ignorance were a cheap Piirchafe,^ 
Tho' with my Lofs of Being. I have already 
Dealt with a Friend of mine, a general Scholar, 
One deeply read in Nature's hidden Secrets, 
And (tho' with much Unwillingnefs) have woo him 
To do as much as Art can to refolve me 
My Fate that Follows To my Wifli he's come. 

Enter Baptifta. 

yulio Baptifta, now I may affirm 
"^ Your Promile and Performance walk together ; 
And therefore, without Circumftance, to the Point, 
Inftrut^ me what 1 am. 

S^t. I could wifli you had 
Made Trial of my Love fome other Way, 

Mith. Nay, this is from the Purpofe. 

Bapt. If you can 
Proportion your defire to any Mean, 
I do pronounce you happy : I have found, 
By certain Rules of Art, your matchlefs Wife 
Is to this prefent Hour from all Pollution 
Free and untainted, 

Math. Good. 

Bapt. In Reafon therefore 
You fhould fix here, and make no farther Search 
Of what may fall hereafter. 

Mtth. O Baptifta ! 
'Tis not in me to raafter fo my Paflions ; 
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I muft know farther, or you have made good 
But half your Protnife. — While my Love flood by. 
Holding her upright, and my Prefence was 
A Watch upon her, her Dcfires being met too 
With equal Aniour from me, what one Proof 
Could fee give of her Conftancy, being untempted ? 
But when I am abfent, and my coming back 
Unccrtaia, and thofe wanton Heats in Women ' 
Not to be quench'd by lawful Means, and ihe 
The abfolure Difpofer of hcrfelf, 
Without Controul or Curb ; nay more, invited 
By Opportunity and all ftrong Temptations, 
If then Ihe bold out. 

Bapt, As DO doubt Ihe will. 

Math. Thofc Doubts muft be made Certainties, Bt^ 
tifta, 
By your Affurance, or your boafted Art 
Eieferves no Admiration. How you trifle — — 
And play with my Affliction ! I'm on 
The Rack, till you confirm me. 

Bapt. Sure, Mathias, 
1 am no God, nor can I dive into 
Her hidden Thoughts; or know what her Intents are ; 
That 16 deny'd to Art, an^ kept conceal'd 
E'en from the Devils therafelves : They can but guefs^ 
Out of long Obfervation, what is likely ; 
But pofitiv?Iy to foretel that this Ihatl be. 
You may conclude impoffible ; all I can 
I will do for you. When you arediftant from her 
A thoufand Leagues, as if you then were with her. 
You (hall know truly when flie is folicited. 
And how far wrought on. 

Math. I defire no more. 

B*pt. Take then this little Model of Sephiat 
With more than human Skill limn'd to the Life ; 
Each Line andLineamentof it in the Drawing 
So punctually obferv'd, that, had it Motion, 
Ip ib mtich 'twere hcrfelf. 

Math. It is indeed 
An admirable Piece i~ but if it have not 
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Some hidden Virtue that I cannot guefs at, 
in what can it advantage me ? 

B^ipl, I'll inftruft you. 
Carry it ftill about you, and as oft 
Aj you defire to know how flie's affcfled. 
With curious Eyes perufe it : While it keeps 
The Figure it now has, entire and perfed. 
She is not only innocent in Faft, 
But unatteinpted { but if once it vary 
From the true Form, and what's now White and Reef 
Incline to yellow, reft moft confident 
She's with all Violence courted, but unconquer'd. 
But if it turn all Black, 'tis an Affurance 
The Fort, by Compofition or Surprize, 
Is forc'd, or with her free Confent furrendet'd. 

Nothing can be more fantaftick, or more iit 
the extravagant Straiii of the It^an Novels, 
than this Fiftion: And yet the Play, railed on 
it, is extremely beautiful, abounds with af-«, 
fefting Situations, true Charafter, and a faith- 
ful Reprefentation of Nature. The Story, thus 
opened, proceeds as follows : Mathids. departs, 
accompanied by his Friend, and ferves as a Vo- 
lunteer in the Hungarian Army againft the 'J'urks. 
A complete Viftory beitig. obtained, chiefly by- 
Means of his Valour, he is brought by the Ge- 
neral to the HungarJan Court, where he not oiily 
receives many Honours from the King, but cap- 
tivates the Heart of the Queen ; whofe Paffion 
is not lb much excited by his known Valour or 
perfonal Attra£tions, as by his avowed Conftancy - 
to his Wife, and his firm Afliirance of her reci- 
procal AfFeftion and Fidelity to him. Thefe 
Circumflances touch the Pride, and raife the 
Envy of the Queen. She refolves, therefore, to 
deftroy His conjugal Faith by giving up Her 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 



Old English Dsamatick Wxiters. xxix 
Own, and determines to make Htm a defperate 
Offer of Her Perlbn ; and, at the fame Time, 
under Pretence of Notice of Malh'ias his being 
detained for a Month at Court, She difpatches 
two debauched young Noblemen to tempt the 
Virtue of Sophia. Tnefe Incidents occafion feve- 
ral affefting Scenes both on the Part of the Huf- 
band and Wife. Mathias (not with an unnatu- 
ral and untheatrical Stoicifm, but with the live- 
licft SenfibiUty) nobly withftands the Tempta- 
tions of the Queen. Sophia^ the' moft virtu- 
oufly attached to her Hulband, becomes uneafy 
at the feigned Stories, which the young I>ords 
recount to her of his various Gallantries at Courts 
and in a Fit of Jealoufy, Rage, and Refentment, 
makes a momentary Refoliition to give up her 
Honour. While fhe is fuppofed to be yet under 
the Dominion of this Refolution, occurs the 
following Scene between the Hufband and his 
Friend : 

Mathias an^ Bapttfla. 

Bapt, We are in a defperate Straight; there's no 
Evafion, 
Nor Hope left to come off, -but by your yielding - 

To the Neceffity ; you mufl feign a Grant 
To her violent Paffion, or - 

Mith. What, my Baplijia ? 

Bapt. We are but dead clfe. 

Mdlb. Were the Sword now heav'd up, 
And my Neck upon the Block, I would not buy 
An Hour's Reprieve with the Lofs of Faith and Virtue, 
To be made immortal here. Art thou a Scholar, 
Nay, ahnoft without a Parallel, and yet fear 
To die, which is inevitable ? You may urge 
The many Years that by the Coiirfe of Nature 
'We may travel in this tedious Pilgrimage, 
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And hold It as a Bleling, as ic is, 

Wbeil Innocence is our Guide j yet know, Bapt'^a, 

Our Virtues are preferr'd before our Years, 

By the Great Judge. To die untainted in 

Our Fame and Reputation is the greateft ; ' 

And to lofe that, can we deiire to live ? 

Or ftiall I, for a momentary Pleafurci 

Which foon comes to a Period, to all Times 

Have Breach of Faith and Peijury rcjnembred 

In a ftill living Epitaph ? No, BaptiJiCt 

Since my Sophia will go to her Grave 

Unfpotted in her Faith, I'll follow her 

With equal Loyalty : but look on this. 

Your own great Work, your Mafterpiece, and then 

She being Sill the fame, teach me to alter. 

Ha ! furc I do not deep ! or, if I dream, 

{The PBure eiiered^ 
This is a terrible Vifion ! I will clear 
My Eyefight, perhaps Melancholy makes me 
See that wnich is not. 
. Bapt, It is too apparent. 
I grieve to look upon t ; befidcs the Yellow, 
That does affure flie's tempted, there are Lines 
Of a dark Colour, that difperfe themfejves 
O'er every Miniature of her Face, and thofe 
Confirm-— — - . . 
" Math. She is turn'd Whore. 
Bapt. I tnuft not fay fo. ' 

Yet, as a Friend to Truth, if you will have me 
. Interpret it, in her Confenc and Wiihes, 
She's falfe, but not in Faft yet. 

Math. Faft! Baptip ? 
Make not yourfelf a Pander to her Loofenefs, - 
In labouring to palliate what a ViZard 
Of Impudence cannot covf;r. Did e'er Woman 
In her Will decline from Chaftity, but found Means 
To give her hot Lull full Scope ? It is more 
Polsible in Nature for grofs Bodies 
Ddcending of tjiemfclves, to hang in the Air, 
Or with my fingle Arm to underprop 
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A falling Tower ; nay, in its violent Courie' 
To flop the Light'ning, than to ftay a Wdman 
Hurried by two Furies, Luft and FalfeboDd,' 
In her full Career to Wickednefs. 

Bapt. Pray you, temper 
The Violence of your Paffion. 

Math. In Extremes 
Of this Condition, can it be in Man 
To ufe a Moderation ? I am thrown 
From a fleep Rock headlong into a Gulph 
Of Mifery, and find myfclf paft Hope, 
In the fame Moment that I apprehend 
That I am falling. And this, the Figure of 
My Idol, few Hours fin,cc, while Ihe continued 
In her Perfection, that was late a Mirror, 
In which I faw miraculous Shapes of Duty, 
Staid Manners, with all Excellency aHuiband' 
Gould wifli in a chafte Wife, is on the fudden 
Turn'd to a. magical Glafs, and does prefentj ^ 

Nothing but Horns and Horror.- 

Bapt. You may yet 
(And 'tis the bett Foundation) build up Comfort 
Onyour own Goodnefs. ... 

Math. No, that hath undone me. 
For now I hold my Temperance a Sin 
Worfe than Excefs, and what was Vice a Virtue. 
Have I refus'd a Queen, and fiicH a'Queen 
(Whofe ravifliing Beauties at the firft Sight hbd tempted 
A Hermit from his Beads, and.dhang'd his Prajters ' ' 
To amorous SonnelSj) to preferve my Faith .. 
Inviolate to Thee, with the Hazard of 
My Death with Torture, fince (he could inflidt 
No lefs for my Contempt, and have I met 
Such a Return from Thee ? I will not curfe Thee, - ■ 
Nor for thy Falfehood rail agaiull the Sex ; 
Tis poor, and common ; I'll only with wife Men 
\Vhili>er_untomyfe!f, howe'er they feem, 
Nor prefent, nor pall Times, nor the Age to come - . 
Hath heretofore, can now, or ever Ihall 
Produce one conftant Woman. 
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Bapt. This is more 
Than thcSatyrifts wrote againft 'em. 

Math. There's no Language 
That can exprefs the Poifon of thefe Afpicks, 
Thefe weeping Crocodiles, and alt too little 
That hath been faid againft 'em. But I'll mould 
My Thoughts into another Form, and if 
She can outlive the Report of what I've done. 
This Hand, when next fee comes within my Reach, 
Shall be her Executioner. 

The Fidion of 'fhe PiBure being firft allowed, 
the moft rigid Critick wilt, I doubt not, confefs, 
that the Workings of the human Heart are accu- 
rately fet down in the above SCeiie. The Play 
is not without many others, equally excellent, 
both before and after it ; nor in thofe Days, 
when the Power of Magick was fo generally be- 
lieved, that the fevereft Laws were folemnly 
enabled againft Witches and Witchcraft, was the 
Fiction io bold and extravagant; as it may feem 
at prefent. Hoping that the Reader may, by' 
by this Time, be ibmewhat reconciled to the 
Story, or even interefted in it, I will venture to 
fubjoin to the long Extrads 1 have already made 
from this Play one more Speech, where %heP.lc- 
iure is mentioned very beautifully. Mathias ad- 
dreffes himfelf to the Queen in thefe Words : 

Math. To flip once - 

Is incident, and excus'd by human Frailty ; 
But to fall ever, damnable. We were both 
Guilty, I grant, in tendering our Affeiftion, 
But, as I Hope yoH will do, I repented. ' 

When we are grown up toRipetiefs, our Life is 
Like to this PiAure. While we run 
A conliant Race in Goodnels, it retains 
The juft Proportion. But the Journey being 
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Tedious, and fweet Temptations in the Way, 
That may in fome Degree divert us from 
The Road that wc put forth in, e'er we end 
Our Pilgrimage, it may, like this, turn Yellow, 
Or !« with Blacknefs clouded. But when we 
Find we have gone aftray, and labour to 
Return unto our never-failing Guide 
Virtue, Contrition (with unfeigned Tears, 
The Spots of Vice walh'd off) will foon reftore it 
To the firft Purenefs. 

These feveral PaiTages will, I hope, be thought 
b/the judicious Reader to be written in the free 
Vein of a true Poet, as well as by the exaft Hand 
of a faithful Difcipleof Nature. If any of the 
above Arguments, or, rather, the uncommon 
Excellence of the great Writers themfelves, can 
induce the Critick to allow the Excurfions of 
Fancy on the Theatre, let him not fuppofe that" 
he is here advifed to fubmit to the Perverlion of 
Nature, or to admire thofe who overleap the" 
modeft Bounds, which fhe has prefcribed to the 
Drama. I will agree with him, that Plays, 
wherein the Truth of Dramatick Character is 
violated, can convey neither Inftru^tion nor De- 
light. Shakefpeare, Jonfon, Beaumont and Fletcher^ 
MaJJingcr^ &c. are guilty of no fuch Violation. 
Indeed the heroick Nonfenfe, which over-runs 
the Theatrical Produdions'of i)ryd(?«*, Howard, 

* Nobody can have a truer Veneration for the Poetical Ge- 
nius of Drydin, than the Writer of thefe Refleilions ; but 
liirely that Genius is no where fo much obfcured, notwith- 
ftanding fome tranfient Gleams, as in his Plays; of which 
He had Himfelf no great Opinion, fince the only Plea He 
ever urged in their Favour, was, that the Town had received 
with Applaufe Plays rqually bad. Nothing, perhaps, but tb« 

Vol. I. c 
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and the other illuftrious Prototypes of Bayes m 
the Rehearfal, muft naufeate the moft indulgent 
Speftator. The temporary Rage of falle Tafle 
may perhaps betray the Injudicious into a fooUfh 
Admiration of fuch Extravagance for a iKort Pe- 
riod ; But how will thefe Plays ftand the Brunt 
of critical Indignation, when the Perfonages of 
the Drama are found to refemble no Charaflers 
in Nature, except, perhaps, the difordered In- 
habitants of Bedlam f 

If then it muft be confcffed both from Reafoij 
and Experience, that we can ntrt only endure, 
but attend with Pkafure to Plays, which are al- 
moft merely Dramatick Reprefentations of ra- 
mantick Novels ; it will furely be a further In- 
ducement to recur to the Works of our Old Wri- 
ters, when we find among them many Pieces 
written on a fevercr Plan ; a Plan, more accom- 
modated to real Life, and approaching more 
nearly to the modern Ufage. The Merry Whes of 
Windfor of Shakefpeare, The Fox^ The Akhymifi^ 
The Silent IVoman, Every Man in his Humour of 
yonfon. The New Way to pay Old Debts^ the City 
Madam of Majfmgery &c. SSc- all urge their Claim 
for a Rank in the ordinary Courle of our Winter 
Evening Entertainments, not only clear of every 
Qbje^on made to the above-mentioned Species 

abfurd Notion of Heroick Plaj^, could have carried the im 
inediate Succeflbrs to the Old Clafs of Writers into fuch ri- 
diculous Contradidlions to Nature. That I may not appear 
fmgular in my Opinion o{ Dry den's Dramatick Pieces, I mull 
beg Leave to refer the Reader to the R/jmiier, No, 125, where 
that judicious Writer has produced divers Inftances from Dry- 
Jen's Plays, fufftcient (to ufe lf>e Rumbltr'i own Language) t» 
' mvaken tht mojt terpid Rifibtlity. 
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of Dramatick Compofition, faut adhering more 
ilridly to ancient Rules, than mofl ef ear later 
Comedies. 

In Point of Character, (perhaps the mofl: ef- 
ftntial Part of the Drama) our Old Writers far 
tranfcend the Moderns. It is furely necdlefa, in 
Support of this Opinion, to recite a long Lift of 
Names, when the Memory of every Reader mufl 
fuggeft them to himfeif. The Manners of many 
6f them, it is true, do not prevail at prefcnt. 
What then ? Is it difpleafmg or uninftrudtive to 
fee the Manners of a former Age pafs in Review. 
before us ? Or is the Mind undelighted at recal- 
ling the Charafters of our Anceftors, while the 
Eye is confefledly gratified at the Sight of thii 
Adors dreft in their antique Habits ? Moreover^ 
Fafhion arrd Cuftom are fo' perpetually flufllua-i 
ting, that it rauft be a very accurate Piece indeed," 
and one quite new and warm from the Anvil, 
that catches the Damon or Cynthia of this Mi-* 
nute. Some Plays of our kteft and inoft faflii* 
enable Authors are grown aS obfolete in this Par^ 
ticular, as thofe of the firft Writers ; and it rhiy 
with Safety be affirmed, that Bohadil is not more 
remote from modern Charafter, than the ever-' 
admired and every-where-to-be-met-with Lord 
Poppihgton. It may, alfo, be further confidered, 
(hat moftof the beft Characters in our old Plays, 
are not merely fugitive and temporary. Th^ 
are not the fudden Growth of Yefterday or To' 
day, fure of fading or withering To-morrow ; 
but they were the Delight of paft Ages, ftill coti-^ 
linue the Admiration of the prefent, and (to wft 
Ite Language of true Poetry) 
c 3 
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■ -To Ages yet unborn appeal. 
And lateft Times ch' eternal Nature feel. 
The Actor. 

. There is one Circumflance peculiar to the 
Dramatick Tales, and to many of the more re- 
gular Comedies of our old Writers, of which it 
IS too :.;trle to fay, that it demands no Apology. 
It deferves the highell Commendation, iince it 
hath been the Means of introducing the moft ca-^ 
pital Beauties into their Compoiitions, while 
the fame Species of Excellence could not 
poffibly enter thofe of a later Period. I mean 
the Poetical Stile of their Dialogue. Moft Na- 
tions, except our own, have imagined mere 
Profc, which, with Moliere's Bourgeois Gentii~ 
homtney the meaneft of us have talked from our 
Cradie, too little elevated for the Language of 
the Theatre. Our Neighbours, the French^ at 
this Day write moft of their Plays, Comedies as 
^ell as Tragedies, in Rhime ; a Gothick Prafbice, 
which our own Stage once admitted, but long 
ago wifely reje£ted. The Grecian lambick was 
mote happily conceived in the true Spirit of that 
elegant and magnificent Simplicity, which cha- 
rafterized the Tafte of that Nation. Such a 
Meafure was well accommodated to the Exprcf- 
lims of the Mind, and though it refined indeed 
on Nature, it did not contradi(fl it. In this, as 
yitW as in all other Matters of Literature, the 
Ufage of Greece was religioufly obferved at Rome. 
pJautuSf in his rich Vein of Humour, is nume- 
rous and poetical. The Comedies of Jerence^ 
thou^ we cannot agree to read them after Bi- 
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fhop Haret were evidently not written without 
Regard to Meafure; which is the invincible Rea- 
fon, why all Attempts to render them into 
downright Profe have always proved, and ever 
muft prove, unfuccefsful ; and if a faint Effort, 
now under Contemplation, to give a Veriion of' 
them in familiar Blank Verfe (after the Manner 
of our Old Writers, hut without a fervile Imita- 
tion of Them) ftiould fail, it muft, I am confi- 
dent, be owing to the Lamenefs of the Execu- 
tion. The Englijh Heroick Meafure, or, as it is 
commonly called, Blank Verfe, is perhaps of' 
a more happy Conftrudtion, even than the Gre~ 
dan lambick ; elevated equally, but approach- 
ing nearer to the Language of Nature, and as 
well adapted to the Expreflion of Comick Hu- 
mour, as to the f^a(bos of Tragedy. 

The mere modern Critick, whofe Idea of 
Blank Verie is perhaps attached to that empty 
Swell of Phrafeology, fo frequent in our late 
Tragedies, may coniider thefe Notions as the Ef- 
feft of Bigotry to our old Authors, rather than ' 
the Refult of impartial Criticifm. Let fuch an. 
one carefully read over the Works of thofe Wri- ' 
ters, for which I am an Advocate. There hc-- 
will feldom or ever find that Tumour of Blank 
Verfe, to which he has bec» ib much accuftom- . 
ed. He will be furprifed with a familiar Dig- ■ 
nity, which, though it riles fomewhat above or- 
dinary Converfation, is rather an Improvement- 
than Perverfion of it. He will foon be convin- 
ced, that Blank Verfe is by no Means appropri- 
ated folely to the Bulkin, but that the Hand of 
a Mailer may mould it to whatever Purpofea he ■ 

■ "^3 • ■ ■ 
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pieafes ; and that in Comedy, It will not only 
admit Humour, but heighten and embellifti it. 
Inftanceg might be produced without Number. 
It muft however be lamented, that the Modern 
Tragick Stile, free, indeed, from the inad Flights 
of Dryden, and his Cqtiteniporaries, yet departs 
equally from Nature. I am apt to think it isiii 
great Meafure owing to the aimoft total Exclu- 
sion of Blank Verfe from 'z\\ modern Compofi- 
tions. Tragedy excepted; The common Ul'e of- 
9n Elevated Di<3:ion in Comedy, where the Wri- 
ter was often, of Neceflity, put upon expreffing 
the moft ordinary Matters, and where the Sub- 
jeft demanded him to paint the moft ridiculous 
Emotions of the Mind, was perhaps one of the 
chief Caufes of that €<0 f^igoar, Co confpicuous 
in the Stile of the old Tragedies. Habituated 
to Poetical Dialogue in thofe Compofitions, , 
wherein They were obliged to adhere more 
ftriftly to the Simplicity of the Language of Na- 
ture, the Poets learnt, in thofe of a more raifed 
Species, not to depart from it too wantonly. 
They were well acquainted alfo with the Force 
as well as Elegance of their Mother-Tongue, 
and chofe to ufe luch Words as may be called 
Natives of the Language, rather than to harmo- 
nize their Verfes, and agonize the Audience with 
Laiirt Terminations. Whether the refined Stile 
of Addtfonh CaiOy and the flowing Verfificatipn 
of Rows firft occafioned this Departure from an- 
cient Simplicity, it is difficult to determine ; but 
it is too true, that Souiherne was the laft of our 
Dramatick Writers, who was, in any Degree, 
polieft of that magnificent Plainnefs, which is 
the genuine Dreis of Nature ; though indeed 
the Plays of Rewe are more iimple than any of 
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his Succeflbrs. It muft not however be dlfierti- 
blcd in this Place, that the Stile of our OJd Wri- 
ters is not without Faults ; that They were apt 
to give too much into Conceits ; that they often 
purlued au allegorical Train of Thoughts top 
far ; and were fometimes betrayed into forced, 
unnatural, quaint, or gigantick Expreflions. lu 
the Works of Shalufpeare himfelf, every one of 
thefe Errors may be found ; yet it may be fafely 
afferted, that no other Author, ancient or mo- 
dem, has exprefled himfelf on fuch a Variety of 
Subjects with niore Eafe, arid in a Vein more 
truly poetical, unlefs, perhaps, we ftiould except 
Homer: Of which, by the bye, the deepeft Cri- 
tick, moft conver&nt with Idioms and Dialects, 
is not quite a competent Judge. 

I WOULD not be underftood, by what I have 
here faid of Poetical Dialogue, to objeS to the 
Uic of Prole, or to infinuate that our modern 
Comedies are the worfe for being written in that 
Stile. It is enough for me, to have vindicated 
the Ufe of a more ^evated Manner among our 
Old Writers. I am well aware that moft Parts 
of Fa^iaff', Ford, Beritdicb^ MalvoUo, &c. are 
written in Profe ; nor indeed would 1 counfel a 
modern Writer to attempt the Ufe of Poetical 
Kalogue in a mere Comedy : A Dramatick Tale, 
indeed, checquered, like Life itfeif, with various 
Incidents, ludicrous and afFefting, if written by 
a mafterly Hand, and Ibmewhat more feverely 
than thofe above-mentioned, would, I doubt not, 
ftiU be received with Candour and Applaufe. 
The Public would be agreeably furpriled with 
the Revival of Poetry on the Theatre, and the 
Opportunity of employing all the bell Perfor- 
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mersj ferious as well zs comidc, in one Pieo<!^ 
would render it ftill more likely to make a fevou- 
rable Irhpreflion on the Audience. There is a 
Gentleman, not unequal to iuch a Talk, who 
who was once tempted to begin a Piece of this 
Sort ; but, I fear, he has too much Love of Eafe 
and Indolence, and too little Ambition of hte- 
" rary Fame, ever to complete it. 

But to conclude : 

Have I, Sir, been wafling all this Ink anr{ 
Time in vain ? Or may it be hoped, that you 
will extend fome of that Care to the reft of our 
Old Authors, which you have fo often lavifhed 
on many a worfe Writer, than the moft inferior 
of thofe here recommended to You ? It is cer- 
tainly your Intereft to give Variety to the Pub- 
lick Tafte, and to diverfify the Colour of our 
Dramatick Entertainments. Encourage new 
Attempts ; but do Juftice to the Old ! The 
Theatre is a wide Field. Let not one or two 
Walks of it alone be beaten, but lay open the 
Whole to the Excurfions of Genius ! This,per- 
haps, might kindle a Spirit of Originality in our 
modern Writers for the Stage ; who might be 
tempted to aim at more Novelty in their Com* 
pofitions. when the Liberality of the Popular 
Tafte rendered it lefs hazardous. That the Nar- 
rownefs of theatrical Criticifm might be enlarged 
I have no Doubt. Reflect, for a Moment, on 
the uncommon Succefs of Romeo and Juliet^ and 
Every Man in his Humour! and then tell me, 
whether there are not many other Pieces of as 
ancient a Date, which, with the proper Curtail- 
ments and Alteratious, would produce the fame 
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Effed? Has an iriduftrious Hand been at the 
Pains to fcratch up the Dunghill of DrydttCs Am- 
phitryon for the few Pearls that are buried in it, 
and (hall the rich Treafures of Beaumo»i and 
F/efcher, Jonfon-, and Majjimer^ lie (as it were) 
in the Ore, untouched and difregarded ? Reform 
your Lift of Plays I In the Name of Burgage, 
"Taylor, and Betterion^ I conjure you to it ! Let 
the Veteran Criticks once more have the Satis- 
fadion of ieeing "The Maid's trage/fyy Philafier^ 
King and no King, &c. on the Stage ! — Reftore 
Fletcher's Elder Brother to the Rank unjuftly 
ufurped by Gibber'' & Love makes a Man I and fince 
you have wifely defifted from giving an annual 
AtFront to the City, by. afting "The London Cuc- 
kolds on Lord Mayor's Day, why will you not 
pay them a Compliment, by exhibiting The City 
Madam of Maffinger on the fame Occafion ? 

If after all, Sir, theie Remonftrances fhould 
prove without EtFeft, and the Merit of the great 
Authors fhould plead with You in vain, 1 will 
here fairly turn my Back upon you, and addreli 
myfelf to the Lovers of Dramatick Compofitiou* 
in general. They, I am fure, will perufe thole 
Works with Pleafure in the Clofet, though they 
lofe the Satisfa£tion of feeing them reprefented 
on the Stage : Nay, Ihould They, together with 
You, concur in determining that fuch Pieces are 
"unfit to be ailed, You, as well as They, will, 
I am confident, agree that fuch Pieces are, 
at Icaft, very worthy to be , read. There are 
many Modern Compofitions, feen with Delight 
at the Theatre, which ficken on the Tafte in the 
Perufal ; and the honeft Country Gentleman, 
who has not been prefent at the Reprefentation, 
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wonders with what his LonJon Friends have beea 
fo highly entertained, and is as much perplexed 
at the Tirwn'mmner of Writing as Mr. Smith in 
^ht 'Rthearfd. The Excellencies of our Old 
Writers are:, on the contrary, not confined to 
Time and Place, but always bear about them 
the Evidences of true Genius. 

Majjinger is perhaps the leaft known, but not 
the leaft meritorious of any of the old Clafs of 
Writers. His Works declare htm to be no meat) 
Proficient in the fame School. He pofleffes all the 
Beauties and Blemifties comnoon to the Writers 
of that Age. He has, like the reft of them, in 
Compliance with the Cuftom of the Times, ad- 
mitted Scenes of a low and grofs Nature, which 
might be omitted with no more Prejudice to the 
Fable, than the BufFoonry in Vemce Preferved. 
For his few Faults he makes ample Atonement. 
His Fables are, moft of them, afFefting ; his 
Charafters well conceived, and ftrongly fupport- 
cd; and his Didiou, flowing, various, elegant, 
and manly. His two Plays, revived by Better" 
ion, "itbe Bondman and I'be Roman AStor, arc not, 
I think, among the Number of his heft. The 
Duke cf Milan, the Remgado, The Picture, The 
Fatal Dowry, The Maid of Honour, A New IVay 
to pay Old Debts, The Unnatural Combat, The Guar- 
dian, The City Madam, are each of them, in my 
Mind, more excellent. He was a very popular 
Writer in his own Times, but fo unaccountably, 
as well as unjuftly, negleded at prefent, that the 
accurate Compilers of a Work, called The Lives of 
the Poets, published under the learned Name of 
the late Mr. Theophilus Cibber, have not lb much 
4S mentioned him. He is, however, take him 
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for all in all, . an Author, whole Works the iatel- 
ligent Rpader will penife with Admiration: And, 
that I may not be fuppofed to withdraw my Pie* 
for his Admiflion to the Modern Stage, I fliall 
conclude thefe Refledtions with one more Speci- 
men of his Abilities ; fubmittinff it to all Judges 
of Theatrical Exhibitions, whether the moft 
mafterly AiSor would not here have an Op|>ortu- 
nlty of diiplaying his Powers to Advantage. 

The Eitra^ I mean to fubjoin is from the laft 
Scene of the firft Aft of the Duke ^ Milan.--' 
Sforzay having efpoufed the Caufe of the King of 
France againft the Emperor, on the King's £)e-- 
feat, is advifed by a Friend, to yield himttlf up 
to the Emperor's Difcretiou. He confents to thi$ 
Weafure, but provides for his Departure in th^ 
following Manner ; 

Sfor. ■ ^ — Stay you Frandfco, 

—You fee how things ftand with mc ? 

Fran. To my Grief: 
And if the Lofs of my poor Life could be 
A Sacrifice, to reftore them as they were, 
J willingly would lay it down. 

Sfor. I think fo; 
For I have ever found you true and thankful, 
Whith makes me love the building I have railed. 
In your Advancement ; and repent no Grace, 
I have confcr'd upon you : And, believe tne, 
Tho' now I fliould repeat my Favours to you, 
Ihe Titles 1 have given you, atid the Means 
Suitable to your Honours ; that I thought you 
"Worthy my Sifter, and my family, 
And in my Dukedom made you next myfeif; 
It is not to upbraid you ; but to tell you 
1 find you're worthy of them, in your love 
And Service to me, ■ ■ ■ 
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Fraa. Sir, I am your Creature ; ' 

And any Shape that you wOuld have me wear, 
I gladly will put on. 

SJbr. Thus, then, iTtf»(7/to; 
I now am to deliver to your trad 
A weighty Secret, of fo ftrange a Nature, 
And 'twill, I know, appear fo monftrous to you. 
That you will tremble in the Execution, 
As much as I am tortur'd to command it : 
For 'tis a Deed fo horrid, that but to hear it. 
Would ftrike into a Ruffian fielh'd in Murthers, 
Or an obdurate Hangman, foft CompaHion ; 
And yet, Frannfco (of all Men the deareft. 
And from me moft deferving) fuch my State 
And ftrange Condition is, that Xhou alone 
Muft know the fatal Service, and perform it. 

Fran. Thefe Preparations, Sir, to work a Stranger, 
Or to one unacquainted with your Bounties, 
Might appear ufeful ; but, to Me, they are 
Needlefs Im pertinencies : For 1 (kre do 
Whatc'er You dare command. 

SJor. But thou muft fwcar it. 
And put into thy Oath, all Joys, or TortncDts 
That fright the Wicked, or confirm the Gxxid t 
Not to conceal it only (that is nothing) 
But, whenfoe'er my Will fliall fpeak, ftrike now ! 
To fall upon't like Thunder. 

Fran. Minifter 
The Oath in any Way, or Form you pleafe, 
1 (land refolv'd to take it. 

5^. Thou muft do, then. 
What no malevolent Star will dare to look on. 
It is fo wicked : For which. Men will curfe Thee 
For being the Inftrument ; and the bleft Angels 
Forfake Me at my Need for being the Author: 
For 'tis a Deed of Night, of Night, FrantifcOf 
Inwhich the Memory of all good Actions, 
We can pretend to, Ihall be buried quick : 
Or, if we be remembcr'd, .i: fhall be 
To fright Pofterity by our Example, , 
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That have outgone all Precedents of Villains 
That were before us ; and fuch as fucceed, 
Tho' taught iti Hell's black. School, fluil) ne'er come 

near us. 
— Art thou not ihaken yet ? 

Frtin. I grant you move me : 
Butto a Man confirm'd — ■ 

Sfor. I'll try your Temper: 
What think you of my Wife ? 

Fran. As a Thing facred : 
To whofc fair Name, and Memory, I pay gladly 
Thefe Signs of, Duty. {^Kneels. 

Sfor. Is ihe not an Abftraft 
Of all that's rare, or to be wifli'd in Woman ? 

FrjlB. It wete a Kind of Blafphemy.to difpute it i 
—But to the Purpofe, Sir. 

Sfor. Add too her Goodnefs, 
Her Tendernefs of me, her Care to pleafe me. 
Her unfufpc£tcd Chaftity, ne'er equal'd. 
Her Innocence, her Honour — O I am loft 
^n the Ocean of her Virtues and her Graces, 
When I think of them. 

Fran. Now I find the End 
Of all )'our Conjurations : There's fome Service 
To be done for this fwcet Lady. If flie have Enemies 
That Ihe would have remov'd 

Sfor. Alas ! Francifco, 
Her greateft Enemy is her greateft Lover ; 
Yet, in that Hatred, her Idolater. 
One Smile of hers would make a Savage tame ; 
One Accent of that Tongue would calm the Seas, 
Tho' all the Winds at once ftrive there for Empire. 
Yetl, for whom ihe thinks all this too little, 
Should 1 mifcarry in this prefent Journey, 
(From whence it is all Number to a Cypher, 
1 ne'er return with Honour) by thy Hand 
Muft have her murther'd. 

Fran. Murther'd !— She that loves fo. 
And fo deferves to be belov'd again ? 
And I, who fometimes you were pleas'd to favour, 
Pick'd out the Inftrument ? 
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Sfor. Do not fly off; 

What is decreed, can never be recall'd. 

Tis more than Love to Hery that m&rks hef out 

A wifh'd Companion to me, in both Fortunes : 

And ilrong Amirance of thy zcdlout Faith, 

That gives up to thy Truft a Secret, that 

Racks Ihould not have forc'd from me. — -O Wanc'tfcef 

There is no Heav'n without Her } nor a Hell 

Where She refidcs. I aft from her bw Juftict, 

And what I would have paid to Her, had IScknefs, 

Or any other Accideat divorc'd 

Her purer Soul from her unfpotted Body. 

The flavilh Indian Princes, when they di^ 

Are chcarfully attended to the Fire 

By the Wife, and Slave, that living they Wd bcft. 

To do them Service in another World : 

Nor will I be lefs honour'd, that love mc»^. 

And therefore trifle noc, bat id thy Looks 

Exprefs a ready Purpofe to perform 

What I command ; or, by MaTctiid% SOuI, 

This is thy lateft Minute. 

froH. *Tis not Fear 
Of Death, but Love to you, makes me embrace it. 
But, for mine own Secufity, when 'tis done. 
What Warrant have I ? If you pleafe to fign one, 
I fiiali, tho' with UnwiHingnefs and Horror, 
Perform your dreadful Charge. 

Sfor. I will, Framifco : 
But ftill remember, that a Prince's Secrets 
Are Balm, conceal'd ; but Poifon, if diftover'd. 
I may come back ; then this is but a Trial 
To purchafe thee, if it were poffible, 
A nearer Place in my Affcftion — but 
I know thee honeft. 

Fran. "Tis a Charader 
I will not part with. 

^or, I ooay live to reward it. [fi.r?(rt*/. 



^>^ 
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THOUGH Majfmger^ Claim to an emi- 
nent Rank amongft the Engl'tfli Drama- 
tick Writers has never been contefted, and the 
Criticks have placed him immediately after 
Shakefpeare, B. Jonfon^ Beaumont 2nd Fletcher*, 
notwithftanding we have certain Evidence that 
his Plays were much applauded in their Re- 
prefentation, apd warmly commended by co- 
temporary Writers, , yet fuch has been the 
unaccountable Fate of this excellent Author, 
that the Name of Maffinger^ till within thefe 
twenty Years, has been funk in Obfcurity, 
and almoft buried in Oblivion. None of our 
Stage Poets, from the Reftoration to the Be- 
ginning of his prefent Majefty's Reign, have 
taken the lead Notice of him or hie Writings *. 
Vol. 1. d The 

* In the Yeaf 1751 Propofals were printetl for a new 
fiditionof J/ij^n^ef's Works with Nous and OblerTations 
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The SUcnee of Dryden is not to be accornifetf 
for on any Principle of Reaibn or Juftice. But 
inJeed the Man who could treat 6i6/>/fy with 
fuch Contempt as to raikk him with the- 
Dunces of his Macfleekno, might wifli to flifte 
the Memory of a Writer, who was as much, 
iiiperior to him in Dramatlck Excellence, as- 
D/yJen himfelf was above all other Writers of 
his Time, m the Vigour,. Harmony and Va- 
riety of his Numbers. 

Mr. Rowe has paid Maffinger a very great Com- 
pliment indecfi, but ic i^ift b« granted that it is- 
at the Expenee of his own Candour and Honefty^ 
In his Tragedy of the Fair Penaent, he con- 
Jefcended to Acal the Plot; Chara£ters^ and 
Sometimes the Sentiments of the Faiai Dow- 
ry* But this Conduct wae as weak as ir 
was unfair; for a finaW Aclmewledgptttent 
cf his CHiligatHms to the raiginal Author would 
not only have faved him from the Di%race of 
a fhameful Dete£^ion, but have made that a 
legal Prize which is naw au AQt of Piracy, 

We * are told indeed, that Rowe lived in the 
Days of literary fildiing ; when Plagiarifm waa 
a fafluonable Trick amoiigft Authors^ Such an 

in five Volumes lamo, at the moderate Price of Tws SA/7- 
^ngs and Sixpemt per Volnqie^ bot the Subfcriptton' wenr 
on Ib-flowly that Uie PrejeA wai d»[ff. 

* It was the Fafliion with the Wits of the laft Age to- 
ewiceal the Places from whence they took, ihdir Hints oc 
their Subjcflsi. 

Gtl^miti'i Lift ofPurmtU. 

Excufer 
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fijHiufe I think ought no more to be admitted 
in the Courts of Pamajfus^ than a Robber's juf- 
tiffing his Thefts by the great Number of 
his Aflbciates and Companions, would be al- 
lowed to be a good Plea in IVeJlmnfler Halt or 
Bt the OiJ Bailey: 

The little that can be known of Mqffingerf 
I have principally gleaned from the fcanty 
Materials which Aniony Wmdy in his Athenie 
Qxonienfes^ and Mr. Langbame in his T-ives of 
the Dramatick Poets, have afforded me. That 
curious and laborious Searcher into Hiftory, 
Bii^paphy and Antiquities, Mr. John Oldys, m 
his MS. Notes on Langbaine's Poets, has point- 
ed out ibme Miftakes of both thefe Authors 
refpefting Majinger, and has fometimes fug- 
geited Matter of Intelligence not unworthy of 
Notice. — To Mr. Reed oi Staples Inn I ^m in- 
. debted for the frank Communication of thefe 
Ms. Notes, a complete Lift of the various 
Editions of Maffinger's Plays, and feveral ufeful 
Hints relating to him and his Works. 

Philip Majmger, the Son of* Philip Majfin- 

r, a Servant belonging to the Family of 

'mbroie, was born at Salijbury in the Year 

1584. He was entered a Commoner at St. 

* I cannot gaefs from what Information O'dyi in his MS. 
Note* gives the Chriflian Name oi Arthur to MajfmgeT*% Fa- 
llier; nor why he mould rcproacli Wood for calling him 
fWi^; fince Meffinger himlelf, in the Dedication of the 
Bmdman to the Earl of Menigomery^ fays cxpreiisly that hii 
Father Philip Majftnger lived and died in the Service of the 
Honourabte Houle of Ptmbrnke. 

d 2 Albans 
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j^lbaniH:dly Oxford, in the leventeenth Year df 
his Age, in 1601 ; where, though encourage d in 
his Studies by the Earl of Pembroke^ yet, fays 
Wood, he applied his Mind more to Poetry and 
Romances I'or about four Years or more than 
to Logick and Philofophy, which he ought to 
have done, as he was patronized to that End. 

By ftyling Maffinger'^ Father a Servant, Wood 
did not, I fuppole, intend to convey any Mark 
of Degradation, or any other Meaning than 
that he was a Gentleman of the Earl of Pem- 
broke's Retinue. It is certain that, in the Year 
1597, he was employed by that Nobleman as a 
Meiienger on no trifling Butincfs loQueen £//'- 
%akth, whofe Charafter would admit ot nothing 
unimportant or infignificant in her Service. A- 
mongft the Sydney Papers, publifhed by CoUins^ 
there is a Letter of Rowland JVhite^ Efq; to 
Sir Robert Sydney, in which he acquaints him 
that Mr. Maffinger -vi-sa newly come from the 
Earl of Pembroke with Letters to the Queen for 
his Lordfhip's Leave of Abfence on St. Gwr^^'s 
Day. This carries a conliejerable Proof that 
the Bearer of Letters to El(%abeth, dn a Matter 
perhaps which ihe thought important, was no 
mean Perfon ; for no Monarcli ever exacted from 
the Nobility in general, and the Officers of State 
in particular, a more rigid and fcmpulous Com- 
pliance to ftated Order than this Princefs. 

A different Relation of Mqjjinger\ Gollcge. 
Education is gwen by Langbaine: He informs 
us, that iVf<?^w^«'s Father was a Gentleman be- 
longing 
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longing to the Earl of Montgomery*, in whofe 
Service, after having lived many Years, he 

* Langbaine lias comraittcda Miftake refpefting the Title , 
ill Muntgontery, which did not belong to the Family of Ptm- 
hnki till the Dcceafe of ff^il/iom Earl of PemhroAe, whodied 
1630. Cl(irendo7t, in. his Charaflcr of PA/Vi^ Earl of jj/aw- 
foiBoy, who was afterwards Patron to Mafftnger, informs iis 
that he was very young when famesX. came to the Crown ; 
that he was taken witli Lord Herbert's Conilinefs of Perfoo, 
and his Skill in Riding and Hunting; and that after be- 
■ftowing many Honours upon him, hecreated him in 1605, 
t-ijl of Minigcmny. 'Bui ClarcrJan perhaps did nor know 
ihe real Caul'c of Lord Hirberd Advancement. The Be- 
haviour of the ScQii. to the Englijh on Jamis's Acceffion to 
ihe Throne of England w as generally obnoxious and much 
lefented. At a Meeting of £»-/•/% and Scotch Gentlemen, 
at a Horfe Race near Crayden, a futlden Quarrel arofe between 
ihem, occafionedby one Mr. Ramfay'% ftriking PhiiipL.otd 
Herbert in the Face with a Switch. The Englijh would 
have lb far refented this Affront, as to have made inftantly 
a national Quarrel of the Matter; and one Gmtleman; 
Mr. Pinchbeck, rode about the Field with a Dagger in hit 
Hand, ciying out, * Let us break our Faji with them here, 
and dim with them in London.' But Herbert not refenling ciiis 
contumacious Behaviour of Ramfay, the King was fo charm- 
ed with his peaceable Difpolition, that he made him a 
Knight, a Baron, a Vifcount and an Earl, all in ons Day. 
Ojkme, from whom I cranlcribc this, and who lived during 
Aefe Tranfaftions, intimates, that Herbert's Cowardice pre- 
Tented nut only that Day from being fatal to the Scots, but 
ever after through alt England. The Mother of Herbert,- 
the renowned Countefs of Pembroke, to whom Sir Philip 
Sydney, hzv Brother, dedicated his Arcadia, tore her Hair 
when flie heard the 'News of hfr Son's Diflionour. It is 
certainly more probable, that King James fhould raife Her- 
hi to the Title of Earl for this pacitick Behaviour, which 
prevented a nauoaal Quarrel, than that he (hould confer 
tliat Honour upon hira merely for his handlbmc Face ; more 
elpecially as he was never fafpefted to be a Minion of 
Jsmei. 

d 3 died ; 
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died s that he beftowed a liberal Education on 
his Son, fending him to the Univerfity of Ox~ 
ford at the Age of Eighteen, in 1602, where he 
clofely purfued his Studies in ^Iban Hall foj: 
three or four Years. 

The Accounts of Wood and Lar^bcune are fo 
.contradiftory, that it is impoffible to reconcile 
them. Nor can we, perhaps, decide perempto- 
rily \yhich of thefe Guides we ftiould follow. 
Both were diligent Inveftigators of Truth, and 
both we ftiould Imagine to be equally capable 
of getting fuch Materials as were fufficient to 
authenticate their Narratives. But, after feri- 
oufly balancing their Merits, I believe the Rea-- 
der wiU be inclined to juftify my preferring 
the Authority oiWoodlo Langbame. The for- 
TOcr lived nearer the Times of Manger thaq 
the latter ; he was conftantly refident at Oxford^ 
and had the heft Opportunities to know in 
what Manner the Students then profecuted their 
Studies. Be^des, it was a Pradice familiar to 
our ancient Nobility, to patronize and educate 
the Children of Gentlemen who formed their 
Retinue. The illuftrious Houfe oi Pembroke I 
believe has ever diftinguilhed itfelf by the Love 
and Encouragement of the fine Arts; Shakejheare'$, 
and Beaumont and Fletcher's Works, and many 
other Books of Poetry, dedicated to the Family 
of Herbert J give an irrefragable Proof of their 
generous Diipofition to favour and reward the 
Followers of the Mufes. 

^ood 
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fP'eoJ fayB that Majlmger was lent to Oxftrd 
m 1601; but aocoroing to Lang&aine he was 
iwt there before !6o«. This feetmng Diffe- 
renoe may be eafily reconciled ; for the Year 
then began and ended according to that Mode 
flf Reckoning which took place before the Al- 
teration -of the Style by A£t of Parliament 

WflSam Earl »f PemtroUe 6icceeded his Fa- 
ther Henry, who died Jmnuary 19, 1601.— 
Mqgmger muftthen, agreeably to fVbo^i Ac- 
count, have been fupported at the Univerfity 
4y the -Generofity of f hit Nobleman. But it 
ieems, our Author's AppUcation to the more 
iuperficial, though alluring Studies of Poetry 
and Romances, fruftrated the Intention of his 
Patron, and difqualified him from receiving a 
Degree; to obtain which, an Amplication to 
Logick and Philolbphy was abfolutdy necefla- 
ly ; as the Candidate for that Honour mufl pafs 
mrough an ^xamiuatioo in both before be cau 
obtain It. 

A Degree conferred upon a Scholar by an 
Univerlky is, in our Days, held ,;i diftinguiihed 
Mark of Merit ; and ia thofe Times of fevere 
DifcipUnc and ftriift AppUcation to Learning, I 
fuppofe it was efteemed a neceflary Appendage 
to him, who was ambitious .to life either in 
Church or State ; and perhaps it was thought 
byPerfons of the graver Caft, a Kind of Dif- 
grace in a Scholar to quit his College without 
that Proof of Approbation, This fame Earl of 
d if. P^mbroh 
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Pembroke items to have exacted that Stamp of 
Merit from WiUiam Brown, the Author of 
Brittmnia^. Pqftoraht who was educated at £*- 
eter College, Oxford^ much about the iapie Time 
our Mqffinger redded there. From Wood we 
Isarn, that Bro-wnXe-it the. University hefore he 
■had taken an Academical Degrpe, and retired 
to the Inner Temple, London : That lie return- 
ed feveral Years after, viz. in 1624, to his 
College with * Robert Dormer, his Pupil. On 
the 25th oi Marchy in the ianie Year, Brown 
received Permiflion to be aflually created M. A. 
although the Degree was not conferred upon him 
fill the November following: After he had left ■ 
.College with his Pupil he was gladly received into 
the Family 0/" William Earl 0/" Pembroke, who 
had a great RefpeSlfor him, and there he made his 
Fortune fo well that he fur chafed an Eftate +. 

Majfmger flayed at the Univerfity of Oxford 
three or four Years, and then it feems he fet 
put for London, as if impatient to improve him- 
felf in the Converfation of the eminent Wits 
and Poets in that Metropolis : And now com- 
menced the j^ra of his Misfortunes, as well 
as his Fame.-T-I can find no Trace of the pre-r 
cife Time when he began to write for the Stage. 
The Oxford Hiftorian, I have fp often quoted, 

* Robert Darmtr afterwards Earl of Carnarvon ; be mar- 
ried Lady Sophia Herbirt, Sifter of the Earl of Pembrake, 
and wa« killed at the Battle of Nafiiy, fighting for Charte^ 
the Firft. ■ . ■ 

■f mod's Mina, Vol. \, 

- fays, 
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fays, indeed, that after throwiiig himfelf out in 
fhort Eflays, he ventured to try his Abilities in 
the writing of Plays : but what thefe Effay s were, 
whether Interlude, Mafque, Song, or any other 
Entertainment of the Stage, we are left to con* 
jecture. Th^ Vtrgin Martyr vfzs, I believe, one 
of our-Author's firft Pieces which he wrote in 
Conjuudiou with Decker, and is far inferior to 
any of his other Produftions. The Plot and 
Machinery are very extravagant ; and the Play- 
is difgraced by vulgar Dialogue and vile Obfce- 
nity. Faults which cannot fairly be laid to Maf~ 
fngers Charge, who, though occahonally licen- 
tious, is never fo ofFenUve and di^ufling. 

IVood and Langbaine agree, that MaJJmger's Dra- 
matick Pieces were approved ; but whatever 
might be their Succefs, he loon experienced the, 
unijappy Confequences of difohliging his Patron 
the Earl oi Pembroke. This Nobleman's Cha- 
rader is drawn at large by the copious and elo- 
qu^t Pen of Lord Ciarendon ; who ftyles him 
one of the worthieft and beft beloved Men of the 
Age in which he lived. * He was a Man, fays 
thenpble Hiftorian, who converfed with Per- 
fons of the mofl pregnant Parts and Underftand- 
ing ; and to fuch, who heeded Support or En- 
couragement, if fairly recommended, he was 
very liberal. How comes it to pafs, that JVf*^ 
fnger, who was born in the Family ofHerberi^ 
and bred at th'e Univerlity,of Oxford, at the Ex- 
pence of this amiable Man, (hould be fo.tgtally 
negiefled, as it appears from himfelf that he 
feally was ? 

It 
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It is moft probable, that our Author's a£tmg 
in Oppofition to the Intention of his Pa- 
tron, and leaving the Univjerlity without his 
Permiilion, was the leading Caule of that lo-^r 
Dependence and Straitnefs of Circumftances 
which he laments fo paffionately in ^Imoft all 
his Applications to the great Men, whofe Pa- 
tronage he feepis rather to have implored tbaij 
folicited. 

It muft hurt a generous Mind to read the air- 
jnofl: fervlle Supplications and humiliating 
Acknowledgements with which moft of his 
Dedications abound. In the EpiAle dedica-r 
tory of his excellent Tragedy the Duke of 
Milan, he ' intreats Lady Catherine Stanhope to 
fuffer the Examples of more knowing and experienced 
Writers to plead his Pardon for addrejjing his Play 
to her, the rather, as his Misfortunes have left him 
no other Courfe to purfue* He frankly acquaints 
Sir Robert Wtfeman * * that he had but fmntly fuh^ 
fifled if he had not often tafied of his Bounty. The 
like Acknowledgement of munificent Favour 
he makes to Sir Francis Folianby +, and Sir Tho- 
mas Bland. In (hort, the fame Language, though 
fomewhat varied, runs through the greateft Part 
of his Addreffes to his Patrons. The queru- 
lous and petitionary Style is peculiar to Mqffln- 
ger above all other Writers. 

When we read the complimentary Epiftles 
of this Author's Cotemporaries, many of whom 

* Dedication of the Great Duke of Florence. 
t 'Dt^iczixon oi iht Maid of Hmo«r. 
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were diftinguifhed for Wit and Learning, and 
fome of the«i Perfons of fuperior Rank, abound- 
ing with the fuUeft Approbation of his Merit, 
and extolling the Force and Grandeur of his 
Genius, we are at a Lofs to account for fuch 
a Man's unhappy Condition and dependent Si- 
tuation> 

What the Profits were which accrued to hirn 
from the Reprelentation of his Plays, cannot 
now be afcertained ; That the Dramatic Poets 
were entitled to One Third Night's Profits in 
the Days of Elizabeth and James the Firft* I 
believe is not generally known, but can be au- 
thenticated from a projogueof Z)«(i^ to one of 
tis Plays. + 

*The Progrefs of Liberality is flowj though after the Rc- 
ftoration, fame Plays were a^ed Twenty or Thirty Nights 
without Interrliption, and particularly Dryden's Sir Martin 
Marr-M; yet the Poets could not obtain more than the Pro- 
fits of one Night, till the letter End of the laft Century, 
when, upon the great Succefsofa VWy oi Southtm, I believe 
it was Ortmwlie, the Author obtainnl the Favour of two 
Nights : But, in Tuftice to the Aflors, I muftobferve, that 
before the Enlarging the Number of Benefits in Favour of 
Authors, the Latter received the whole Money taken on their 
Benefit Night without any Deduction for Charges; Davmes^ 
in his Refcius Anglicahus, acquaints us, that Shadwell re- 
ceived for. his Third Night of the Squirt nf Aljatia, 130! i 
which, fays Dawna, was the greaieft Receipt they ever 
had at that Houfe, [Drury Lane) in finglc Prices. A few 
Years after Oresmko was ailed, Rmvi, by the Succefs of 
one of his Tragedies, had the Honour to increafe the Ports 
Nights to the Number of Three; fince that Time the Li- 
berality of fevera! Manors has frequently gone farther 
than the ftated Rule, by giving four, and, 1 believe, fome* 
times five Nights to very fuccefsful Plays. 

■f If this be not a goed Play the Devil's in it. 
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It is not Praife is fought for now, but Pince, 
'Though drofdfrom gre^ aprotid Audience ; 
Clafd mc^ he he with Thunder^ that plttcks Bays 
Withfuch foulHandSf and ivithjquint Eyes doesga^e 
On Pallas' Shield^ not caring though he gflins 
A cranCd third Night, what Filth di-eps from his 
drains. 

But we know how precarious the Benefit 
I^ights of Authors often are, even in this liberal 
Age, for by a ftrange Perverfcnefs of, Fortune, 
we fee the Boxes lefs frequented, when an Au- 
thor's Pains and Merit ought to be rewarded, 
than at, other Times. 

Towards the Beginning of the lall Century 
the Tafte for Plays became fo univerfal, that 
the Number of Theatres, as Mr. Steevens aflUres 
me from the MSS. of Rymer the Hiflprio- 
grapher, amounted to no lefs than twenty 
;hree,* 

So many rival Theatres muft have confidera- 
bly diminilhed the Profits of them all. And 
though Ibme of them, fuch as the Black Friars^ 
the Globe^ the Phcenix, the Playhoufe in Salijhury 

* Before the Afl which limited the Number of Theatres 
in 1736, we had in London no lefs than fix regular The-? 
atres — The Playhoufes of Drury Lane, Covent Garden, Lin- 
catn's hn Fields, the King's Theatre, the little Theatre in the 
Haymarket, and Goodman's Fields, were all open at one Time 
and exhibited Plays, Operas, &c. befides a Playhoufe in 
James Street, caWcA the. Slaughter Hcufe, and another in ^;V- 
liers Street, York Buildings ; there was a Third at JVindmUl 
Htll, and another at May_ Fair; and in many of the great 
Taverns of this Metropolis, particularly the Devil Tavern, 
Temple Bar, Plays were occafionally adcd. 

Courff 
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Court, 2Xi&t\\tCock PU, were more efteemedancl 
frequented by the better Sort of People than 
the others ; yet from the Smalhiefs of the Price 
paid for the beft Seat, which was Haifa Crown, 
we cannot fuppofe, that the Sum Total taken at 
One of thel'e Theatres, upon an Average, 
amounted to more than about 25 or 30/.* 

From this Eftimation we may fairly conelude, 
that it was impoffible for Majjinger to acquire a 
competent Incotrie from the Reprefenlafiori of 
his Plays. What Prefents his Dedications pro- 
duced we cannot ealily conje£lure; but from 
the precarious Circumftarices of the Poet, it is 
reafonable to fuppofe that they were rather fcanty 
than generous. Nor could the Printer afford 
a large Sum for the Copy of a Play confiftlng 
of ten Sheets, which he fold at the Price of Six 
Pence. This Information I learn from fome 
Lbes oiW. B. to Ma0nger, on his Bondman, 

'TisgrantedforyourTwelvePenceyoudidlit, 
And fee and hear, and underjiaod mi yet;^ 

The 

• From the Diary of Edward Men, a celebrated Aitor, 
who founded a College at DutivUh, in the Reign of King 
Janiti the Firft, we find that the whole Amount of Money 
taken at the Aifting of a Play at his own Theatre, calledi 
7hi Fortune, was no more than 3I. and a few Shillings; 
the Diary fays, indeed that the Audience was very flender. 

■^ This feems to he a much valued Compliment which,, 
was frequently paid to our old Dramatic Authors. Beau-, 
m;:t tells B. jenfm in fome verfes in praife of his Ca-: 
Mine, that he was fo deep in fenfe he would not be under-.; 
fiood in three Ages — An unhappy Panegyrick for a Dra- 
uiatic Writer, wiiofe wodt Fault muft be Obfcurity. 

Dr. 
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The Author in a Chriftiaii Pity, takes 
Care of your Good, and prints it for yourSsksSf 
That fuch as will but venture Sixpence rttore^ 
May know what they but law and heard before* 

I am inclined to bdieve that * Sbakejpearet 
as a(haring After, gained more Money than any 
of his brother Poets did by the Profits of their 
Play*. 

Though Bemmota 9nd Fletcher were the Sons 
of Men dignified in the Church and the Law* 
and confequently fuperior to Indigence ; yet I 
do not find that they rejected any lucrative Ad- 
vantages they could acquire by their Wrirings. 
It was a Coftom, fays l^nghathey with Fletcher, 
after he had written the three firft Afts of a 
Play, to (hew them to the Aftors, and make 
Terms with them for the whole. 

Without any other Refource but his Pen, 
and furrounded as he was with many Inconve- 
niences, Maffiager might indeed be permitted 
to complain, that his Misfortunes obliged him 
to write for the Stage. 

But however mean the Gratifications which 
he obtained from his Patrons, and however fmall 

* Dr. Ptrcfy in an Appendix to the Firft Volume of his Re- 
Kcks of Ancient Poetry, quotes, from Green's Craca't fVorth 
fl/"/^/, a Paffage which will tend to confirm what I have 
conjeiJ'tured of Shaiefpeari"^ Share as an Aflor. A Player is 
introduced in this Pamphlet of Green, basfting that his 
Share in Stage Apparel would not be fold for Two Hun.-..- 
dred Pounds. 

tbe 
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the Profies were which arofe from the A£ting 
and Printing of his Plays, he was by no means 
wanting to himfelf ; he was not remifs in pur- 
futng his IntereftjOr flowin making known hifr 
Pretenfions. He applied to luch noble Lords 
and Ladies as were allied by Birth or Marri- 
age to the Pembroke Family, and laid Claim to 
their Favour on Account of bis Father's Con* 
nedions with that noble Houie. 

The Earl of WnUgomery being accidentally 
at the Reprefeotation of the Bondman^ and 
opeoly approving it, ftirnilhed the Author with 
a feir Pretence to dedicate that Play to his 
Lbrdfliip. The Beginning of his Addrefs is 
remarkable, and we may guefs from it that 
the Dedicator had made fome fruitleCs Attempts 
to be introduced to the Earl. 

However I could never arrive at the Ha^tne/s ii> 
he made known to your Lordjhip, a Defire oornwlth 
me, to make a 'Tender of all Duties and Services ta 
the tiobk Family of the Herberts, defcended to 
mc as an Inheritance from my dead Father^ Philip 
Maflinger : many Tsars he happily fpeni in the Ser- 
vice of your honourable Houfe, and died a Servant 

sfit. 

This claim to Patronage and ProtetSion is here 
plainly, though modeftly, infinuated. What 
Favour he afterwards experienced from this 
Nobleman during the Life of his Brother IVil- 
^am Eari of Pembroke,, concerning whom Ma/Jin' 
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ger always obferves the moft profound Silence, 
cannot now be known: But when, by the Death 
of the * latter, the Earl of Montgomery acquired 
tiie Title and Eftateof P«w^ro/Jf, there is realbn 
to fuppofe that ouf Author's uneafy Circum- 
ftanccs were happily relieved, for in a Copy of 
Verfes written by him on the Death oi Charles 
Lord Herbert:, the Earl's Son, he addrefled him 
not only as his lingular good Lord, but his Pa- 
tron. He likewife hints in a Prologue to the 
Play oil'he Very Woman, that he had revived 
and altered that Piece in ObeJience to the CoTft- 
mand of his Patron : 

By command 
He undertook this Tafk, nor could it ftand 
With his low Fortune, to refufe to-do 
What by his Patron he was call'd unto : 
For whofe Delight and yours, we hope with Care 
He hath revived it. 

It is not improbable, that the Refentment of 
the Herbert Family to Majfinger^ which proceeded 
from the Offence given to William Earl oiPem- 
broke, and was merely Perfonal, expired with 
that Nobleman. 

That our Author was happy in the Acquaint- 
ance of Men diftinguiihed by Superiority of 
Rank, and efteemed for their Virtues, is un- 
queftionable. If Dramatic Hiftory + had not 

* mUiam Earl of Pmhreke, to the great Regret of the 
Public, died April loth, 1630. 
^Lon^ba'me'% Lives of the Poets. 

told 
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told us that he was beloved for his Modefty, 
Candour, AiFabUity, and other amiable Qualities 
of the Mind, the Teftimonies of Sir AJion Cock- 
aitie,Sii Henry Moore, Sir I'honuisjay^ oi Fordy 
May,Shirley and many Others, would have proved 
lafting and hwiourable Records of the Good- 
fiefs of his Mind and the Extent of his Genius., 

The Epithets of Addrefs conferred on our 
Author by his Panegyrifts are .remarkably af- 
fediwiate, beloved, much ejieemsd, defw^ worthy, 
deferving, honour' d, long known and long loved Friend, 
convey the Sentiments oi Majjinger'?. Admirers 
and Friends with an honeft Warmth, worthy of 
him and the Congratulators. 

The general Approbation given by the Pub- 
lic to the Pl&ys which were produced by the 
united Efforts oiBeaumont and Fletcher, tempted 
many other Dramatic Writers to follow their 
Example, and to commence joint Traders in 
Wit, but not with equal Fortune. Thefe 
twin' Stars of Dramatic Poetry were fo well 
match'd in Abilities, fo uniform in ftrength of 
Sentiment, Brilliancy of Fancy, Elegance of 
Didion, Variety of Charafler, and Oeconomy of 
Plot, that the moft critical Reader could not 
pretend to determine where Beaumont began or 
wbere Fletcher ended. 

Rit the Public might be eafiiy convinced, 
that this Mode of uniting different Capacities 
JQ the joint Fabrication of a Play, was a hazar- 
dous Undertaking, which fuited very- few Wri- 

Vol. I. e ters 
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ters, and indeed icarce any but the great Origi- 
bals themfelves. 

The unequal Powers of Genius generally 
Produced an heterogenous Offspring, for in no 
Fart of Com|>d(ition did the Partners aflimilate 
or harmonize. The whole Work wag at beft 
a Piece of tawdry Patchwork, and of as many 
Colours as the Patriarch's Coat : The Elements 
of Matter in Chaos were not more diflimilar 
and dilcordant than the feparate Scenes of thele 
hand-in-hand Writers.* 

^ia Corpore m Uno 
Ftigida pugnabani calidis, humeniiaJiccU, 
Moi/ia cum Juris yjine ponder e habentia pondus, 

I have dwelt the longer upon this awkward 
and ridiculous Partnerfhip In Wit, becaule our 
Majjmger fuffisred greatly by the Practice. The 
mixing liis line Ore with foreign Drofs, gave a 
Credit to his Allies which they did not merit, 
at the fame Time that his own pure Metal was 
debated below its genuine Standard. In this 
Cenfure I do not mean to include Natbamel 
Fie!d, who aflifted our Author in writing hi« 
Fatai Dowry*, the comic Scenes of this Writer 
cannot eafily be feparated from Ma^ger*^. 

We 

* I know of bill one Cbtnedy written fince Ac TimcG 
tf Btauimnt mA Fladtr, where the Wit, Fancy, and Hu- 
mour of two Authors unite io happily^ that the Texture of 
the Whole may be fuppoftfd to bit woven by "one Hand: 
TbeReaderWill eafily guefs I tiKao the ClmtUfthu Marriagu 
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■ We are told indeed that Maffinger joined with 
"Fletcher in the Writing of a few Plays. — Hap- 
py Ihould we he to dilcover the Dramatick 
Pieces in which thefe eminent Writers exerted 
their mutual Talents; iot they were almoft 
equally matched, and equally capable to earn 
the Reward of fuperior Ment. But for this 
interefting Fa£t, we have no other Proof than 
the vague Teftimony of Sir jifton Cockdne *, 
who, in a profaick Copy of Verles, addrefled 
to the Pubhihers of Beaumont and Fletcher ^ calls 
upon them to point out which Plays thofe Au- 
thors wrote jointly, and which feparately, and 
todiftinguiih the Pieces which the united Mufes 
of Fletcher and Maffinger produced. But this 
was no more than meer Hearfay ; for Sir AJlotC% 
Authority was founded, according to hangbaine^ 
upon fomething which he had heard in Con- 
verfatioh from one who was Fletcher' % intimate 
Friend ; we cannot therefore rely on the Tmth 
of this Story.' 

Sir ^on Cockaine was well acquainted with 
Manager; who would, in all probability, have 
communicated to his Friend, a CircumAance 
which was fo honourable to himfelf. 

.* To Mr. Humphrey Ma/l-y .md Mr. I&tr^hrty Reimjixf 

In the large Book of Plays you late did print 

In Beaumont and in FtetchfT'% Name ; why in't 

Did you not Juftice f Give to each his due ? 

^CKBiaumeni of thole many writ but few t 
' And ,Afc^^<r in other few; the main ' 

Being Iwett IflViM of fwect FUtchtr't Brain* 

But how come I (yon aik) fo much to know } 

fletchtr't chief boloni Friend • inform'd lae fo* 
* Mr. Charlit C»tltH, Juthtr af VimlTravtflit* ' .," 

e 2 W» ..J^^ 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle ■ 



UvUi ne -LIFE of 

We cau find no Footfteps of any Intimacy 
or Acquaintaince between Shakefpeare and Majr 
Jinger ; though the latter feems to have much 
admired the Works of the former, whom he 
frequently imitated, and fometimes, indeed, he 
has little more than tranfcribed him. But 
Shakefpeare was c^der than our Poet by twenty 
Years, and before Maffutger could poffibly be 
known to the Publick,, the Father of the 
EngUJh Drama enjoyed that happy Afflueace, 
which enabled him to fpend the greateft Part 
of his Time at his beloved Stratford upoK Avon ; 
' -from. wheuG* he returned occafionally to the 
Metropolis, to vifit his old Friends, and to ex- 
hibit fome new Work which his Leifure in the 
Country had tempted him to write few the 
Stage*. 

But we cannot fo eafily account for Ben fori' 
fofC% Silence refpedting our Author, who out- 
lived Jonfon only two Years. He, who was fo 
ready to praife or cenfure all who fubmitted to, 
or q-ueftioned his Authority, has not once men- 
tioned the Man, who ziitx Shakefpeare^ Beau- 
tmntf and Fletcher, and himfelf, was the laoft 
diftinguilhed Name in Dramatick Poetry. 

But this Poet Critick, in Proportion as the 
Faculties of his Mind decayed, leems to have 
been more urgent in his Claims to fuperior 

''=T\\2X Shakefpeare -wrait for the Stage till the Year 1614, 
two Years bctorc his Death, has been proved by Mr. 
Mahrts in a vci-y laborious and well eftabliiiied Account 
of the levera! jEras when his Plays were aA«d.— Vide laft 
Edit.of >A«/oi.'s Shaiefp»a-i, loVoUSvo. 
•'- -f Merit; 
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Merit ; and the publick Voice not according 
with his own, it rendered him more petulant, 
prefumptuoils> and peevilh. He valued himfelf 
much upon his Tragick Siyle^ which was his 
worft Species of Compolition. His Difappoint- 
ttientofSuccefs mSejanus^ did not prevent him 
from writing his beloved Gataiine, as I think my 
Lord Dorfet Ibme where ftyles it. The ill Fate 
of this Play feems to have hurt his Mintf^ and 
damped his Genius. For nothing which he 
produced afterwards, if we except Ibdie Scen<s 
Dfan imperfect Piece, called the Sad Shepherd^ 
is worth reading. Tradition informs us, that 
he wrote his Bariho/ometv Fair, to revenge the 
Itifult offered to Calaline. But that Comedy does 
no Honour to his Memory -, nof to that Publick, 
who could endure fuch Scenes of vile Ribaldry, 
' low Humour, and vulgar Dialogue. Such a 
Man, ruffled in his Temper, and difguftcd 
with the World, would not temperately bear 
fd fuccefsful a Rival aa Majtng^'r, who, in Dra- 
■matick Poetry, wa_s equal to himfelf, and great- 
ly fuperior to his two adopted- Heirs, Ran- 
dolph and Cartwnght. 

yonJoH wasj beyond all Controverfy, a Man 
ofconfiderable Abilities. He was an excellent 
Scholar, and the firft Writer who taught the 
Ufe of critical Learning in Dramatic Compo- 
lition. His Humour, though confined to Cha- 
rafters of the lov/eft Clafs, was genuine ; and 
in the Conduft. of his Scenes, he approached 
nearer to the Simplicity of the Ancients than 
any Play Wright of his own Times; but his 
e 3 Siibjcfts 
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Subjeds were often UI chofen ; and though his 
Portraits were correftly defigned, his Colour- 
ing was dry and unpleafant, his Wit was fa.- 
ihionable, and his Satire local. 

His Reputation has funk in Proportion as 
Shakefpeare has been known and admired. The 
unlimited Obedience to his Stage Laws, which 
Jot^on exa£ked, not only from the People at 
large, but from his contemporary Authors, 
whether Inferiors or EqMals, was, in his own 
Age, often difputed with Warmth, and rejeft- 
cd with Indignation* 

Who can forbear fmiling at the extravagant 
jtnd abfurd Commendations beftowed upon this 
Man by Seitht, Beaunumty R/mdoIphf Cht^mat, 
Cartwrightf and others, hifi Admirers and Flat- 
terers ? 

His Son Randolph thus approaches his poeti- 
cal Parent, with the moft profound and reve- 
rential Awe: 

■ — When my Mule upon obedient Knees 
Aflcs not a Father's Bleffing, let her leefe 
The Fame of her Adoption j 'tis a Curfe 
I wifti het, 'paple I caijnot think a worfe ! 

That his other Son, Cariwright, fhould pre- 
fer ymfm and Fletcher to Shakefpeare, and even 
ridicule the Humour of the matchlefs Bard, 
can be attributed to nothing bqt a had Taftc, 
or the grpffeft Partiality, 

That 

D,gn,-.«hyGoot^le 



PHILIP MASSINGER. Ixxi 

That Maffmger fcorned to bow the Knee to 
Ais felf-elc£ted Monarch, insy be proved, I 
think, from forae Lines in his Prologue to the 
Bajhful Lover. 

' Let others, building on their Merit, fay 
Y'are in the wrong, if you move not that way 
Which they prefcribe you ; as you were 

bound to learn 
Thar Maxims, but incapable to difcera 
*TwJxtTruth and Falfehood.' 

This is the conftant Language of Jonfm^ in 
his Inductions, Prologues, and Epilogues. He 
will not permit the Audience to decide for 
themlelves ; he aflures them that his Play is 
goad, and they ought to approve it. In the 
Epilogue to Cynthia s Revels, he fwears to the 
Excellence of his Workmanfhip. 

I'll only fpeak what I have heard him fay, 
By — 'tis good, and if you like'tyou may. 

When the Practice of adopting poetical OfF- 
fpring firft began, may be with more Rea- 
dinefs corijeiftured than afcertained. Jonfm, 
who was as much delighted with an implicit 
Homage to his Nod of Authority, as ever beau- 
tiful .Woman was charmed with the Number 
ofher Adorers, was, I believe, the Parent of this 
whimfical Cuftom. Ben was not a little fond 
of the Delights which flow from focial Plsa-^ 
fure, and loved the brifk Circulation of the 
Glafs. Some peculiar Rite mull: have fqljQwed 
the Chrift:ening of the poetical Brat, who, it is 
likely, paid the Tribute of a fumptuous Dinner, 
wid forae Gallons of Sack, to his Revered Pa- 

e 4 ^e-nt, ■ 
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hent, for the much defired Bleffing'of Adop- 
tion. It were to be wifhed, that the Circum- 
ftances attending this Parn^iMi Ceremony, had 
J>een handed down to us, and let forth as ex-; 
plicitly as the celebrated Leges Convhaksy or 
Club LiPws of Jonfon, hung up in the j^poUo^ at 
the Dtvil Tavern. * 

In Imitation of BetCs Method of creating 
Heirs of Grenius, other Poets claimed an equal 
Right of railing up poetical Offspring : Chap- 
man adopted Nath. Field, and what may be 
thought fomewhat furprizing, Richard Breme^ 
the Servant and y^manuen/is of yonjoky chofe for 
his Parent, Df'ci^r, the avowed Antagonift of 
his Mafter. Let us hear what Father Decker 
lays to his Son Brome, in a <;ongratulatory Poem 
on h\% Northern Lafi, ' 

To my Son Brotne on his Lafs, 
Which then of both Ihall I commend" ? 
Or thee that art my Son and Friend, 
Or her by thee begot ? 

MaJJinger was, I believe, the laft of thefe 
poetical Parents ; yames Shirley was the Off- 
Ipring of his Choice; and with Mr. I)r)'<^«'& 
Leave, I will be bold to fay, he was not un- 

* In the Beginning of the Reign oiCkarks tlic Firft, oj 
fome Time after, this Society was eftabliflied by Btn Jan-. 
Jtttf and all the Mcnibets wlio compofed it were called his 
Sons ; Dr. Morley, afterwards Biuiop of Winchejier, and 
many Perfons of Rank andMerit, thought thcmlelvesho'' 
noured to be adopted into the Nvunbef of tiefif jolly Affo* 
ciates at the Dml Tavtrn^ 

worthy 
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worthy to be cbofeai Succeflbr to a Man of 
the moil approved Dramatical Abilities. As I 
have given the whole Poem, writtea by the 
Father to his- adopted Heir, in its proper Place,. 
I (hall only guote here two Lines, which may 
ferve to froTe Ma^^er's, Opinion of his Child's 
Abilities. 

To hie Soft James Shirkyj on his JPSnerva, Sec 

Thou art my Son, in that -my ChcHce is fpolu; 
Thine» with thy Fathei's-Mufe, Arikes equal , 
Stroke.' 

Here we fee the modefl Man, on this Occa« 
fion, throwing ofF bis ufual Referve, and af» 
&ming a Dignity CMiformable to his Merit. 

Amongft the Friends of Maffmger^ I muft 
not forget to nSme Jofeph I't^ior^- a very emi- 
nent Comedian > who, in a Copy of Verfes, 
complimented him on the great Succefs of his 
Roman A^or, a Play in which "fi^lar reprefent- 
ed the principal Cbara£ler. In his Addrefs, 
he ftyles the Poet bis long known and lowed 
Friend, PhUlp Maffinger, 

G^ in fome Latin Verfes, which he wrote 
upon the fame Play, celebrates the Merit of 
the Author and the Player. 

EcQe Philipitue, celebrata Tragiedia, Mulie, 
Qiwm Rofeus Britonum Rofcius egit, adeft. 
Semper fronde ambo vireant Pamaffide, &c. 
Taylor 
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7(jyAr rcprcfented the Part of I^nkty orip- 
nalljT ; from the Remembrance of whole A£Uon 
in that Chara&er, Sir ff^tJIiam Drnxnaat is faid 
ta have taught Beiterion to perform Wcmders. 

Taylor*i Name is to be found ia the Lifl 
of A£tors in SbakeJ^eare^s and Beautmnt and 
FUtcher'% Plays. After having lived above 
forty Years the Admiration of the- PubUck, 
in a Variety of principal Chara£ters, he was 
unhappily reduced to a State of Indigence.' 
|t was his Misfortune to furvive the proiperou$ 
Days of the Theatre, which the breaking out 
of the civil Wars in 1640, caufed to be (hut 
Hp till the Reftoration of Charles II. a Period 
of twenty. Years. This excellent After died 
very poor, zt.Richmotui, in Surryj about the 
Year 1655. 

MaJJimer did not live to feel the Miferles.of 
that avd ConteA, which deftroyed the Go- 
vernment of this Kingdom, in Church and 
State ; he was happy in not feeing the Times 
of Confuiion and Tumult, which though . 
they afieifl all Ranks of Society, are moft un- 
friendly to the Mufes. . Had he furvivcd, he. 
might, perhaps, have Ihared the Fate of ^ay- 
br ; or have been reduced, like his Son Shirley^ 
to earn his Livelihood by teaching Grammar *. 

Majfmger died in March 1640J according to 
our prefeut Mode of reckoning, or 1639 agreea- 

* Shirlty died during the Rage of the great Fire of ZaB- 

don, in 1666 The- Terror and Fright which he and his 

Wife fuffered from this drcitdful Contlagrationi precipitated 
the Death of both. 

able 
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ble to that Style which then prevailed. JFaoi 
^ALangbaine both agree in the Manner of his 
Death ; he went to Dcd in good Health, and 
^vas found dead in the Morning, in his own 
Houfe, on the ^ankfidey Southw^. The Como- 
dians paid a juft Tribute to their deceaJM 
Friend by attending him to his Grave. Hewas 
buried about the Middle of the Church-yar^ 
belonging to St. Smjiottr*& Church, conunonfy 
called the BuU-beadChxach-yM^. 

SiiAfton Cockainty in an Epitaph which I here 
tnmfcribe from his Poems, pubiiihed in 1 659, 
acquaints us, that Mq/^er was buried in the 
feme Grave with Fktcher. 

An Epitaph on Mr. yohn Fletcher^ and Mr- 
PUlip Mi^gtfy who lay both buried in one 
Grftve, in St. Afory Overf% Church, in SouA' 
vrark *. 

In the fame Grave was Fletcher buried, here 
lies the Stage Poet, Philip Maffi^er ; 
-^lays they did write together, were great 

Friends, 
And now one Grave includes them in their ends. 
So whom on Earth nothing could part, beneath 
Here lA their Fame they lie, in fpight of Death. 

After what has been faid of our Author, "by 
the Editor, in his elegant Preface, and by the 
Judipious Writer of the Effay on our Englijh 

* The Regifttr of that Church, according to Ol^s, ia 
lut MS. Notei on Langbain^t Life of MaJ&ger^ rccordi 
tl^t he was buticd in onsof the four Cliurch Yards bclong- 
)i4 to the Bullhtad. 

Dramatick . 
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Dramatick Poets, it may be thought fuperfiu- 

ous, as well as impertinent in tne, to add &ny 
Thing farther upon the Subjed. 

■ Nctwithflanding, X hope I fliall be pardoned 
if 1 endeavour to. point out fome. Peculiarities 
which diftinguiih this Writer fiwm his Coit* 
Amporaries. 

The Plots of Mi^Jmger^ like thofe of all our old 
Dramatifts, are borrowed from furprizijig Tales, 
and flrange Adveptures, from wild Itomances 
artA entertaining Novels, or from old Chronicleb 
:and -weU known Hiftory. In thfe ctaidufting of 
his Fable, he is confillently and -invariably m- 
tentive. 

It it not his Cuftom, in Imitation of Beatl" 
■tmtti and Fletcher^ to write two or three K.Qe& 
of a Play with uncommon Energy, and after 
exciting Expectation, and promiiing Delight, 
to difappoint the ' Reader, by unpardonable 
Negleft, or an Mttet Defertion of the Fable; I 
will not preteftdto fay, that the^e valuable .Ai>- 
thors are always and equally deficient in work- 
ing up the Cataflfophes of thtir Plays ; Hut *I 
•will appeal . to their moft partial Readers, tf 
■(hey are not o/t*a^ Asniefuliy forgetful and ii^ 
dolent, where the Union of Genius and Judg- 
mcHt is moft' rgqoir^d ^. 

* I havp either read ot been loformei) tliat it was gene- 
rally Mr. Ftdcher*^ Praflice, afttr he had finished three Afti 
of a Play, to lliew them to the Aftors ; and after they 
had agreed upon Tertns,' be huddled up xYvi two laft "with- 
out that proper Care wfii^h which was -reqaifitc. 

LaugitiMt'i Poets, p.. 144:. 

lu 
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• In Majir^er^ Nature and Art are fij happily 
connefted, that the one never feems to coun- 
teraft the other, and in whatever Rank he may 
be placed by the Criticks, yet this Praife cannot 
be refufed him, that his Genius operates equally 
in every ParEofhis Compofition ; for the Power* 
of his Mind are impartially diffufed through his 
whole Performance; no Part is purpofely de- 
graded to Infipidity, to make another more 
iplendid and magnificent ; one h€t of a Play 
b not impoveriOied to enrich another. All the 
Members of the Piece are cultivated and dif- 
pofed as Plot, Situation, and Charader require* 

The Editor very juftly obferves, that Maffin- 
per excels Shakefpeare himfelf in an eafy con- 
ftani flow of harmonious Language ; nor (hould 
it be forgotten, that the Current of his Style is 
never interrupted by harlh, and obfcurePhrafe- 
ology, or overloaded with figurative ExpreA 
fion. Nor does he indulge in the wanton and 
licentious V(q of mised Modes in Speech ; he 
is never at a Lofs for proper Words to cloatK 
his Ideas. And it muft be fald of him with 
Truth, that if he does not always rife to Shakef- 
peare's Vigour of Sentiment, or Ardor of Ex- 
preffion, neither does he fink like him into 
mean Quibble, and low Conceit. 

There is a DifcFimination in the Gharatflers 
of Manger, by which they are varied as dif- 
tinftly as thoie of Shakefpeare. The Hero, the 
Stateiman, the Villain, the Fop, the Coward^ 
the Man of Humour, and the Gentleman, fpeak - 
aLan- 
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X Language appropriated to their ieveral Per- 
£mages. 

Sometimes he takes Pleafure in fmoothing 
the Features of a Villain, and concealing his 
real Chara^er, till his Wickednefs breaks out 
into Adion; nor is this Peculiarity in our Au- 
thor ede£ted by any conilrained or abrupt Con- 
dufi, but &x\QXy conformable to Dramatick 
Truth, and the Oeconoray of his Fable. JPhwa- 
tifcn^ in the Duieaf Miltmy aflumes, during the 
firft A£l, fuch a Face of Honefty and Fidelity, 
that the Reader muft be furj)rized, though not 
fiiocked at the Change of his Behaviour m the 
fecond A^. The Villains oiMaffinger are not 
Monfters of Vice, who fin merely from the 
Delight they feel in the Prance of Wickednefs. 
. Fi'atici/coy like Dr. T'our^''s Za^a^ *, carries his 
Refentment beyond the Limits of his Provo- 
cation ; but a Sifter diihonoured, Is, by an Ba- 
Brnit fuppoled to be a fufHcieut Caufe ibr pur- 
fuing the deepcft Revenge. So MontrevUUt ia 
the unnatural Combat, fmothers his Rage for 
the Injuries he had received from JWo/g/ort, with 
whom he lives in great Famiharity, and the 
highefl feemuig Warmth of Friendship, till he 
^ms an Opportunity, towards the Clole of the 
Play, to glut his Appetite of Revenge, by ra- 
vifhing Malefort*s Daughter, and upbraiding 
him at the fame Time with the Wrongs which 
be had fuffered from him. 

• In the Tragedy of the Revenge, Francifiv has fomc 
Features not unlike tnofe of the A^w. And I cannot help 
thinking, that Tattng had read the Duke af Milan, and bor- 
rowed a few Hints from that Tragedy. 

Mafftnger, 
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Mi^j^tgtr is equally Ikilfiii in producing Co- 
mick and Tra^ck Delight ; his Charafters in 
both Styles are ftamped by the Hand of Na- 
ture. Eubulus^ in the Ptiiure, is as true a Por- 
trait of boneft Freedom, ihrewd Obfervation, 
and Angular Humour, as Sbahefhear^s jEtiobar- 
bus^ in Antom and Cleopatra. Jjwaazo, m the 
Guardian, is niferior to no Charader of ngreea- 
able Singularity in any Author. Joyous in Si- 
tuations of the utmofi Peril, he is au impartial 
Lover of Valour, in Friend or Foe ; he par- 
dons the Follies of Youth, by a generous Re- 
coUcftion of his own. Durazso forgives every 
Thing but Cowardice of Spirit and Meanneis 
of Behaviour ; a more animated and pifturefque 
Defcription of Field Sports than that given by 
Durazzo is not to be found in any Author. 
Manger does not ufc the Agency of Fool*, 
who in Shakejpeare\ Management produce fucfat 
admirable Scenes of Delight ; Gracuio and Hi- 
lar'fo in the Duke of Milan and the pi^ure feem 
to partake ibmethmg of the Spanijh Gradofo and 
the Englijh Clown ; and are employed by our 
Author as Choruses to condu^ his Plots. 

That Mt^it^er was no mean Scholar every 
Reader of Tafte will difcern ; his Knowledge in 
Mythology, atid Hiftory antient and modern, 
appears to have been extenfive ; nor was he a 
mere Smatterer in Logic, and Philofophy, 
though JVood iniorras us that he did not apply 
himfclf to the Study of thefe Sciences when he 
was at the Univeriity. That he was very con- 
verfant with the Greek and Roman Claffics, his 
frequent 
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^eqiient Ailufions to poetical Fable, and his 
.interweaving fomc of the choiccft Sentiments 
of the beft anttent Writers in his Plays> fuffi- 
ciently dcmonftrate. What he borrowed from 
the ClalBcs he paid back with Intereft, for he 
^gnified their Sentinjents by giving them a 
new LuAre ; while yon/hn, the fuperftitious Ido- 
later of the Antients» deforms his Style by 
itfeded Phrafeology and verbal Tranflation ; 
his Knowledge was unaccompanied by true 
Judgment and Elegance of Tafte, and in the 
Incorporation of foreign Sentiments with his 
own, he \mderftood not the Means to enrich 
bis Compofition by artfiiUy borrowing from 
the dead Languages. 

It was a Fault common to our old Dramatic 
Writers, in defcribing the Manners of difitr- 
ent Nations, to forget what Painters call the 
eoftume ; if they laid their Plots in" France^ 
Spain, Italy, Germany, or Turkey, the Charafters 
were merely Eng/i^, and the Cuftoms, Fa- 
fiuons, Follies, and Vices of our great Metro- 
pohs were fure to be introduced, though the 
Poet had laid his Scene in Rome or Con^aniinop/e. 

This Incongruity in national Manners ruDB 
through Shakefpeare, B, Jonfon, and Beaumofit 
and Mctcher,is well as Manger. But though^ 
in the Condufl: of the Drama, this was a great 
Impropriety, the Public, I believ'e, fuffered ao 
lujury from it. The reigning Enormities and 
^aftiionable FolKcsof the Times, .were cenfured, 
•perhf^j. with greater Freedom^ when the Scei^a 
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Vrii had at Fenicej than if it had been placed ia 
London. 

Although the Dramatic Poet is the moft 
^leafing;, he is at the fame Time the irioft pun'- 
gCDt Moraliil, and a mare powerft/1 Relbrfiner^ 
of Vice and Folly than the profeft Satirift 
himfelf. What are the folcmn Sermons of 5"*- 
neta^ the laughing Reproofs of Horwe and the 
grave Declamations of Juvenal, ^hen compared 
with the deep RefiefSiong of the . melarieholy 
Carcknes,* and the poignant Stri£lures of a mad 
Itimon or a diArafted Lear ? Seneca dazzles th^ 
Reafon» Horace amufes the Fancy, yttvenal 
alarms the PafEons, but iJAdAg^wC AndAitt//in* 
gtr warm and refine the Heart* 

idf^jmser^ though inferior In pomted Satirj! 
to Shakefpeare, feizes every Opportunity to. cf iifli 
riling Folly, and repel infcroachtng Vice. 

When this Author lived, Luaury in Eating 
and Finery in Drefs uniVerfally prevailed, to the 
moft enormous Excefs. — Thefe Pefveriions of 
natural Appetite and decent Cuftom he combat-- 
ed with an uncommon Ardor of Refentmeut, and 
applied to them the Force of Ridicule wherever 
be fairly met them. ' In his City Madam he at- 
tacks the Pride, Extravagance, and Affection 
of the Citizens and their Wives ; he fixes the 
Boundaries between the gay Splendors of a CourCf 
and the fober Cuftoms of the City. The Ci- 

* A Chwaaer in the Playofth* Viry Wemaitt 

Vol. Iv t,. ^ tizen» 
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ttsem,' b^ a^i aw^ard imitation of Cciort Qa^ 
etieshave always rendered themfelves Ridicu- 
lous. But this is not atlT-fn abandoning their 
inwn primitive Way* of Living, the; have loft 
that Inftnence which can only be preiprvcd by 
htduftry. Wealth, Oecononiy, Simplicity, and 
S>]^iinefs of Manners. 

- Ma^gen dots, XKitthk.tShaie^arciTidyoit/bn^ 
fport with Cowar^cQ and Effenunacy; .he 
confiders them not only as Defeats of Chara£ler 
but 83 Stainsof Immorality : RomoMt^s Reproof to 
Nvvai,^ Coward anda Fop, is Gngukr and bitter. 

■ As if thou e*er wert angry 
But with thy Taylor, and yat that poor Shred 
Can bring more to the making up of a Man 
Then can' be hoped from thee— Thou art his 

Creature, 
And did h« flot each Mom create thee, 

Thou'dft ftink and be forgotten. I'll Hot 

change 
One Syllable more with thee, until thou briiag 
Some Teftimony under good Men's Hands 
Thou art a Chrfpan. ■ 1 fufpefit thee ftroogly. 
And will be fatisfied. 

Patal Dowry, Ad II. 

But, befides.the occafwhal Cenfure which 
MaJJmef paffed u^n the growing Vices q£ 
the Times in which he lived he aimed at 
higher Game. He boWy attacked the Faults. 
of Miniftet* aad of Kings themfelves. ^ He 
pointed 
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pointed his Arrows againft Carr and Backing-* 
hartty againft James and Charles the Firft. 

The pufilariimmis Temper oi James expofeij 
blip to theSeorn (rfall Europe, and rendered him 
contemptible in the Eyes of his own Subjefts. 
The warlike Spirit of the Nattop was fubdued 
l^the Cowardice of the Prince, He was call- 
ed .upon by the Voice of his People, and by 
bis Parliament, to affift his Spn-in-Law, Fre-* 
denei', the E/ecfer Falatine^ and King of* 
SflifOTw* againft. the Emper&r Ferdinand, who 
depriyed hmi at laft of the beft Part of hi$ Do- 
aunions, James, inftead of furnifhing Troops 
(0 Frederick^ contented himfelf with fending' 
Ambaffadors to the Auftfiem Court, the Futi- 
Mbr of which Condtift was ridieuled upon the 
Stage at Sn^eUs^ 

Mqffmger^ though from the general Tenor of 
Ills Writings, he appears to have been a firm 
friend of Monarchy, and warmly attached to 
GovernnKnt in Chiireh and Stale, was not a 
Favourer of Arbitrary Power, or inclined to 
pat an implicit Faith in the Word of Kings ; he 
ivas^verfe from embracing the IJo£trines of Paf- 
five Obedience and Non-Refiftanee *, fo much 

. • The Coi»dit£l of B* and Fletehef- fo to aS it rcfpeas the 
Dutywhich SubjeSs owctoKingS,iipfcrve«Notice : Tfaey 
preach up the imjil eaKfetvcd iSubmiffion to Princes, sn4 
lealcniily maintain 

T^jr Right IHv'int of King) U govern Wreng. 
• et tl)ey make no Scruple of plotting againd, and <iIeflroyn 
ifie tyranTiica! Princes, 

Vidt Tht Maidhrra^t^y. 
fa jneul- 
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inculcated by JameSf in his Speeches to Parlia- 
ment, and his Court Divines m their Sermons. 
Ma^iger was a good Subje£t, but not like 
9ther Poets, his Contemporaries, a flavllh 
Flatterer of Power, and an Abettor of defpcn, 
tick Principles. 

. Our Poet, in his Flay of the Maid of Hon." 
our, under die Characters of RobertOy King" of 
Sicily^ *nd Fulgeniio his Favourite, undoubtedly 
drew the Portraits of Jamts and his Minion, 
Carr or Buckir^bamy or perhaps both. 

The Duke of Urbinoy by his Ambaflador, 
craves the A£Iftance of the King of Sicily.—' 
Roberto pleads in his Refulal, the InjuAicc of 
the Duke's Caufe. — yames too, would not own 
the Title of his Son-m-Law to Bohemia, though 
he was chofen by the free Votes of the Eftates 
of that Kingdom ; nor would he permit him 
to receive the Honours due to his high Rank, 
from pretended Scruples of Confcience ch: Mo- 
tives of Honour. Bertoldo^ from many Jpi- 
rited Arguments, urges the King to grant the 
Duke the requefted Aid. The following 
Speech will, I believe, confirm my ConjeSure 
of the Sicilian Prince's Re&mblance to our Bri- 
. ii/b Monarch. 

— — —May you live long 
* T'be King of Peace ; fb you deny not us 
The Glory of the War ; let not bur Nerves 

* R4X PadjKus wa* a Title that Jamts affiled, and Wai 
jhighly plcalca with. 

Shrink 
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Shrink up with Sloth,, nor for Want of Em- 

. ■ ployment . ■< 

Make younger Brothers Thieves : 'Tis their 

Sword, Sir, 
Muft foW and reap their Harveft. , If Examples 
May move you more than Arguments, Aekoft 

England, .-. : . '^- 

Ih Emprejs of the European IJks^ 
Unto whom alone ours yields Precedence : 
Wkn didjbi_flourijbfo as whenjhe ivas 
fht Mijirefs of the Ocean ? Her Navies * \ 

Putting a Girdle roundabout the JVorld. 
When the Iberian quaked, her ffWthies nartCd-^ 
And the fair Fleur de Lt's grew pale Jet by 
IheRedRofe and thelVhitef Let not our Armour 
Hung up f or our unrigg' d Armada make us 
h£eu&us to the late poor Snakes, our Neigbhottrs, 
Warmed in our Bofoms', and to whom again 
Wem^ be terrible; while we fpend our Hours \ 
Without Variety, confinM to Drink, 
pice. Cards, or Whores. 

When this animated Speech was firft deliver- 
ed by the Aftor, I cannot doubt but that it was 
heard by the Audience with Rapture, and uni- 
Terfaily ap^auded. The Poet fpoke the genuine 
Senfeof the Nation.- yames, unhappily for hinvv 
feif and his Pofterity,' inftead of giving free Li- 
berty to the generous Spirit of his Subjects, and 
indulging the favgurite Paffiop of the Nation 
in the briflc Profecuttoh of a foreign War, by 
which he might have gained then" Love and 
fecured their Allegiance, cherifhej the Cockle 
of IMfcontent arid Sedition, which broke out 
. f 3 .. with 
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w^th Violeiice \ti the Reign of bis Sucoeflbf , and 
caufed the Ruin of the King and Kingdom. 

Of Patgemio^ King i2oiff-j'o'*s Favourite, Ber^ 
ioldo rpeak£ with the utmoft Contempt: 

l^ him keep his Smiles 

For his State Catamite. 

Though yames was fuppofed lo be averfe 
from the Fair Sex, and was unfuipaSbed of any 
Intrigue with Women, yet he was extremely 
folicitous to gratify the amorous PaiBons of hi$ 
two great Favourites, Samerjit and Bnckingbam. 
To forward the former's Marriage wim the 
Countefs of JE^jt, he undertook to prove the 
Neceflity of a X)ivorce between her and the 
Earl her "Hufband, prtfpter frigiditntem. Many 
learned Arguments did he make, and feveral 
obfcene Expreflions did -he ufe, in the Profcca-* 
tion of this unkingly Bufineis. B'utif we may 
credit '^xr' Edward Peyton^ Jatties carted his 
Complaifance t9 his Minion Buckingham ftiU 
farther^ even tp a H^m^eiiH Degree (^f^Pan-- 
darifm. , , , ,.' 

*^ TheKing enterttine<^'Sir Johtt Cr^_ and 
his Daughter, a beautiful LuS) at Nt^»market,\ 
that Buctingham might have the ea£^£ M^ns to 
vitiate her. Andone Mrs, Dcrofhy Grnvdryhc- 
ing a rare Creature, tke King carried ^t«^»^- 
ham to Culford, that he might have his Will 
of hfcr : But Sir Nicholas BacQn\ Soiis and' P^i- 
ioft himtelf, contrived tofecure the'Lldy fron^ 
t;he King apd ^ckiagbanC* baie Intentions *.", 

. * Prftnt's divMie ?i)Mftn>pbc of tt)e Stwrtt. 
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In the fame Vizyoftht Maid of Honour, King 
^berto^ wilHn^ to fecond the Paffions of his 
irr9\inx.tPui^ntiOy employs his Influence to ibr- 
ward his Match with Camiola, FeJr that Pur- 
pofe, he fends her a Ring i>y ihe -Minion 
himfelf ; but the Lady treats Fulgentio with 
that proper Conten^ which his Charai^er de- 
fcrves : 

CatakU. Exctiie me. Sir, If I 
IMiveT Realbns, why upon no T«rms 
J'li marry you. 

pygemio. Come, your wife Reafons. 

Cam. Such as they are, pray you take them: 
FiiSc, I am doubtftji whether you are a Manj' 
Sinafit a Shape, iriin*4 up in Lad/s Drejthg^- 
Totttnig-ht pafifor aWotnan*. New I love 
to deal on Certainties i^ ondfortheFairnefs 
Of your Completion, whkb you think will take me^ 
fle-Calotir I mi^ ieU you in a Man, 
h weak and faisit. - 

—Then as you are a Courtier, ■ 

A, graced one too, Iftaf you havt been tooftH^ 

ward. 
And {b much £}r j^ur P«r^<Hi, K.ich yoa 'ix^ 
13er*^ifti rich, Jas'tis reported, and furely hfiV^ 
The Aids of Saian's little Fiends to get it : ■ ■ ■ 
Aiid nrhat is got upon hie Back, muu be 
Spent, you kaow where. - • 

• I have fcen &m<r^and Buckingham labour to se&m- 

fclr Ladies in the Effictniaacy-nf their . prc^ngj • tbong^ . 

in whorl(h Loolu and wan;ton Gcftu res, they exceeded any 

Pwt tH Wooiaiilcim), my Convcrfation did cope wkh^H. " 

OpHirnii 34*nmn efjamts- 1, - 

f 4 ■ But 
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But Majjfaser did not confine his Cenlure to 
, perfonal Deftfts or Vices in the Pmice and his 
.Minitiers.. H§ extended his Satire to an open 

Attack upon Mal-adminiflration, and the 

Abufcs of Government. 

The. Admirers ofthe.two firft StuarU^ Charles 
znAJameSy will confels, that though they af- 
fefled to defpife, yet they greatly dreaded, ;and 
cordially hated Parliaments ; Affemblies that 
were ol^Qxious. to them, becaufe they endea- 
voured to fix proper Bounds to their Power, 
and inquired rigoroufly into national Grievan- 
ces. During tneir Reigns, Patents, Monopo- 
lies, Loans, and Benevolences, weretheAhufes 
uniyerfally exclaimed agaiuft. All thefe n^ed 
in' full Force, when the Dread of 9- Houfe of 
CommQDS was Vvithdrawo. . . 

In the Ett^r<^ ^the "Eaji^ a Play a£ted by 
th? Command of CbarUs I. Mi^mger vindicates 
the Caufe of the Nation againfl unjufl and 
jBXorbitant XmppAtiops, and the Exccfles of regal 
and mlnifterial Authority. A Scene between 
jttje ProjeftpFp apd Pulcherta, the Guaxdiah of 
;^|ie Kingti^m, in whole Charader I think he 
intended a CompHip^nt to the Memory of Queeti 
Blkal^^h, g_ave thiP Amthor an Opportunity tq 
ipeak the public Senf^ upon the. Stage : 

- Pukheria. Projeftor, I treat firft 
Of you and your' Dxfciples ; you roar out, 
jIU is the Kin^ ; bis IVilPs ^cve his lyowu . 
Ajvi that fit Tributes are too gentle Yokes , 

For 
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For his poor SiJbjefts ; whilpering i» hi« Ear, 
If they would have his Fear, no Man ihoulj 

dare 
To bring a Sallad from Hs Country Garden 
Without the paying Gabel ; kill a Hen 
Without Excife; or if he defire 
To have his Children or his Servants wear 
Theic Heads upon their Shoulders, you affirm 
In Policy, 'tis fit the Owiier fliould 
Pay for them ^ the Poll ; or ifsbe Prince 
Want a certain Sum^ he may command a City . 
Impunities \ and for N<^erformancef 
Con^l it tafubmit to anyFine 
His Officers fhall impofe, &c. 

The Reader of public Tcanfa^ions, during 
the wh(de R^ign oijames^ and the greateft Parr 
of Charles \, will acknowledge the Juftice of 
Mi^ger^s Cenfure. J fhall only obfcrve, that 
the City of Londsn was frequently the ObjcG of 
courtly Impolition and arbitrary Taxation. — 
From the Authority of Camden, in his An- 
nals of jfamet 1, we team, that that Mo- 
narch, in the Year 1620, .demanded of the 
City of London Twenty Thoufand Pounds. 
As there was no legal Pretence for the Tax, 
the Citizens did not entirely complv with 
the royal Mandate; but willingly, as the fame 
Author aifiires us, gave the Kmg Ten Thou- 
sand Pounds. But enough on this Subjed. 

lo a peculiar Strain of Eloquence, and moft 
■Jtathetick Art of Perfuafion, Mafflnger equals, 
)f QQt excells, all Dramatick Writers, ancient 

and 
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aod mddet-n ; whedwr he undertakes the T^s- 
ieacc-o£ iigured Virtue, ^enges.tbe Wroiigs 
of fuffering Beauty, or pleads the Caufe of 
infuited Merit; i^Qld he fotith, by gentle la^- 
nuation, or prevail by Strength of Argument, 
and the Irradiattotts xsf Truth 1— Docs he! ar- 
raign, ^pplicate, reproach, threaten or ooa- 
dcmn l-rr- — He is equalfy powerful', viftorious 
and triumphant What are ali the laboured 
Defences tk the. S^age, when compared to Pa- 
ris^s eloqaent Vindrcation of icenical Exhibttjoa 
before the Roam Seoate, m the Tragedy of thie 
. Roman Jdlor f Would the Reader feci the Ef- 
fei^s of 61ial Piety., in its moft amiable aodenr 
thufiaftick Excefs, let him read Charokis ^\e&i' 
nig in Behalf of his dead Father, aiad clauxi'ing 
a Right to his Body, by giving lip liisown in 
Exchange, in the ^Baiai Dowry, .i The fame 
Cira-Qkis, ^oflifying hiinfclf .from die Charge of 
T>trelty^ in putting to Death an adulterous 
Wife, exhiihit3 . a uHl Ibrongcr Proof of that 
inimitable Art, which <iur Author fo perfe*Siy 
eajoyed, to moTe.the fafiioiia, by an irrcfiibfai; 
Scream of ekkquentaod-pathetick Langu:^. 

. Manger is . the avowed Ch^nipioB of' die 
Fair Sex. He lived at a Time whco the Spirit 
of Chivalry, whidi owed its IniHtutidn to the 
HooDurs due to the beautiiulPart of the Crea- 
tion, was not quite eiftiDguiHied. And however 
theExceflesofKnight Errantry may be ridicul- 
ed, there is fomething noble in the Idea of^o- 
tcftir^.Beauty in Diftrefs, and refcuing female 
Innocence frcanOppreffion. Our Author always 
rifcs above himfelf, when he defcribes Beauty 

and 
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and Us ^ffbfts. When a fine Woman is the Sub- 
jcd, his Vcrfes run with a fwcet Fervour, and' 
pleafing Rapidity ; like Mihan, when nimitiat-; 
ing on the divine Verfes of Homer and "other 
ftiblime Poets, MaUing'er\ Ideas when feeding 
on his fevDuritc Sobjeft.— 

Voluntary move 
Harmonious Numbers. 

The Females «f Seaufnobt and Fitteifir.' Xut' 
fttf the moft Part violent in their Pa^^s^ca-*' 
prictous in their Manners, Utentious, and:«yQa 
judecent m their Lajigu^?, ■ ■'."■'■. 

M^ffmger's Fajr Oiwa lai^ cait in ^ veiy dif- 
fcreht Maid i they pac^^^ Jiiit fo muchof th*': 
male Vii'tues, Conliancy . and CouragCi as Id 
rendertheir feminine Qualides q»re aro^k 
and attraftive. 

Four of our Author's Plays are profelTedly 
■written in Honour of the Fair Sex. The Bond- 
man, the Bajhful Lover, the Figure, and the 
Maid of Honour, are fo many beautiful Wreaths, 
compofed of the choiceft poetical Flowers, and 
offered on the Shrine »f Beauty, 

I have been tempted by my Veneration for 
this admirable Writer, to go greater Lengths 
than 1 intended, in the InvelHgation of his pe- 
culiar Excellencies. MaJJinger^ the more he is read 
will certainly be more efteemed and approved,for 
DO Author will better bear the ftriifteft Exami- 
nation; the enjoying the Beauties of this Wri- 
ter wjll be attended, perhaps, with fome little 

Mur- 
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Murmuring and Self- upbraiding ; Surprize will 
be accompanied with Indignation, and Delight 
with Regret; moft Readers will lament the 
having had fuch a noble Treafure within their 
Reach,' without having once looked upon its 
Luftre; and in Proportion as their Negllgencej 
has been, will be the Profufion of their Praifc 
and Admiration I 

Though it muft be granted, that Ma^tger, 
iu Ccnn^iance with the Times in which he 
livsdt and m Conformity to the Pfadlice of 
contemporary Writers, did occafionally pro- 
duce low Charaders, and write Scenes of li- 
centious and reprehenfible Dialogue ; yet we 
muft remember to his Honour, that he never 
fports with Religion by prophane Rants oridl^ 
J^ing ; nor does he once infult the Clergy, by 
jietuhmt Witticlfm or Common-place Abqfe, 
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Dr. SAMUEL JOHNSON, 

THIS LIFE of MASSINDEk, 

Is moft refpeftfulljr iofcribed, 

As a fmall but fiocerc Tribute 

To Us liberal and extenGve Learning; 

His great apd uDcommoa Genius; 
And his univer&l and adive Benevolence ; 

By his much obliged 

And mofl obedient ServanF^ 

THOMAS DAVIES.'" 
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V E R S E S 

T O 

Mr, PHILtP MASSINGER. 



7^ Autbor^s Friend to the Reader, 
(Verses pr^ei to the Bondman.) 

THE Printer's Hafte calls on; I miift not drive 
My Time paft Six, though I begin at Five. 
One Hour I have intire, and 'tis enough, 
Mere are no Gipfie Jiggs *, no Drummiiig Stuff, 
Dances, or other Trumpery to delight,- 
Or talce, by common Way, the common Sight ; 
The Author of this Poem,- as he dares 
To ftand ch' aiiftereft Cenfure ; fo ,he cares 
As little what it is, his own befl Way 
Is to be Judge* and Author of his Play : 
It is his Knowledge makes him thus fecure j 
Nor does he write to pleafe, but to indure. -|- 
Arid (Reader) if you have difburs'd a Sliiiliiig, 
To fee this worthy Storyj and are willing 
To have a large Increale ; (If ruS'd by me) 
You itiay a Merchant, arid a Poet be : 
Tis granted for your Twelve-Pence you did fitj 
And fee^ and hear, and underitand, not yet. 

* Gipfie Ji^-^'The Writer had in hia Mind a Clomedy of 
MidiikteHh called the Gififits, in which there is Abundance ot 
Silking and Dancing, 

+ But to indure— i^He does not wilh to pleafe for a Day and 
thcii to be forgotten, but tolall for Ages. D, 

Vol. I. g The 
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The Author (in a Chriftian Pity) takes 
Care of your Good, and prints it for your Sakjcs, 
That fuch is wiU but venture Sixpence more. 
May know what they but faw and heard before : 
Twill not be Mmiey loft. If they can read 
(There's all the Doubt now) but your Gains exceed 
If you can underftaird, and you'remade 
Tree of the freeft, and the noblefl Trade ; 
And in the Way of Poetry, now-a-days. 
Of all that are cali'd Works, the beft are Plays. 
W. B. 



Upon ibis IV&rk* iff bis behvei Frintd the Author. 

I A M fnapt already and may go my Way ; 
The Poet Critick's come, I hear bira fay 
This Youth's miftook, the Author's Work's a Pl^. 

He could not mifs it, he niU flrait appear 
At fuch a Bait ; 'twas laid on purp<^e there 
To take the Vermin,, and I have him here. 

Sirrah ! you will be nibbling ; a fmall Blt^ 
A Syllable whea you're in the hungry Fit 
Will ferve to flay the Stomach oi your Wit. 

Fool, Knave, what worfe, for wort cannot deprave 

thee ; 
And were the Devil inftantly to iiave thee. 
Thou eanft not inftance fuch a Work to fave thee. 

Iklongft all the Ballets which thou doft compofe. 
And what thou ftllefl thy Foam, ill as tbofe. 
And void of Rhime and Reafon, thy worfe Profe : 

Yet like a rude Jack-fauce in Poefie, 

With Thoughts unbleft and Hands unmannerly, 

KaviHiing Branches from Jpotia's Tree ; . 
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thou mak'ft a Garland for thy Touch unfit, 
And boldly deck'ft thy pig-brain'd Sconce witk it. 
As if it were the fupreme Head of Wit : 
theblamelefs Mufes^ who do not allow 
That reverend Order to each vulgar Brow, 
\Vhofe fihful Touch profanes the holy Bough; 
Hence, flialtdw Frophetj and admire the Strains - 
Of thine own Pen^ 6r thy poor Cope-mate's Vein > 
This Piece twC curious ts for thy ccftrfe Braiae.-^- 

Here Wit more fortuftate is join 'd with Art,' 
And that moft facrcd Frenzy bears a Part 
Infijs'd by Nature in the Poet's Heart. 

Here may Ac punV Wits themfelv-s dired,' 
Here may the wifeft find what to affeft. 
And Kings may learn their proper IHalcftj 

On then dear Friend^ thy Pen thy Nattie fliall fpready 
And Ihould'ft thou write, while thou ihalt hot be ready 
the Mufe lAuft labour, when thy Hand is dead. 

W. B. I 

Tq htidear Friend the AdtBor, m the Roman Actor.' 

I AM no great Adtaifet of the Playi, 
Poets, or Aftorsv that are now-'a-days ; 
Yet, in this Wcffk rf thine, methinks, I fee 
Sufficient Rcafon fat Idotory.' 

t V^iio tliii flnTfi SiltM \i pointed at dinAot pOfiitv«Iy hi 
jfoved---FTOni ifhetbird Line of the firfi Tripled I fliauld imagine 
B. Jimfeni wM certaihly imcnded. The Author's Wotk'i a Play,' 
and the Author's Play is a Work; were Eipreffions frequently 
Bfcd for and againft B. Jetfsn. 

I 'Tia ihc Opinion of Mr. Reidi that the Inifials W; B. ftand 
fci William BraWKi the AuihAr ot Britannia'i Paftorals. I fee 
no Reafbn to think oiherurife,' except that Bm Jenfm, whonV 
V. B; feems to ariack all through this Poem, had greatly cele- 
braied Brrtm'i Pafiarah ; but indeed jfan/ffn was to capriciou*- 
w his Temper that we mufl not fuppafe him to be very conflant in 
faia Friendfbiiis, iX. 

£ z Each 
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Each Line thou haft taught Cxsar^ is as high. 

As he coirid fpeak, when grov'ling Flattery, 

And his own Pride (forgetting Haven's Rod) 

By his Edidts ftii'd himlelf great Lord and God. 

By thee, again the Laurel crowns his Head ; 

And, thus reviv'd, who can affirm him dead ? 

Such Power lies in this lofty Strain as can 

Give Sword* and Legions, to Domitian ; 

And when thy Paris pleads in the Defence 

Of Adors> every Grace, and Excellence 

Of Argument for that Subjeft, are by thee 

Contrafted in a fweet Epitome. 

Nor do thy Women the tir'd Hearers vex 

With Language no way proper to their Sex. 

Juft like a. cunning Painter thou let'ft fall 

Copies more fair than the Original. 

I'll add but this : From all the modem Plays 

The Stage hath lately borne, this wins the Bays. , 

And if it come to Trial, boldly look 

To carry it clear, thy Wltnefs being, thy Book^ 

T. jAr. 



Jh Philippi Massin c%Ki f Poet^Ekganltf. 
AcTOREM RoMAHUM, t)fph excufum, 

EC CE Philippinae, celcbrata Tr^xdia Mufae 
' Quam Rofeus Britonum Rofcius egit, adeft. . 
Semper, fronde ambo vireant Parnaffide, femper 
Liber ab invidix dentibus efto, Liberif 
Crebra papyrivori fpernas incendia pati' 
Thus, Va:rfum expofiti tegmina fula libri i 
Nee metuas raucos, Momorum Sybila^ rhoncos, . 
Tam bardus nebulo fi tamen ulhis, erit.. 
Nam toties feftis, adtum, placuffe Theatris 
Quod liquet, hoc, Cufum, crede, placebit, opus, 
Tho. Goff- 

, . ?# 
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Tohis defervlng Friend, Mr. Philip Massinger, 
upon his Traced]!, the Romas Actor, 

PARIS, the bcft of AftOTS in his Age, 
Afts yets, and fpeaks upon our Roman Stage 
Such Lines by thee, as do not derogate {^State^ 

From Rome's proud Heights, and her then learned 
Nor great Dvtnitian's Favour ; nor th* Embraces 
Ofa fair Emprefs, nor thofc often Graces 
Which firom th' applauding Theatres were pai4 
Tohis brave Aftion, nor his Aflics laid 
In the Flaminian Way, where People ftre^y'd 
His Grav« with Flow'rs, and Martial's Wit be0ow*4 
A lalling Epitaph ; not all thefe fame 
Do add fo much Renown to Paris' Name, 
As this that thou prefent'Ii, his Hiftory, 
So well to us. For which, in Thanks, would hc 
(If that his Soul, as thought Pythagoras, 
Could into any of our Aftors pafs) 
Life to thefe Lines by A<Sion gladly give 
Whofe Pen fo well has made his Story live, 

Tho. Mat.* 



Upon Mr. Massing^ r his Roman Actor. 

TO write, is grown fo common in our Time 
That ev'ry one, who can but frame a Rhime» 
However monftrous, gives himfelf that Praife 
Which only he fhould ^laim, that may wear Bays, 
By their Api^laufe whofe Judgments apprehend 
The Weight, and Truth, of what they dare commend; • 
In this beibtted Age, Friend, 'tis thy Glory 
That here thou hau oyt-dope the Roman Story, 

* Miff tnnflated Lucmi into Englilh Verfe. and was a Cindi' 
iite for the Office of Poet Laureat with Sir WilMam Davenmt, 
He wrote l]nrcral Plays ; his Latin Supplement to Lucas is inucl^ 
admiied by fhc learned. D. 

g 3 Pomi- 
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pomitian's Pride ; his Wife's Luft unabated, 
in Death j with Paris, merely were related 
Without a Soul, until thy abler Pen 
Spoke them, and made jthem fpeak, nay aft ag^t^ 
In fuch a Height, that here to know their Deeds, 
fie may becoqie an Ador, that but reads. 

John Forde. * 



LONG'ST thou to fee proud Csfar fet in State, 
His Morning Greatnefs, or his Evening Fate, 
With Admiration here behold him fall) 
And yet out-live his Tragick Funeral ; 
For 'tis a Queftion whether Ciefar's Glory 
Rofeto its Height before, or in this Story, 
Or whether Paris, in Domitian's Favour, 
Were more exalted, than in this thy Labour. 
Each Line fpeaks him an Emperor, ev'ry Phrafg 
Crowns thy deferving Temples with the Bays, 
So that reciprocally both agree : 
Thou llv'ft m him, and he furyivcs in thee, 

Robert Harvey, 



7(j h!s long known and loved Friend, M: Phil if 
Massincek, u}xm hisKouAS ActOR. 

IF that my Lines, being plac'd before thy Bopk| 
Could make it fell, or alter but a Look 
Of fome four Cenfqrer, who's apt to fay. 
No one in thefc Times can produce a Play 
Worthy his reading, fince of late, 'tis true, 
The old accepted are more than the new ; 
Or, could I on fome Spark o'the Court work fo. 
To make him fpeak no more than he doth know i 

' * >£« Ftrde wu the Author of 'Th Piij SUi * Wb»i, i) 
Tragedy, and fcreral other Dramatick. Ptecn* 

Nqi; 



hyGoogIc 



Mr. p. M a S S I N G E R. cVi 

Not borrowing from his flatt'ring flatter'd Friend 
"What to difpraifc, or wherefore to commend : 
Then (gentle Friend) I fliould not blufli to be 
Ranked mongftthofe worthy ones, which here I Im- 
Ulherlng this Work ; but why I write to thee 
Xs, to profefs our Love's Antiquity, 
Which to this Tragedy muft give my Teft, 
Thou haA made taany good, but this thy bell. 

Joseph Taylor. * 



To m^ honoured Friend, Mafier Philip Massingef, 
upon his Renegado^ 1630. 

DABBLERS in Poetry, thatonely can 
Court this weak Lady or that Gentleman, 
With fome loofe Witt in Rime ; 
Others that fright the Time 
Into Belief, with mighty Words that tear 
A Paflkge through J:he Ear ; 
Or nicer Men, 
That through a Pcrfpeftive will fee a Play, 
And ufe it the wrong Way, 

(Not worth thy Pen) . ' ■ 

Though all their Pride exalt 'em, cannot be , 
Competent Judges of thy Lines or thee. 
I muft confefs I have no Publick Name , 

To refcue Judgement, no Poetick FJamc 
To drefs thy Mufe with Praife, 
And Phcebus his owne Bayes ; > 

Yet I commend this Poem, and dare teil 
The World I lik'd it well ; 
And if there be 
A Tribe who in their Wifdoms dare accuft 
This Offspring of thy Mufe, 
Ixt them agree 

^ J'/ffli Taylor was a very celebrated Comedian. Me o^ted iKe 
Cbawfier oi Paris in the Play he fo amply commends. D. 

R 4 Con- 
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Confpire one Comedy, and they will fay, 

" Tis eafier^io Cpmniend, then Make a Play." 

James Shirley, 

To his worthy Friend Mafier Philip MAssisciER, 
on his Play caffd the Renegado. 

TH E Bofom of a Friend cannot breath forth 
A flatt'ring Phrafe to fpeak the noble Worth 
Of him that hath lodg'd in his honeft Breaftj 
So large a Title : I, among the reft 
That honour thee do only feem to praife, 
Wanting the Flow'rs of Art, to deck that Bays 
Merit has crown'd thy Temples with. Know, Friend^ 
Though there are fome, who merely do commeiid 
To live i' th' World's Opinion, fuch as can 
Cenfure with Judgement, no fuch Piece of Man, 
Makes up my Spirit ; where Defert does live. 
There will 1 plant my Wonder, and there give 
My bcfl: Endeavours to build up his Story . 
That truly merits. Idid ever glory 
To behold Virtue rich ; though cruel Fate 
In fcornful Malice boes beat low their State. 
That bell deferve ; when others, that but knowf' 
Only to fcribble, and no more, oft grow 
Great in their Favours, that would ftem to be 
Patrons of Wit, and inodcft Poefy ; . 
Yet, with your abler Friends, let me fay this. 
Many may ftrive to equal you, but mifs 
Of your fair Scope ; this Work of yours Men may 
Throw in the Face of Envy, and then fay 
To thofe, that are in great Mens Thoughts more bleftj 
Imitate this, and call that Work your beft. 
Yet wife Men, in this, and too often, err, 
When they their -Love before the Work jjrefer. 
If "I ihould fay more, tome may blame me for't, 
^eing your Merits fpeak you, not Report. 

Daniel Lakyit. 
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To his wortly Friend, Mr. Philip Massinger, 

upon his Tragi^Come^, ftik{i, /ji-f Picture. 

MEthinks I hear fome bufy.Critick fay. 
Who's this that fingly uihers in this Play? 
Tis Boldnefs, I confefs, aud yet perchance 
It may be conflru'd Z-ove, not Arrogance, 
I do not here upon this Leaf intrude 
By praifing one, to wrong a MultitiidcT 
Nor do I think, that all are ty'd to be 
(Forc'd by my Vote) in the faiije Creed with mff. 
Each Man hath Liberty to judge : Free Will, 
At his own Pleafure to fpeak Good, or I'll, 
But yet your Mufe already's known fo well 
Her worth will hardly find an IiifideL 
I^ere ihe hath drawn a Picture, which OifiU Ho 
Safe for all future Times to practice by ; 
Whate'er Ihall follow are but Copies, Ibmc 
l^receding Works were Types ofthis to come, 
Tis your owti lively Image, and fets forth. 
When we are Dull, the Beauty of your Wortht 
He that ftiall duly read, and not advance 
Ought that is here, betrays his Ignorance. 
Yet whofoe'cr beyond Defert commends. 
Errs more by much than he that reprehends ; 
For Praife mifplaced, and Honour fet upon 
A worthlefs Subject, is Detraiftion. 
I cannot fin Jo here, unlefs I went 
About, to ftyle you only Excellent, 
Apollo's Gifts are not confin'd alone 
To your Difpofe, he hath more Heirs than one. 
And fuch as do derive from his blcft Hand 
A large Inheritance in the Poet's Land^ 
As well as you ; nor are you I affure 
Myfelf fo envious, but you can endure [known, 
To hear their Praife, whofe Worth long fince was 
Andjuftly tooprcfer'd before your own, 

I know 
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I know you'd take it for an Injury, 

(And Vis a well-becoming Modcfty) 

To be parallel'd with Beaumont, or to hear 

Your Name by fome too partial Friend writ near 

Unequal'd Jonfon ; being Men whofe Fire, 

At: Diftance, and with Rev'rence, you admire. 

Do fo, and you Iball find your G^n will be 

Muchmorej by yielding them Priority, 

Than with a Certainty of Lofs to hold 

A foolifh Competition : 'tis too bold 

A Talk, and to be Ihun'd ; nor feall my Praife, 

With too much Weight ruin what it would niife. 

TfioMAS Jay.* 



To my zvortly Friend, Mr. Philip Massingee, 
upon his ira^i'Comtifyj called 4j?e Emperor o/Zifc* 

East. 

SUFf ER, ray Friend, thefe Lines to have the Grace,, 
That they may be 9 Mole.pn Venus' Face. 
There is no Fault about thy Book, but this; 
And it will ftiew how fair thy Emperor is. 
Thou more. than Poet ! our Mercury, that art 
Apollo's Meffen^r, and do'ft impart 
^s beft Expreffions to our Ears, live long 
To purify the flighted Englilh Tongue, 
That both the Nymphs of Tagus and of Po, 
May not henceforth delpife our Language fo. 
Nor could they do it, if they e'er had fccn 
The matchlefs Features of the Fairy Queen ; 

• Sir Themat y^'s Eulo^uiD isTsry Gagular and ii wnJely differ' . 
cnt from any that I ever read — Molt Writers of Connncodatory 
Verlcs faciificc all Authors, the Living and the Dead, on the 
Shrine of their Favouiiie Idol — But Sir Thmnai it fo far from 
gratifyiiig the Vanity of hii Friend, that he putt hia in Mind of 
hf« Inferiority to Btauiami and Jtn/an — H(me*er we may in tiui. 
differ from the Knight'e Opinion, hit Linet are an CTtdcnt Fn»f 
of hijown IntegfityandM//»^r'aModeIly. 1). 

Read 
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Read Jonfon, Shakefpear, Beaumont, Fletcher, or 

Thy neat-limned Pieces, ikilful Maffinger. 

Tho known, all the Caitilians muft confefs 

Vego de Carpio thy Foil, and blefs 

His Language can tranllate thee, and the £ne 

Italian Wits, yield to this Work of ihine. 

Were old Pythagoras alive again. 

In thee he might find Reafon to maintain 

His Paradox, that Souls by Tranfmigration 

In divers Bodies make their Habitation : 

And more, that all Poetick Souls )et kno^vn. 

Are met in thee, coptrafted into one. 

This is a Truth, not an Applaufe : I am 

One that at fartheft Diftance view thy Flame, 

Yet may pronounce, that, were Apollo dead, 

In thee his Poefy might all be read. 

Forbear thy Modelly : thy Emperor's Vein 

Shall live admir'd, when Poets fhall complin 

It is a Pattern of too high a Reach, 

And what great Phoebus might the Mufes teach. 

Let it live, therefore, and I dare be bold 

To fayj it with the World fliall not grow old. 

Aston Cockaine, 



J Friend to the Author, and Well-wjjher to .the 
Reader. 

WH O with a liberal Hand, freely beftows 
His Bounty, on all Comers, and yet knows 
No Ebb, nor formal Limits, but proceeds 
Continuing his hofpitable Deeds, 
With daily Welcome Ihall advance his Name 
Beyond the Art of Flattery ; with fuch Fame, 
May yours (dear Friend) compare. Your Mufe hath 
Moft bountiful, and I have often feen [been 

The willing Seats receive fuch as have fed, 
And rifen thankful j yet were fome mified 
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By Nicety, when this fair Banquet came 
(So I allude) their Stomachs were to blame, 
Becaufe tkat excellent, fliarp, and poignant SaucQ 
Was wanting, they arofe without due Grace, 
X.0 ! thus a Tccond Time he doth itivite you : 
Be your own Carvers, and it may delight you. 

John- Clavell* 



To my true Friend and Kinjmaftf Phjli-p. 
Mas SINGER. 

IT A K E not upon Tmft, nor am I led 
By an implicit Faith : what I have read 
With an impartial Ccnfure I dare crown 
With a deferv'd Applaufe, howe'er cry'd down 
By fuch whofc Malice will not let 'em be 
Equal to any Piece limn'd forth by thee. 
Contemn their poor Detradlion, and ftiU write 
Poems like this, that can endure the Light, 
And Search of abler Judgements. This will raife 
Thy Name ; the other's Scand-al i? thy Praife. 
This, oft perus'd by grave Wits, ihall live long, 
Not die as foon as paft the Aftor's Tongue, 
(The Fate of flighter Toys) and I muft fay, 
'Tis not enough to make a paffing Play, 
In a true Poet ; Works that ftiould endure, 
Muft have a Genius In 'em, ftrong as pure. 
And fuch is thine. Friend : nor Ihall Time devour 
The wcllrfoni>'d Features of thy Emperor. 

WlI-LIAM §1NGLET0J1.- 



To my wBrtby Friend /^f A u t h o r, upon his 'Trap- 
Comedy, the Maid 0/ H o n o u r, 
WA S not thy Emperor enough before 
For thee to give, that thou doft give us more ? 
I would be juft, but cannot: that I know 
I did not flapder, this I fe^r I do. 

But 
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teut pardon me, if I offend ; Thy Fire 
Let equal Poets praife, while I admire. 
If any fay that I enough have wricj 
They are thy Foes> and envy thee thy Wir. 
Believe not them, nor me; they know thy Lines 
Deferve Applaufe, but fpeak againfl their Minds. 
I, out of Juftice, would commend thy Play, 
But (Friend, forgive me) 'tis above my Way. 
One Word, and I have done (and from my Heart ■ 
Would I could, fpcak the whole Truth, not the Part) 
Becauic 'tis thine ; it henceforth will be faid, 
Not the Maid of Honour, but the ■ Honour'd Maid. 
Aston Cockaine.*' 

To the ingeniotti Author, MifierVwihiv Mas singer, 
on his Comedy, called^ A New Way to Pav 
OldDebts. 

jnp I S a rare Charity, and thou could'fl not 

X So proper to the Time have found a Plot : 
Yet whilft you teach to pay, you lend, the Age 
We Wretches live in ; that to come, the Stage 
The thronged Audience that was thither brought 
Invited by your Fame, and to be taught 
■This Leflbn. All are grown indebted more, 
And when they look for Freedom ran in Score. 
It was a cruel Courtefy to call, 
In Hope of Liberty, and then, enthral. 
The Nobles are your Bondmen, Gentry, and 
All befides tliofe that did not underftand. 

* Sir Afien Cockaint was the Friend, Companion and Parron of 
the Dramaiicic Poeta who lived in the Rtigu of Charln the Firii ; 
his Regard for Afn^fl^fr induced him to write feveral Copies of 
Verfe* ii) hia Praife, befides his Epitaph. 

From hisfocial Manner of Living we may reafnnably c6iijf£tare 
that he was an agreeable and pleaunt Comp.iiiion — but his own 
Poems and Plavs do not contain any Itrong in.irkB of GeiiiuG or 
T.Je. D. 

They 
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They were no Men of Credit, Bankrupts borri^ 
Fit to be trufted with no Stock, but Scorn. 
You have more wifely credited to fuch, 
That though they cannot pay, can value much/ 
I am your Debtor too, but to my Shame, 
Repay you nothing back, but your own Fame. 

Henry Moody.* Miles.- 



To his Friend the Autbor. 

YOU may remember how you chid me* when 
I rank'd you equal with thofe glorious Men 
Beaumont and Fletcher : If you love not Praife^ 
You muft forbear the publifhing of Pl^ys^ 
The crafty Mazes of the cunning Plot, 
The polifli'd Phrafe, the fweet Expffeffions, gor 
Neither by Theft, nor Violence ; the Conceit 
Freffi and unfullied ; all is of Weight, 
Able to make the captive Reader know 
I did but Juftice when I plac'd you fO< 
A ftiamefac'd Bluftiing would become the 6ro\V 
Of fome weak Virgin Writer, we allow. 
To you a Kind of Pride ; and there where moft 
Should blulh at Commendations, you Should boaff^ 
If any think I flatter, let him look 
Off from my idle Trifles on thy Book. 

Thomas Jay. Miles* 



To Mr. pHiLi p Massingeh, my much ^eem'd Frietidg 
on his Great Duke of Florence- 

ENJOY thy Laurel ! 'tis a noble Choice, 
r Not by the Suffrages of Voice 
Procur'd : but by a Conqueft fo atchiev'd. 
As that thou haft at full reliev'd 

AlmotI 

• Sir Hemy Mtodf •"" ^^^ Friend of Ma^ngtr, but his Vcrfcs 
confifl of ncithing bui a String of pitiful Puns upon the Tit!e of 
ihel'lay. D. 
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Almoft nfglefted Pojrtry, whofe Bavs • 
(SuUy'd by childilh Thirft of Pr'aife) 

Wither'd into-a Dullnefs of Defpair, 
Had not thy later Labour (Heir 

Unto a former Induftry) made known 

This Workj which thou may'ft tali thine oWn, 

So rich in Worth, that th' Ignorant may grudge 

To find true Virtue is become their Judge. 

George Donne. 



To the dtferving Afeinory of this worthy PFork *, and tht 
Author Afr. Philip Massinger. 

ACTION gives many Poems Right to live ; 
This Piece gave Life to Aftion ; and will give 
For State, and Language, in each Change of Age, 
To Time, Delight; and Honour to the Stage. 
Should late Prefcriprion fail which fames that Seat, 
This Pen might ftyle The Duke of Florence Great, 
Let many write : let much be printed, read, 
Andcenfur'd; Toys; no fooner hatch'd than dead. 
Here, without Elufli to Truth of Commendation, 
Is prov'd, how Art hath out-gone Imitation. 

John Ford. 

* The Great Duke of Florence. 

Thefc Coramendatraj' Verfes are for the greateftTart more re- 
markable foi Zeal and Affedion to the Author, whom they cele- 
brate, than for Art of Compofition or Vigour of Gemiis in the 
Writers : However it muft be confeflcd ihai fV. j9's Triplets are 
fprightly and very fatirica), and it/iry's Cninmendation or the Ri' 
««» AHtr \t written with fome Poetical Spirit. Sir Tbemai Ji^\ 
Panegyticks are more judieioufly conceived, as well a; morehar- 
Dioniauily eitpreffed, than any of the Poems in Honour of Mejfiif- 
gT. Amongft the many Applaudcrs of the Roman ^acr, G^ 
alone has done Jufticc to the Merit of Taylor's Rep re fen ration of 
Parii : He indeed has beftowed a joint Wreath upon the Atf- 
tW and the Aftor : The reft feem to have proudly overlooked 
this great Come<Uan'E Merit— Nay foinc of them have wantonly 
infumated a Deficiency of Alrilities in the Aftur to do Jufiiee to 
hii Author. Z>. 
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J LIST f thf OLD EDlTldNS f 
Massinger's Plays. 



-i- T. afled by the Servanti 
oftheSivcli, 4to 1622, 4to 
i6{i, 4I0 1661. 

Z>wi«r joined is tbts Play. 

3 The DwKB of MiiAN, Ti 
aftcd «t Slack Fryari, 4to 
1623, 4to i6j8. 

3 Tbc BoMDMAN, an anticDt 

Story, aAed at the Cvcipii, 
Dny Lane, 4to 1624, 4to 
1638, Svo 1719. 

4 The Roman Actok, 

aacd at B/aci Foen, 

5 The Renigado, T, 

afled at.the Glabe anA Black 
Fryer), 410 1630. 

6 The Picture, T. C. afted 

3,1 iheGlaitaDi Black Fiytrs 
410 1630. 

7 The EMPEEORofthe East, 

T. C. afled at the GUbe 
xdA Black Frytrs, 4to 1631. 

8 The Maid of Honoor, 

afted at the Phanix, Druiy 
Lane, 4to 1632. 

9 The Fatal Dowrt, T. 

ai5ed at Black Frytn, 4to 



1631. Naiiaxicl FitUjiAn' 
ed in this Tragedy. 

to A MEW WAY TO PAY OLD 

PEBT3, C. afled at the 
Phanix^ Druiy Lane, 4tO 
16J3. 

11 TheGHEAtDtiKt of Flo- 

rence, a comical Hiftoiy, 
afled at the Pbunix, Dr«ij 
Lane, 4to 1636. 

12 TheUNNATURAtCoMBAT, 

T. aded at ihc Glebe, 410 
1639. 

13 The Bashful Lovek, C. 

afled at Black Frjen,' Svo 
165;. 

14 The Guardian, a comi' 

Cfll Hillory, adied at Black 
Frytn, Bvo 1655. 

15 A Very Womaw: or the 

pRINCEofTASENT.T.C. 

afled at Black Frjeri, 8vo 
1655.- 

16 The Old Law : or a New 

WavtoPleaie Vou,C. 
afted.at Salijbvrf Hou/e, 410 
1656. Thomas MiddletenwA 
mUiam Hawley joiQcd in 
this Play. 
7 ThcCiTYMABAM,C.aaed 
at Black Fiyen, 410 1659. 



. InaLiftof Dramatick Auihors, printed al the End of itic fccnnd Volume 
ofCiWer'j Life, aa6a the Ariicln U^ngtr, I hnd the fnlloming Obrerva- 
tion :— Mr. Ms^vgcr, I believe, wai Author of feveral-olhf r Diamalic Pieces ! 
one I have fecii in Manufcript, which I am affiiitd was a«ed, by the proper 
Quotalionj; the Title ruoj ihu., Uiliive ai job ii,7-Wiitic,i by Mr. MAi^gcr; . 
with tht follawing Licence ; ^ '' / i"^ ■ 

Thii Play oiled BiUcet a, you liji, may be Afled ihis 6Lii of May, i63t. 
Hinry Herbert. 

I believe thi 
the Livei of the Aflort, Publifl- 

Antony Wood afcribej to JUaAWer i\{cPoiceTfal Futetrili, or the Life efS/iim 
Publifhed in i6i8.~But this -Work «ai otisinally .^ritloi in Fre"-'- ■- " ■ 
MauIiiiu; Wad yen perhaps dcteived by the Initials P. M. i 
Page, which might induce him to pUcc it to our Author.— Howe' 
not preleiid to tay ulio wu the TranlUtDr. D. 



lobeaTranfcript from Chetwood, the Pnnnpter, wht 



h bv Pel- 
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to 

My Honoured and Selei5led Friend* 

o P * a E 

foble Society of the Inner Temple. 



T T nur^ he obj^ed, t?Ff not infer Jbing their Natnesi or 
■*■ Tittis, to -iHhoni 1 dedicate this Poem, proeeedeth either 
ptm ftry Diffidence of their Jffe^ion to me, or their Un- 
willi/tgnefs to bepuhlijted the Patrons ofd Trifle. Tofuch 
asfhall make jbfiriB an Inqu'ifition.of me, I truly anfiver, 
the Play^ in the Prefenlment, found fuch a gtneritl t^pro^ 
hation, that it gave me ajiirance of the'rr Favour to tbhofk 
ProteSion it H notvfacred; and they have profejed they 
fofincerely allow of it, and the Maker, that they would 
have freely granted that in the Publicetien, which, for fame 
Reafons J denied myfelf .One, and that is a main one j 
I had rathef enjoy (as I have done) thi real Proofs of 
their Friend/hip, than M>Mtebank-like boaji their Numberi 
in. a Catalogue. Accept it, noble Gentlemen, as a Confir- 
mation of his Service, who hath nothing elfe to ajfureyoUf 
and witnefs to the fForid hojv much he jiands .engaged for. 
your fo frequent Bounties, and in your charitable Opinion 
of me believe, that you now may, and everjhall command. 

Your Servant, 

Philip Massihgeb, 
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Dramatis PeribnjE. 

Ln0aus, King oi Hungary. 

EMbulus, an old Councilor. 

Ferdinandf General of the 
Army. 

Mathias, a Knight of Bo- 
hemia. 

VhaUoy ?Two wild Cour- 

SJcardo,\ tiers. 

miariOf Servant to Sof^ia, 

yulio BaptJ/iaj a great 
Scholar. 

Honoria, the Queen. 
Jcanthe, a. Maid of Honour. 
Sophia, Wife to Mithias. 
Corifcaj Sophia's Woman. 

Six Mafquers. 

Six Servants to the Qaeen. 

Attendaoti. 



The Original A^ori* 

Robert Benfield* 
John Lewin. 
Richard Sharfe* 

Joseph Taylob^ 

Thomas PollAed. 
Eylardt Swanstone* , 
JoHM Shako KE. 
William Pen. 



Johw ThMiTSON.- 
Alexander Goffe. 
John Hwnnieman* 
WiLWAM Triggi..^ 
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A T R U E 

HUNGARIAN HISTORY. 

A C T i, S C E N E I. 

^tr Mathias ht Armour, Sophia in a riding Suit, Co* 
■ rifca, Hilario, with other Sfrvgnts, 

Mathias^ 

SINCE nre muftpart, Sophia, topafsfurth^ 
Is not alone impertinent, but dangerous. 
We are not diflant from the Turkijh Camp 
Above five Leagues, and who knows but fome Party 
Of his Timariots, that fcour the Country, 
May fall upon us ? — be now, as thy Name 
Truly interpreted, hath ever fpoke thee. 
Wife, and aifcreet, and to thy Underftanding 
Marry thy conflant Patience, 

Soph. You put me. Sir, 
To the uunoftTrialof it, 

Math. Nay, no Melting; 
Since the Neccffity that now feparates us. 
We have long fince difputed, and the Reafons , 
Forcing me to it, too oft wafh'd in Tears. 
I grant that you in Birth were far above mej 
And great Men, my Superiors, Rivals for you ; 
put mutuil Confent of Heart, as Hands 
Joiti'd by true Love, hath made us one, and etjual ; 

A3 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOglC 



6 THEPCTURE, 

Nor is it in me mere Defire of Fame, 
Or to be cry'd up by the publick Voice 
For a brave Soldier, that puts on my ^ftnour ; 
Such airy Tumours take not me. You know 
'How narrow our Demcai}s arc, and what is more, 
Having as yet no Charge of Children on us, 
We hardly can fubfift. 

Ssph. In you alone. Sir, 
^ have all Abundance. 

Malh. For my Mind's Content, 
In your own Language I could anfwer you j ■ 
You have been an obedient Wife, a right one ; 
And to my Power, though Ihort of your Defert, 
I have been ever an indulgent Huiband. 
We have long enjoy'd the Sweets of Love, and though 
. J^ot to Satiety, or Loathing, yet 
We mud not live fuch Dotards on our Pleafures, 
As ftiil to hug them to the certain Lofs 
Of Profit and Preferment. Competent Means 
Maintains a quiet Bed ; Want brpeds Diflefitioq, ■ 
Even in good Women. 

Soph, Have you found in me, Sir, 
Any DIftafte ; or Sign of Difcontenr, 
For want of what's luperfluous ? 

Matb. N J, Sophia f 
Nor flult thou ever have Caufe to repent 
Thy conftapt Cou^fe in Goodnefs ; if Heaven blels' 
My honell Undertakings. 'Tis for thee 
Tiiat I turn Soldier, and put forth, Deareft, 
Upon this Sea of Aftion as a Fadror, 
To trade for rich Materials to adorn 
Tl^y noble Parti and ftiew 'em in full Luftre. 
\ blufli that other Ladies, lefs in Beauty 
And outward Form (but in the Harmony 
Of the Soul's ravilhing Mufic, the fame Age 
Not to be nam'd with thee) Ihould fo out-tone thee 
In Jewels and Variety of Wardrobes ; 
While you (to whofe fweet Innocence both Indies 
Compar'd are of no Value) wanting vfee^ 
jPafs unregarded. 
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Soph- If I am fo rich, or 

Jn your Opinion Co, why Hiould you borrow 

Additions for me ? 

•Mith. Why ! —I fliould be cenfur'd 
Of Ignorance, poffeffing fuch a Jewel 
Above all Price, if I forbear to give ic 
The bcft of Ornaments. Therefore, Sophia, 
{a few Words, know ray Pleafure, and obey me. 
As you have ever done. To your Difcretion 
I leave the Government of my Family, 
And our poor Fortunes, and from thefe command 
Obedience to you as to myfelf : 
To the utmoft of what's mine live plentifully ; 
And er^the Reajnant of our Store be fpent. 
With my good Sword, I hopcj I HaW reap fpr you 
A Harveft in fuch full Abundance, as 
Shall make a merry Winter. 

Soph. Since you are not 
To be diverted. Sir, from what you purpofe. 
All Arguments to ftay you here are ufelefs. 
Go when you pleafe^ Sir; Eyes, I charge, you waile not 
One Drop of Sorrow, look you hoard all up 

■ Till in my widow'd Bed I call upon yqu. 
But then be furp you fail not. You bleft Angels, 
Guardians of human Ljfe ! I at this Inftant 
Forbear tinvoke you : at oyr Parting, 'twere 
To perfonate Devotion. My ,Soul 
Shall go along with you, and when you are 
Circled with Death and Horror, feek and find you ; 
And then I will not leave a Saint unfu'd to 
For your Protedion. To tell you what 
I will do in your Abfeice, would Ihew poqrly ; 
My Anions ihall fpeak for mp ; 'twere to doubt you. 
To beg I may hear from you where j'ou are ; 
You cannot live obfcure, nor fliali one Poll 
By Night,- or Day, pafs unexamin'd by me. 
If I dvvall long upon your Lips, confider 
After this Fcaft the griping Fail that follows. 
And it will be exculable ; Pray turn from me. 
All that I can is fpoken. [^Exit Sophia. 

A 4 
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Aiilb. Foltow your Mitlrefe. 
Forbear your Wjfliea for me ; let me 6nd 'em 
At my Return, in your prompt Will to (erve her. 

Hil, For my Part, Sir, I will grow lean with Study 
To make her menji 

Cor/f. Thou^ you are my Lord, 
Yet being her Gentlewoman, by my Place 
I may take my leave ; your Hand, or if you pleafe 
To have me fight fo high, I'll not be c^y. 
Bur (land a tip-toe for't. 

Math. O ! farewell. Girl, 

M. A Kifs, well begg'd, Cori/ca^ 

Cor'if Twa3 my fee ; 
Jffve, how he melts ! I cannot blame my Lady's 
UnwrUingftefs to part with fuch Marmelade Lips, 
There will bcfcrambling for 'em in theCamp; 
And were it not for my Honefty, I cpu'd wim now 
I were his leiger Landrefs, I would find 
Soap of mine own, enough to wafli his Linen, 
Or I would ftrain hard for't. 

Hil. How the Mammct twitters ! 
Come, come, my Lady ftays for us, 

CorU: Would I had been 
Her Ladyfhip the lafl: Night. 

mi. No more of that. Wench, 

\JExeuHt Hilario atii Corifca, 

JWEi/i. I am ftrangcly troubled ; Yet why I flioul<l 
nourifh 
A Fury here; and with imagin'd Food > 
Having no real Grounds on which to raife 
A Building of Sufplcion flie ever was^ 
Or can befalfe hereafter ? I in this 
But fooli&ly inquire the Knowledge of 
A future Sorrow, which, if I find out, 
My prefent Ignorance were a cheap Purchafe, 
Though with my lofs of Being. T have already 
Dealt with a Friend of mine, a Eeneral Scholaf, 
One deeply read in Nature's hidden Secrets, 
And ^though with mucJiUnwillingnefs) have iivon hiW 
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To do. as much 39 Art can to refolve tne 

My Fate that^pUows — To my wiftrbe's come, 

£»/«■ Baptifla. 

?ilio B^tifta, now I may zSstft 
out Promife and Performance walk together | 
And therefore, without Circiunftance, to the Point, 
InfiruA me what I am. 

Bapt, I could wilh you had 
Made Trial of ihy Love fome other Way, 

Math. Nay, this U from the Purpofe. 

Bapt. If you can, 
Froporticm your Defire to any Mean, 
I do pronpuQce you happy : I have found. 
By certain Rules of Art, yourmatchiefs Wife 
Is to this prefent Hour from «11 Pollution 
Free and untainted, 

Mirh, Good. 

Bapt, In reafon therefore 
You ihould fix here, and make no farther Search 
Of what may fall hereafter. 

Mtth. O Baptifta ! 
'TIS not in me to matter fo my Paffions ; 
I mufl know farther, or you have made good 
But half your Promife. — While my LoVe flood by. 
Holding her upright, and my Prefencc was 
A Watch upon her, her Defires being met too 
With equal Ardour from me, what one Proof 
Could fhe'give of her Conltancy, being unremptcij? 
But when lam abfent, and my coming back 
Uncertain, and thofe wanton Heats in Womei) 
Not to be quenchM by lawftil Means, andihe ^ 
The abfolute Difpofer of herfelf. 
Without Controul or Curb ; nay mate, invited 
By Opportunity and all ftrong Temptatioos, 
Jf then ihe hold out — 

Bapt. As no doubt fhe will. 

A^/.&. Thole Doubts muft be made CerCaiatie% 
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By your Affurance, or your boaftcd Art 
IXeferves no Admiration. How you trifle^ 
And play with my Affliftion ! I'm on 
The rack, till you confirm me, 

Bept. Sure, Mathias, 
1 am no God, nor can I divf into 
Her hidden' Thoughts, or know what her Intents are j 
That is deny'd to Art, and kept conceal'd 
E'en from the Devils themfelves : They can but gucfs. 
Out of long Obfervation, what is likely; 
But pofitively to foretel that this Ihall be 
You may conclude impoffible ; all I can . 
3 will do for you, when your are diftant ftom her 
A thoufand Leagues, as if you then were with her ; 
You fhall know truly when flie is fpliciced. 
And how hr wrought on. 

Ji^h. 1 defire no more, 
, Bi^t, Take then this little Model of Sophia^ 
With more than human Skill limn'd to the Life; 
Each Line and Lineament of it in the Drawing 
" So punftually obferved, that, had it Motion, 
In io much 'twere herfelf. 

Math. It is, indeed. 
An admirable Piece ; but if it have not 
Some hidden Virtue that I cannot guefs at, 
In what can it advantage me ? 

Bapt. I'll inftruft j'ou ; 
Carry it (Hll about you, and as ofe 
■ As you defire to know how flie'a affetled. 
With curious Eyes perufe it: While it keeps 
The Figure it now has intire and perfeft. 
She is not only innocent in Faft, 
But unattempted ; but if once it vary 
From the true Form, and what's now white and red 
Incline to yellow, reft moft confident 
She's with all Violence courted, but unconquer'd; 
But if it turn all black, 'tis an Affurance 
The Fort, by Compofition or Surprize, 
Is forc'd, or with her free Confent, lurrender'^, 
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Math. How much you have engag'd me for this Fjf 
vour, 
The Service of my whole Life ihall make good. 

Bapt. We will not part fo ; I'll along with you, 
Aad it is needful with the rifing Sun 
The Armies meet ; yet ere the Fight b^n, 
Infpite of Oppofition I will place you 
Jn the Head or the Hungarian General's Troop, 
And near his Perfon. 

Mith, As my better Angel 
you fhall dired: and guide me, 

Bapt. As we ride 
J'H tell you more. 

Mith In all things I'll obey you. [ExeutO* 

S C E N E II. 

Exter Ubaldo and Ricardo. 

Rk, When came the Poft ? 

Vbal. The laft Night. 

■Ric. From the Camp ? 

IJbal. Yesj.as 'tis faid, and the Letter writ and fign'd 
By the General Ferdinand. 

Ric. Nay, then fans queftioa 
It is of Moment. 

UbaL It concernB the Lives 
Of two great Armies. 

Ric. Was ir chearfully 
Received by the King ? 

Uhal. Yes, for being affured 
The Armies were in View of one another ; 
Having proclaim'd a public Faft and Prayer 
For the good Succefs, he difpatch'd a Gentleman 
Of his Privy Chamber to the General, 
With abfolute Authority from him 
To try the Fortune of a Day. 

Ric. No doubt then 
The General will come on, and fight it bravely. 
Heaven profper him : This military Art 
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I grant to be the nobkft of Profcffions ; 
And yet (I thank my Stars for't) I was never 
Jnclin'd to learn it, fincethis bubble Honour, » 
(Which ia indeed the Nothing Soldiers fight for. 
With the Lofs of Limbs or Life) is in qiy Judgment 
Too dear a.Purcbafe. 

Uhal. Give me our CourtrWarfM'e : 
The Daoger is notgre^ in the EncQurttgr 
Of a fair Miftrefs. 

Ric. Fair and found togetjier ~ . 

Do very well, UbaUo. But fuch are 
With Difficulty to be found out ; and when they know 
Their Value, priz'd too high. By thy Qwn Report 
Thou waft at Twelve a Gamefter, and fince that 
Studied all Kinds of Females, from the Night-trader 
I'the Street, with certain Danger to thy Pocket, 
To the great Lady in her Cabinet, 
That fpent uptMi thee more in CulUfes, 
To ftrengthen thy weak Back, than would maintain 
Twelve Flanders Mares, and as many running Horfes ; 
Be6des Apothecaries and Chirurgeoos Bills, 
Paid upon all Occafions, and thofe fi'equent. 

l^ml, You talk, Ricartiot as if yet you vfsrt 
A Novice in thofe Myfteries, 

Ric. By no means ; 
My Doftor can aflure the contrary, 
I lofe no Time. I have felt the P^uh and PleafiiFCj 
As he that is a Gamefter, and p)ays ofteo^ 
Muft fometimes be a Lofer, 
„ Uhal. Wherefore then 
Do you envy me ? 



• Tiit Bviik HfMUtr. 



In fpcaking of Honmr, Maffingtr foemi to have bad SbaiiJ^art i| 
hii Eye: Thus, \a Asyen Uk* it, 

Seelun^ the B*ibbt ReputatHHl, 
Even in the Catuwa't Mouth. 

And in J!^j>^«^'s Cattetuiin. See the Firft Fart of Asry I'V< ^ 
5. Scene 2. ^ 
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Rjc. Ir grows not from my Want, 
Nor thy Abundance, but being as I am 
The likelier Man, and of much more Experience, 
My good Parts are my Curfes : There's no Beauty 
But yields efe it be fummon'd ; and as Nature 
Hadiign'd me the Monopolies of Maidenheads, 
There's none can buy till I have made my Market i . 
Satiety cloys me ! As I live, I would part with 
HalfmyEftate, nay, travel o'er the World, ' - 

To find that only Pbanix in my Search 
That could hold out againft me. 

Ubal. Be not rap't fo : " 

You may fpare that Labour, as flie is a Woman, 
What think you of the Queen ? 

Ric. I dare not aim at 
The Petticoat royal ; that is ftill excepted : 
Yet were Ihc not my King's, being the Abftra£t 
Of all that's rare, or to.be wifli'd in Woman, 
To write her in my Catalogue, having cnjoy'd her, 
I would venture my Neck to a Hakcr. But we talk ejf 
Impoffibilitics ; as ftie hath a Beauty 
Would make old Neftor young, fuch Majefty 
Draws forth a Sword of Terror to defend it. 
As would fright pjm^ though the Queen of Love\ 
Vow'd her beft Furtherance to him. 

VhaU Have you obferv'd 
The Gravity other Laimiage mix'd with Sweetnefs ? , 

Ric. Then, at what Diftance flie referves hcrfelf 
When the King himfelf makes his Approaches to hfiti 

Ubal. As ihe were ftill a Virgin : and his Life ^ 

But one continued Wooing. 

Ric. She well knows 
Her Worth, and values it. 

Ubal, And fo far the King is 
Indulgent to her Humours, that he forbears 
The Duty of a Huft)and, but when flie calls for't. 

Ric. All his Imaginations and Thoughts - 
Are buried in her ; the loud Noife of War 
Cannot awake him. 

Ubal. At this very Infant," 
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When both his Life and Crown are, at the Stake^ 
He only fludies her Content, and when 
She's plcas'd to (hew hcrfeif, Mufic and Mafques 
Are with all Care and Coft provided for her. 

Kic* This Night ihe promis'd to appear. 

Vbai. You may believe it by the Dihgence of theKing,i 
As if he were her Harbinger. 

EMer Ladiflaus, Eubulus, and jSttendenti with Verfumtu 

LaMf. Thefe Rooms 
Are not perfum'd, as wedireAed^ 

Eub. Not, Sir ! 
I know not what you would have ; I am (urt the Smoak 
Coft treble the Price of the whole Week's Provifion 
Spent in your Majefty's Kitchens. 

La£f. How ! I fcorn 
Thy grofs Comparifon. When Honoris, 
Th* Amazement of the prefent Time, and Envy 
Of all fuceeding Ages, does defcend 
To fandtify a Place, and in her Prefence 
Makes it a Temple to me, can I be 
Too curious, much lefs Prodigal, to receive her ? 
But that the Splendour of her Beams of Beauty 
Hath ftruck thee blind. 

Euk As Dotage hath done you. 

Ladif. Dotage, O Blafphemy ! is it in me 
To ferve her to her Merit? Is ihe not 
The Daughter of a King ? 

Eub. And you the Son 
Of ours I take it ; by what Privilege elfe 
Do you rei^ over us ? For my Part, I know not 
Where the Difparity lies. 

Ladif. Her Birth, old Man, 
Old in the Kingdom's Service which protects thee. 
Is the leaft Grace in her : And though her Beauties 
Might make the Thunderer a Rival for her. 
They are but fupcrficial Ornaments, 
And faintly fpeak her. From her heavenly Mind, 
Were all Antiquity and Fiftion loft, 
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Our modern Poets could not in their Fancy 

But fafliion a. Minerva far tranfcending 

Th* imagin'd one, whom Homer only dream't of ; 

But then add this, ihe's mine, mine Euiulus,: 

And though (he knows one Glance from her fair Eyes 

Mufi make all Gazers her Idolaters, 

She is fo fparing of their Influence, 

That to fhun Superilition in others. 

She flioots her powerful, Beams only at me. 

And can I then, whom fhe defires to hold 

Her kingly Captive above all the World, 

Whofe Nations and Empires if ihe pleas'd 

^he might comman4 as Slaves, but gladly pay 

The humble Tribiite of my Love and Service t 

Nay, if I faid of Adoration to her, 

I did not err. 

Euk Well, fince you hug your Fetters, * ■ 

In Love's Name wear 'em. You arc a King, and that 

Concludes you wife. Your Will a powerful Realbn, 

Which we that are fooliih Subjects muft not argue. 

And what in a mean Man I Ihould call FoUy^ 

Is in your Majefty remarkable Wifdom. 

But for me I fubfcribe, 
Ladif. Do, and look up. 

Upon this Wonder. 

Loud A&fick, Honoria in State under a Cano^, her Train 
bora up by Sylvia and Acanthe, 

Ric. Wonder ! It is more. Sir. 

Ubd, A Rapture, an Aftoniflunent. 

Ric. What think you. Sir ? 

Eub. As the King thinks, that is the furefi Gusud 
We Courtiers ever he at. Was ever Prince 
So drown'd in Dotage ? Without Spedacles 
I can fee a handfome Woman, and Ihe is fo : 
But yet to Admiration look not on her. 
Heaven, how he fawns ! and as it were his Duty, 
With what affured Gravity fhe receives it ! 
Her Hand again ! O Ihe at length vouchlafes 
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, Her Lip, and as he had fuck'd Neftar froni if, 
How he's exalted I Wometi in their Natures 
AffedtCtSmmand, but riiis Humility 
In a Hufband and a. King, marks her the Way 
To abfolute Tyranny. So, jfutto's plac'd 
In Jove's Tribunal, and like Mrtwry 
(Forgetting his own Greatnefs) he attends 
For her employments. She prepares to fpeAj 
What Oradea fliall we hiear now ? 

Hott> That you pleafc. Sir, 
With fuch Affurances of Lore and Favour, 
To grace your Handnmd, but in being yours, Sii'j 
A matchlefs Queen, and one that knows herfelf foj 
Binds me in Retribution to defcrre 
The Grace conferr'd upon me. 

Xj^ You tranfcend ; 
In all Thing* excelleflt ; and it is my Gloiy, 
(Your Worth weigh 'd truly) to depofe myfel^ 
FrMn abfolute Command, furrendering up 
My Will and Faculties to your Difpofare : 
And here I vow, not for a Day or Year, 
But my whole Life, which I wifti loftg, to f&rve y6U ] 
That whatfoever I in Juftice may 
Exad: from thefe my Subjeds, you from me 
May boldly challenge. And when you require tt. 
In Sign of my SubjeiSion, as your Vaflal, 
Thus I will pay my Hranage.- 

Hofti O forbear, 6ir, 
. Let not my Lips envy my Robe : On them 
Print your Alliance often* I defire 
No other Fealty.' ' ■ 

Ladif. Gracious Soverei^i, 
Boundlefs in Bounty ! 

Eui>. Is not here fine fooKng ? 
He's queftionlefs bewitch 'd. Would 1 were gelt, 
So that would difenchant him. Though I forfeit 
My Life for it I muft fpeak. — By your good Leave, Sir, - 
I have no Suit to you, nor can you grant one. 
Having no Power. You are like me, a Subjcft,' 
Her more than ferene Majefty being prefeot. 
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And i muft tcjl yaa, *tis ill Manners in you. 
Having depos'd yourfelf, to keep your Hat on. 
And not ftand bare as we do> being no King* 
But a fellow Subjeft with usi Gentlemen Ulhers, 
It does belong to your Place j fee it reform'd ; 

?e has given away his Crown, and cannot challengi* 
he Privilege of hisBtHinet< 

Ladif. Do not tempt me. 

Euh, Tempt you, in what ? In following your Exs 
ample ? 
If you are angry, queftion tne hereafter^ 
As Ladijlaus fliould do Eubulus, 
Qa equal Terms^ You were of late my Sovereignj 
But weary ofir, I how bend my Knee 
To her Divinity, and defire a Boon 
From her rnore than Magnificence; 

HoHf Take it freely. 
Nay, be not mov'd, for pur Mirth Sake let us hear himi 

Eubi 'TIS but to aflc a Quellion : have you ne'er read 
The Stdry of Semirdmis and Niitus ? 

HoH. Not is I remember. 

EuL I will then inftruft you* . ,, 

And 'tis to the Purpofe; This Nirius was a Kingj 
And futh an impotent loving King, as this was, 
But now he's none. This Ninus {pizy you obferve me) 
Doted on this Semiramis, a Smith's Wife; 
(I muft confefs, there the Gomparifon holds not. 
You are a King's Daughter, ypt, under your CorreftioDj 
Like her; a Woman) this AJ^-ian Monarchy 
(Of whom this is a Pattern) to exprefs 
His Love and Service^ feated her, as you are^ 
In his regal Throne, and bound by Oath his Nobles^ 
pBrgetting all Allegiance to himfelf. 
One Day to be her Subjeifls, and to put 
In Execution whatever ihe 

Pleas'd to impofe upon *emi Pray you Cdhiliiafid Ijim 
To minifter the like to us, ind then 
You fhall hear what follow'd. 

Lndjf. Well, Sir, to your Story. 

Vol. I. B 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 



i8 THEPiCTU&Ev 

Euh. You have no Warrant, ftand by j let m^ fetoW 
Your Pleafure, Goddcfs. 

Hon. Let this Nod alTure you. 

Eulf, Goddefs-like, indeed ; as I Uve a pretty Idol t 
She knowing her Power, wifely made Ufe of it j 
Arid fearing his Inconftancy, and Repentance 
Of what he had granted (as irv Reafon, Madam, 
You may do his) that he might never have 
Power to recall his Grant, or queftion her 
For her fliort Government, inftantly gave Oder 
To have his Head ftruck off. 

Loiiif. Is'tpoffible? 

EmB. The Story fays fo, and commends her Wifdora 
For making Ufe of her Authority : 
And it is worth your imitation. Madam ; 
He loves Subjefiion, and you are no Queen, 
Unlefs you make him feel the Weight of it. 
You are more than all the World to him, and tl»t>* 
He may be true to you, and not feek Change, 
When his Delights are fated, mew him up 
In Ibme clofe Prifon, if you let him live, 
(Which is no Policy) and there diet him 
As you think fit to feed your Appetite, 
Since there ends his Ambition. 

Ubal. Deviliih Counfel. 

Ric. The King's amaz'd. 

U^al. The Queen appears too, full 
Of deep Imaginations ; £ai«/«j 
Hath put boui to it. 

ItT A f»tt are m»rt ihan all ibt World u him, ami that 

H* mt^ he Foe uyou. 
Tiat is the reading of all the old Copies, but tatA ceitatsly foUe* 
It ought to be 

T»tt are aort than all the World ft him, and ihat 
He mify be fo leytx. 
If the Amcndnieiiti propoTed were admitted, the Pailagc wcnild 
not be Scnfe. Eaiului proporea to mew him up, not onlj' in order 
to fecure her AffcAiont to him, but his to her. — Trtie is CTidcmly the 
right Reading. M, M. 
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Ric. Now flie feemi refolv'd i 
1 long to know the Ifiue< [Hbttorift defiendit 

Hon. Give me Leave, 
t)ear Sir, to reprehend you for appearing 
Perples'd with what this old Man, out c* Ei\vy 
Of your unequall'd Graces fliower'd upon rtie, 
Hath in his fabulous Story faudly 
Apply'd to me. Sir, that you only tiouriftt 
One Doubt, Hoitoria dares abufe the Power 
With which ihe is invefted by your Favour, 
Or that ftie ever can make Ufe of it- 
To the Injury of you the great Beftower, 
Takes from your Judgment. It was your DeligM 
To feek mc with more ObfequioufnefSj 
Than I defired ; and ftood it with my Duty 
Not to receive what you were pleas'd to offer ? 
1 do but aS the Part you put upon me. 
And though you make me perfohate a C^een, 
And you my Subjeft, when the Play, your Pleafuit> 
Is at a Peri«Jd, t am what I was 
Before I enter'd, ftill your humble Wife^ 
And you my toyal Sovereign, 
Rici. Admirable ! 

Hon. Ihave heard of Captainsfakeft morewith Danger! 
Than the Rewafds, and if in your Approaches 
To thofe Delights which are your own, and freely 
To heighten your Defirej you make the PalTage 
Narrow and difficult, ihall I prefcribe you ? 
Or blame your Fondnefs ? Or can that fwell mtf 
Beyond my juft Proportion ? 
Ubd. Above Wonder. 

Ladif. Heaven make me thankful fw fuch Goodnefs* 
Hon. Now, Sir, 
The State I took to fatisfy your Pleafure^ 
X change to this Humility ; and the Oath 
You made to me of Homage,! thu^cancel^ 
And feat yoti in your own. 
hadif, I am tranfported 
Beyond myfclf. 
Hon. Aud now to your wife Lordihip, 

B2 
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Am I prov'd a Semiramis ? Or hath 
My Ninus, as malicioufly you made hnn, 
Caufe to repent th' Excefs of Favour to me. 
Which you call Dotage ? 

Likiif, Anfwer, Wretch. 

Ettb. I dai;e. Sir, 
And (ay, however die Event may plead 
In your Defence, you hada guilty Caufe;. 
Nor was it Wlfdom in you (I repeat it)- 
To teach a Lady, humble in herfelf,. 
With the ridiculous Dotage of a Lover, 
To be ambitious. 

Hen. Euhulus, I am fo, 
*Tis rooted in me, you miftake my Temper. 
I do profefs myfelf to be the moft 
Ambitious of my Sex, but not to hold 
Command over my Lord, fuch a proud Torrent 
Would fink me in my Wiflies ; not that I. 
Am ignorant how much I can deferve. 
And may with Juftice challenge. 

£«^. This I loofc'd for ; 
After this leeming humble Ebb, I knew 
A guihing Tide would follow. 

Han. By my Birth, 
And liberal Gifts of Nature, as of Fortune,. 
From you, as Thing&bcneath me, I espcft 
What's due to Majefty, in which I am 
A Sharer with your Sov'reign. 

£»£. Good again ! 

Hon. And as I am moft eminent in Place,. 
In all my Actions I would appear fo. 

Latiif. You need not fear a RivaU 

Hon. I hope not ; 
. And till I find one, I difdain to know 
What Envy is. 

Ijidif. You are above it. Madam- 

Hon. For Beauty without Art, Difcourfe, and free » 

J Ftr Beauty wil/jc»l An, Difioarfe andfrie, tfftv 
Thefe laft Words arc improperly arranged, we fliould read 

Ftr B*majv.'Ub<mt An, ami Dtfamrfijrfejrm AftlUuif*. M. U. 
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From Affe£tation, with what Graces clfe 
Can in the Wife and Daughterof a King 
Be wifti'd, I dare prefer myfelf. . 

Eub. As I 
31ufli for you, Lady, Trumpet your own Praifes ! *-— 
This (poken by the People had been heard 
With Honour to you ; does the Court atFord 
No Oil-toqgu'd Parafite, that you are forc'd 
To be your own grofs Flatterer ? 

Ladk, Be dumb. 
Thou Spirit of Contradit^ion, 

Hon. The Wolf 
But barks againft the Moon, and I contemn it. 
The Malquc you prorais'd. 

A Horn. E.nter a Pgtf, 

Ladif. Let 'em enter. How ! 

Etib. Here's one, I fear, unlook'd for. 

JLaiif From the Camp ? 
- Poft. The General, viftorious in your Fortune^ 
Ki^s your Hand,in this. Sir, 

Ladif. That great Powa-, 
"Who at his Pleafure does difpofe of Battles, 
Be ever prais'd for't. Read, Sweet, and partake it : 
The Turk is vanquifh'd, and with little Lofa 
Upon our Part, in which our Joy is doubl'd. 

jga^. But let it not exalt you ; bear it. Sir, 
With Moderation, and pay what you owe for't. 

Ladif. I underftand thee, Eubulus. I'll not now 
Inquire Particulars. Our Delights deferr'd. 
With Rey'rcqcc to the Temples : there we'll tender 

ttS* 8 v^i / 

Blif/bftryou, Ladf, trwnfeijpair man Pra^ j '■ 
Mr, Df^, in his Collaftkui of Old Plays, reads this Pall!ige thus : 

A,T 

Slttjhftryou, La^, trumpet nHjeur awn Pralfe. 
I think that the old Reading fliould (land- He means, that ftje her, 
ielf having loft alt Setife ofShame, he undertakes to blufli for het j 
ijnd therefore ironically bids her proceed. . . - 

B$ 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 



•X T H E PI C T U RE. 

Our Soul's Devc^onB to bis dread Might, 

Who edg'd our Sword?, and taught us how to fight. 

{^Exeu/u omneii 

^ of the Firfi J&, 



A C T II. S C E N E I, 
Enter Hllario, Corifca. 



Hii. xroui 

In the'Uelivery. 



_ like my Speech ? 
Corif. Yes, if you g^ve it Action 
ivery. 



HiL If! 1 pity you. 

I have play'd the Fool before ; this is not the firft Time, 
Nor Ihall be, I hope, the laft. 

Corif. Nay, I think To too. 

HiL And if I put her not out of her Dumps with 
; Laughter, 
I'll make her howl for Anger. 

Corif, Not too much 
Of that, good Fellow Wario. Our fad Lady 
Hath drank too often of th^t bitter Cup, 
A pleafant one muft reftore her. Wim what Patienti 
Would Ihe endure to hear of the Death of my Lord i 
That merely out of doubt he may mifcarry, 
Afflida herfelf thus ? 

HiL Um ; 'tis a Queftion 
A Widow only can refolve. There be fome 
That in their Hufband's Sicknefs have wept 
Their Pottle of Tears a Day ; but being once certain 
At Midnight he was dead, have in the Morning 
Dry'duptheirHandkerchiefs, and thought no more on't. 

Corif, Tufli, ftie is none of that Race ; if her Sorrow 
Be not true and perfefl:, I againft my Sex 
Will take my Oath, Women ne'er wept in esmeft. 
She has made herfelf a Prifoner to her Chamber, 
Dark as a Dungeon, in which ng @eaia 
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Of Comfort enters. She admits no Vifits ; 
£ats little, and her nightly Mufick is 
Of Sighs and Groans, tun'd to fuch Harmony 
Of feeling Grief, that I, againft my Nature, 
Am made one of the Concert. This Hont only 
She takes the Air, a Cuftom every Day 
She foleoinly obfer^'es, with greedy Hopes, 
From fome that pafc by, to receive Afiuranc? 
Of the Succefs and Safety of her Lord. 
Now, if that your Device will take 

Hil. Ne'er fear it : 
J am provided cap-a-p«e, and have 
My Properties in Readinefs, 

Sophia within. Bring my Veil, therC;. 

Corif. Be gone, I hear ker coming. 

m. If I do not 
Appear, and, what's mwe, appear perfect, hifs me. 
[£x// Hijario. 

Sxter Sophia. 

Soph, I was flatter'd once, I was a Star, but now 
Turn'd a prodigious Meteor ; and, like one. 
Hang in the Air between my Hopes and Fears, 
And every Hour (the little Stuff burnt out 
That yields awatitng Light to dying Comfort) 
I do expeft my Fall, and certain Ruin. 
In wretched Things more wretched is Delay; 9 
And Hope, a Parafite to me, being unmaik'd. 
Appears more horrid than Defpair, and my 
Piftraftion worrfe than Madnefs. E'en my Prayers, 
When with moll Zeal fent upward, are puU'd down 
With ilrong imaginary Doubts aad Feats, 

^Sp 9 If vtnlehtd ITjiiigi men virttcM is Dtl0f, 
Tbi>i I think fiiould be rea4. 

To wrticbfd fiia^i, Sic. 

Th« Alteration it unneceflary, by vjrttcheJ f 
aot unhappy People but unfortUDate Ercnci. 
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And in their fudden Precipice o'crwhelm me, 
Dreams and fantaftick Vifions walk the Round 
About my widow'd Bed, and every Slumber 
Broken with loud Alarms : Can thefe be then 
But fad Prefages, Girl? 

Corif. You make 'em fo. 
And antedate a Lofs fliall ne'er fall on you. 
Such pure Affcftion, fuch mutual Love, 
A Bed, and undefil'd on either Part, 
A Houfe without Contention, in two Bodies 
One Will and Soul, like to the Rod of Concord 
KifSng each other, cannot be fliort-liv'd, 
Or end in Barrennefs.— If all thefe, dear Madam, 
(Sweet in your Sadnefs) fiiould produce no Fruity 
Or leave the Age no Models of yourfelves. 
To wirnefs to Pofterity what you were, 
Sucoeeiiing Times, frighted with the Examplej, 
But Jiearing of your Story, would inftru£t 
Their faireft Iffue to meet fenfually. 
Like other Creatures, and forbear to raifc 
True Love, or Hymens Altars, 

Soph, OCorifca! 
I know thy Reafons are like to thy WJflica, 
And they are built upon a weak Foundation, 
To raife me Comfort. Ten long Days arc paft, 
Ten long Days, my Corifca, fince my Lord 
Embark d himfelf upon a Sea of Danger, 
In his desr Care of me. And if his Life 
Had not been fliipwreck'd on the Rock of War, 
His Tendemcfs of me (knowing how much 
I languifli for his Abfence) had provided 
Some tmlly Friend from whom I might receive 
Afllirance of his Safety, 

Corif. Ill News, Madam, 
Are Swallow- wing'd, but what's good walks on Crutcjies } 
With Patience expeA it ; and ere loojg, 
J^p doubt, you fliall hear fromhini. 
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J SffW-gelder's fforn bUfwn. A P^. '• 

ISopb. Ha ! What's that ? 
' Corif. The Fool has got a Sow-gelder*s Horn, [/0de, 
/i Poft, as I take it. Madam. 

Soph. It makes this Way ftill. 
Nearer ai)d nearer. 

Corif. From ^e Camp, I hope. 

^ter Hilario, with long white Hair and Beardj in as 
antick JrmouTf one zbifh a Horn before him. 

Soph, The Meffenger appears, ai>d in ftrange Armour. 
Heaven, If it be thy Will ! 

HiU It is no Boot 
■To llrive ; qur Hoifes tir'd, let's walk on Foot, 
And that the Cattle which is very neaf iis. 
To give us Entertainment, may foon hear us. 
Blow luftily, my Lad, and drawing nigh, . 
Aflt for a Lady which is clep'd Sofy, " 

_ to ji SiKu-^eUer*i Horn ibvin. ji P^fi^ 

Ihareliere fellowed the old Copies, not chufingto niake iny'ab* 
(blute Alteration, though the Pallage is evidently comipf : Z take it 
(haukl he at fbllowa : 

^ Sffw-geUtr's-Herx hievm, 
Seph. Ha ! What's that ? 
Cirri/. The Fool has got a Sow-gelder's Horn. \_4^'* 

A Poll, as I t^e it. Madam. 
SffL It malces this Way fiill, 

Nearer and nearer, 
Corif, From the Camp, I hope. 
If Corifia had told her Mi^rcTs, that the Fool had got a SeW 

feUtr'i Horn, fhe would not fo readily have believed that he came 
rom the Cam/ ; nor does there feem to be any Neceffity for a Pofi 
to be mentioned at all, when the Horn is blown. I imagine in the 
written Co})y there waa not Room for the Tranfcriber to wiitc it ia 
the fame Ltne, and therefore he placed it over the Word i/ora, which 
pccafioned this Miftake in the Pimting. 

}> This emandation is eridently right, at all the reft of this ridicu- 
lous Speech is in Rhyme, we fhoula without doubt read S^hyy la- 
^eadof&jfa^M.^ 
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Corlf* He names you. Madam. 

Hit. Pof to her I bring. 
Thus clad in Arms, News of a pretty Thingt 
By Name Mathias^ 
■ Soph. From my Ltwd ? O Sir ! 
I am Sophia, that Mathsas' Wife. 
So may Mars favour you in al! your Battles, 
As you with Speed unload me of the Burthen, 
I labour under, till I am confirmed 
Both where and how you left him* 

Hil. If thou art. 
As I believe, *he Pigfncy of his Heart, 
Know he's in Health, and what's more, full of Gle^i } 
JVnd fo much I was will'd to (ay to thee. 

Soph, Have you no Letters from him ? 

Hil, No, mere Words. 
In the Camp we ufe no Pens, but write with Swprds : 
Yet as I am enjoin'd, by Word of Mouth 
I will proclaim his Deeds from North tq South } 
But tremble not while I relate the Wonder, 
Though my Eyes like Lightning dine, and njy Voic« 
thunder. 

Soph. This is fome counterfeit Bragart, 
.. Cirif. Hear hun. Madam. 

Hil. The Rear march'd fir ft, which follow'd bytheVany 
And wing'd with the Battalion, no Man 
Durlt ftay to Ihift a Shirt, or loufe himfelf ; 
■Yet ere the Armies join'd, that hopeful Elf, 
Thy dear, thy dainty Duckling, bold Mtthias^ 
Advanc'd, and ftar'd like Hercuki or Gt^as, 
A hundred thouland Turks (it is no Vaunt) 
'A^il'd him ; every one a Termagant : 
But what did he then ? with his keen-edge Spe^r 
He cut, and carbonaded 'em : Here and there 
Lay Legs and Arms ; and, as 'tis faid truly 
Of Bevis, fome he quarter'd all in three. 

Soph. This is ridiculous. 

Hil. I muft take Breath : 
Then, like a Nightingale, I'll fing his pe^tK» 

&«*. His Death ! 
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jHiL I nm put. 

Corif. Ijiccovcr, I>up4er-head. 
. flil. hUfw he efcap'd, I ^bould hav« fuag, not dy'd; 
For, though a Knight, when I faid ib, I lyM ! 
Weary he f/^, agd fearce could ftwid upright, 
Atid looking round for {<xae courageous Knig^ 
To refcue him, as ooe perplexed in Woe, 
H? fllU'd to me, Help ! help, Mkrio ! 
}Ay valiant Servant, help. 

Corif He has fpoil'd all. 

Sopi. Are you the Man of Arms ? Then HI mike 
•bold 
To take off your martjal Beard ; you had Fopl's Hair 
jEnough without it. Slave I how durft thou make 
Thy Sport of what poocems me more than Life, , 
In fuch an antipk Faihioti ? Am I grown 
£)oDteniptible tg chpfe I feed ? You, Minion, 
Had a Hand in it too, as it appeals, 
your Petticoat feryes for Bafes to this WarriouT* 

Corif, We did it for your Mirth. 

Hii. For myfelf, I hope, / 
J have fpoke like a Soldier. 

Soph, Hence, you Rafcal. 
I never but with Reverence name my Lord, 
And can I hear it by thy Tongue prophan'd. 
And not corre^ thy Folly ? But you are 
Transform 'd, and turn'd KnJght-errant ; take your Courfe 
And wander where you pleafe ; for here I vow 
By my Lord's Life (an Oath I will not break) 
Till his Return, or Certainty of his Safety, 
My Doors are ihiit againft thee. ■ [£*// Sophia. 

Corif. You have made 
A fine Piece of Work on't : How do you like the Qui- 
You had a foolilh Itch to be an After, . [lityT'» 

And may now ftroU where you pleale. , 

Hii. Will you buy my Share ? 

Corif, >Jo, certainly, I fear 1 have already 
Too much of mine own : I'll only, as a Damfel,- 

II Thfi Quali^ iiiffuu iWf) 4>c CaUing. 91 Pi»feffi<Hi. fif. M. 
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(As the Sook fays) thus far help todifarm you ; 

And fo, dear Don ^mxote, taking my Leave, 

I leave you to your Fortune. [Exit Cof ifca. 

Hil. Have I fweat 
My Brains out for this quaint and rare Invention, 
And am 1 thus rewarded ? I could turn 
, Tragedian, and roar now, but that I fear 
Twouid get me too great a Stomach, having no ^feat 
To pacify Cobn, '3 what will become of me ? 
I cannot beg in Armour, and ileal I dare not i 
My End muft be to ftand in a Corn Field, 
And fright away rfie Crows, for Bread and Ch^cfe, 
Or find fpme hollow Tree in the Highway, 
And there, until my Lord return, tell Switdies, 
"Ho mon Hifario, hat Dolononow. 
I'll weep my Eyes out, and be blind of Purpofe 
To move CompalEon ; and fo I vaaifli. [Exit Hilario, 

SCENE 11, 

£«;ct- Eubulus, Ubaldo, Ricardo, andothersi 

Eub. Are the Gentlemen fent before, as it was order'tl 
By the King's Dircdion, to entertain 
The General ? 

Ric. Longfince; they by this have tn^thiiPg 
And given him the Bienveoue, 

Eul>. I hope I need not 
Inftrufl: ypu in your Parts. 

Vbal. How ! U9» itiy Lord? 
fear not ; we know our Pittances and D^ecs, 
To the very Inch, where we are to falute him. 

iWc. The State were miferable, ifthe Court had noQ? 
Of her own Breed, familiar with all Garbs. 
Gracious in Englaifd, Italy, Spain or Franety 
With Form and Punctuality to receive 
Stranger Embafladors. For the General, 
He's a mere Native, and it matters not 
Which Waywe do accoft him. 

t] CmEm ii the grait Gut, AT JIf, ' .:: 
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Vhal. Tis great Pity 
That flich as fit at the Helm provide no better 
For the training up of the Gentry. In my Judgment 
An Academy erefted^ with large Penfions 
To fuch as in a Table could fet down 
The Congees, Cringes, Poftures, Methods, Phraf«, 
Proper to every Nation 

Rir. O, it were 
Ad admirable Piece of Work. 

Uhal. And yet rich Fools 
Throw away their Charity on Hofptals, 
For Beggars and lame Soldiers, and ne'er ihidy 
The due Regard to Compliment and Courtfliip, 
Matters of more Import, and are indeed 
The Glories of a Monarchy. 

Euk Thefe, no doubt. 
Are State Points, Gallants, I confefs; but lure. 
Our Courts need no Aids diis Way, fince it is 
A School of nothing elfe. There are fome of yea* 
Whom I forbear to name, whofe coining Heads 
Are the Mint of all new Fafliiors, that have done 
More Hurt to the Kingdom by fuperfluous Bravery, 
Which the fooliih Gentry imitate, than a Watj 
Or a long Famine ; all Ae Treafure, by 
This foul Excefs, is got into the Merchant's, 
Embroiderer's, Silkman's, Jeweller's, Taylor's Hands, 
And the third Part of the Land too, the Nobility 
Engroffing Titles only. 

Jfiic. My Lord, you are bitter* 

Enter a Servant, \A Trumpet. 

Serv. The General is alighted, and ntyn enter'd. 
BJc. Were be ten Generals, I am prepar'd. 
And know what I will do. 
Euh, Pray you what, Ricardo ? 
Rie. I'll fight at Compliment with him^ 
U^aL I'll charge home too. 

Euh. And-thac's a defperate Service, if you come off* 
well. 
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JEiiter Ferdinand, MathiaSj Baptifta, two CapfaSnfi 

Terdi Captain, command the OifScers to keep 
The Soldier, as he march'd in Rank and File, 
Till they hear ferthcr from me. 

EMb. Here's one fpeaks 
In another Key ; This is no canting Langpagtf 
Taught in your Academy. 

Ftrd. Nay, I will prcfent ybu 
To the King myfelf. 

^fyth. A Grace beyond my Merit. 
Ferd. You undervalue what I cannot fctf 
Too high a Price on. 

£ai. With a Friend's troe Heart 
I gratulate your Return. 

Ftrd. Next to the Favour 
Of the great King, lam happy irt your Frictidtfii^rf 
XJbol: By Cournhip, coarfe on both Sides. 
Ferd, Pray you receive 
This Stranger to your Knowledge, on my Credit, 
At alt Parts he deferves it. 

Kub. Your Report 
Is a ftrong Aflurance to me.—Sir, moft welctane. 

Mtth. This faid by you, the Reverence of your Agf 
Commands me to believe it. 

ii(V. This was pretty. 
But fecond me now.— I cannot ftoop too low 
To do your Excellence that due Obfervance 
Your Fortune claims. 

FMh. He ne'er thinks on his Virtue; 
Rk. For, being, as you are, the Soul of Soldiers, 
And Bulwark (rf Bellona. 
Ubat. The Protaftion 
Both of the Court and King. 
Ric. And the folc ITinion 
Of mighty Afirj. 

Uial. One that with Ju£Uce maf 
lacreafe the Number of the Worthies. 
Eub. Hoy day I 
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klc. It being imptriSble in my Arms to circle 
Such giant Worth, 

Ui>al. At Diftance we prefume- 
To kifs your honourM Gauntlet, 

Euh. What Reply now 
Can he make to this Foppery ? 

Ferd.- You have faid, 
Gallants, fo much, and hitherto done fo Httic, 
That, till I learn to fpeak, and you to do, 
I mull take Time to thank you. 

Euh, As I live, 
Anfwer'd as I coald wiih. How the Fops gape now !' 
Ric. This was harlh, and Icurvy. 
Uhal. We will be reveng'd" 
When he comes to court the Ladies, andiaugh ar him. 
Euh. Nay, do your Offices, Gentlemen, and conduft 
The General to the Prefence. 
Ric. Keep your Order. 
Vhal, Make Wsy for the General. 

{_Exemt all hut Eubulus; 
Eub. What wife Man, 
That with judicious Eyes looks on a Soldier, 
But muft confefs that Fortune's Swing is more 
Cer that ProfelEon, than all Kinds elfe 
Of Life purfu'd by Man ? They, in a State, 
Are but as Chirurgeons to wounded Men, 
E'en defp'rate in their Hopes ; while Pain andAnguiih- 
Make them blafpheme, and call in vain for Death ; 
Their Wives and Children kifs the Chirurgeon-'s Knees, 
Promife him Mountains, if his faving.Hand 
Reftore the tortur'd Wretch to former Strength. 
But when grim Death, by Mfculapius' Art, 
Is frighted from the Houfe, and Health appears 
In fanguine Colours on the fick Man Face, 
All is forgot ; and afking his Reward, 
He's paid with Curfes, oiften receives' Woands 
From him whofe Wounds he cur'd ; fo Soldiers, 
Though of more Worth and Ufe, meet the fame Fate, 
As it is too apparent, I have obferv'd 
When horrid Afen, the Touch of whofe rough Hand" ' 
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\^th Palfies fhakes a KiDgdom, hath put od 
His dreadful Helmet, and with Terror 6Us 
The Place where he, like an unwelcome Gucft,- 
RefoWes to rerel ; how, the Lords of her, like ■ 
The Tradefman, Merchant, and litigious Pleadcry 
(And fuch like Scarabs bred i' th' Dung of Peace) 
In Hope of their Protediion, humbly offer 
Their Datjghters to their Beds, Heirs to their Serviccj 
And wafh with Tears their Sweat, their Dull, their Sears i 
But when thofe Clouds ofWar that menac'd 
A bloody Deluge to th' affrighted State, 
Are by tneir Breath difpers'd, and overblown. 
And Famine, Blood, and Death, BtUona's Pages, 
Whipp'd from the quiet Continent to Thrace ; '* 
Soldiers, that like the fooliih Hedge Sparrow 
To their own Ruin hatch this Cuckow Peace, 
Are ftraight thought burdenfome, fince want of Meansy , 
Growing for want of Adion, breeds Contempt, 
And that, the worfl of Ills, falls to their Lot, 
Their Serwce with the Danger foon forgot. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. The Queen, my Lord, hath matie Choice Of 
this Room, 
To fee the Mafquc. 

£Ki. .I'll be a Looker oti, 
My dancing Days are paft. 

Loud MujUk as they pafi, a Song in the Praife ofWari 
Ubaldo, Ricardo, Ladillaus, Ferdinand, and Ho-^ 
noria,Matbias, Sylva, Acanthe, '^z.'^ix^z, and other u 

LadH. ThisCourtefy 
To a Stranger, my Honoriay keeps fair Rank 

64" *4 Whiffed Jrm the t/Min Conlinent H Tlince. 
Ma^ngtr it hcrc mifiaken, for Thrace it upon ih* C^HlineiHt 
MafitgtT probably knew as well ai the Editor that Pan of Tbrait 

wat on the Continent ; but ihe Thracian Arebiptlaga^ which m» 

dedicated to Man, it compoled of Ifland*. M. M. 
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With all your Rarities. After your Travel 
Look on our Court Delights ; but firft from your 
Relation, with ereiSed Ears I'll hear 
The Mufick of your War, which muft be fweet, 
Ending in Victory. 

Ferd. Not to trouble 
Your Majefties with Defcription of a Battle, 
Too full of Horror for the Place, and to 
Avoid Particulars, which Ihoutd I deliver, 
I muft trench longer on youf Patience than 
My Manners will give Way to ; in a Word, Sii", 
It was well fought on both Sides, and almoft 
With equal Fortune, it continuing doubtful 
Upon whofe Tents plum'd Viftory would take 
tfcr glorious Stand : Impatient of Delay, 
With the Flower of our prime Gentlemen, I charg'd 
Their main Battalia, and with their AffiftaHce 
Broke in ; but when I was almoft aifur'd 
That they were routed, by a Stratagem 
Of the fubtil Turk^ who opening his grofs Body, 
And rallying up his Troops on either Side, 
I found mylelf fo far engag'd, (for I 
Muft not conceal my Errors) that I knew not 
Which Way with Honour to come off. 

Eub. Hike 
A General thait tells his Faults, and is not 
Amtitious to engrofs unto himfelf 
All Honour, as Tome have, in which, with Jufticc, 
They could not claim a Share. ' 

Ferd. Being thus hemm'd in. 
Their Scymitars rag'd among us, and my Hoifb 
Kill'd under me, I every Minute look'd for 
An honourable End, and that was all 
My Hope could faihion to me ; circl'd thus 
With Death and Horror, as one fent from Heaven, 
, This Man of Men, with forae choice Horfe that foUow'd 
His brave Example, did purfue the Traclt 
His Sword cut for 'em, and, but that I fee him. 
Already blufli to hear what, he being prcfent. 

Vol. I, ■ C 
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I know would wiih unfpoken, I Aould fay. Sir, 
By what he did, we boldly may believx 
All that is writ of Hector. 

Alafh. General, 
Pray, fpare thefe ftrange Hyperboles. 

Eub. DoQotbtulh 
To hear a Truth ; here are a Fairof Monfietirs, 
Had they been in your Place, would have run away. 
And ne'er cbang'd Countenance. 

Vhal. We have your good Word ffill. 

Eub. And fhall while you deferve it. 

ladif. Silence : on. 

Ferd. He, as I fud, like dreadful Lightning thrown 
From Jupiter'i Shield, difpcrs'd the armed Gire 
With which I was environed ; Horfe and Man 
Shrunk under his flron? Arm : More, with his Looks 
Frighted, . the Valiant ned, with which encourag'd^ 
My Soldiers (like young .Edicts preying under '* 
The Wings of their fierce ^m) as if from him 
They took both Spirit and Fire, bravely came on. 
By him I was remounted, and infpir'd ' 
With treble Courage ; and fuch as fled before. 
Boldly made head again ; and, to confirm 'em. 
It fuddenly was apparent, that the Fortune 
Of the Day was ours ; each Soldier and Commandei 
Perform'd his Part ; but this was the great Wheel 
By which the leflcr mov*d, and all Rewards 
And Signs of Honour ; as the Gvic Garland, 
The mural Wreath, the Enemy's prime Horfe, 
With the General's Sword, and Armour, (the old Ho» 

nqurs 
With which the Romans crown'd thdr fcveral Leaden) 
To him alone are proper. 

Ladif. And they Ihall 
Defervedly fall on him. Sit ; 'tis our Pleafure. 

Ferd. Which I muft ferve, not argue. 

Hon. You are a Stranger, 
But, in your Service for the King, a Native. 
g^ ■* la the Uenai'ra! Ci/miai Ma3:a£a-h.ii this fame Smile aedn. 

Ad I. SCCRC 1* 
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And, tho' a free Queen, I am bound in Dutf 
To cherilh Virtue whcrefoe'er I find it i 
This place is yours. 

Mitb. It were Prefumption in mfl 
To fit fo near you. 

Hon. Not having our Warrant. 

Ladif. Let the A^fkers enter : By the Preparation^. 
Tis a Freaeb Brawl, an apiJh Imitation 
Of what you really perform in Battle ; 
And Paligs bound up in a Httle Votunte, 
.^xiUo, with his Lute attending on her^ 
Serve for the InduftioD. tStmg and Danck 

Enter the two Boyi, one with his Jbite, the other UkiViWas. 
A Song in the Praife of Soldiers, ejpecially being vMoriout t 
Th4 Song ended, the King goes on* 

»• Song by Pallai. 

Thoj^h we contimplaie to exprefi 

ne GUny of your Happinefs^ 
That, by your fowerfal Arm, have been 

So true a P^Hor, that nirSin 
Could ever taint you with a Blame 

To l^enyour deferuei Pome* 

Or, though we contend to Jet 

Your Worth in the fuU Height, of get 

Celejtial Singers crown' d zi)ith Bays, 
With FlourifheS to drejsyour Praife i 

Tou knowyoi^r'ConqueJl; but your Story 
Lives in your triumphant Glory. , 

LaMf. Our Thanks to all, 
To the Banquet that's prepar'd to entert^ *em t 
What would my bell Honoria ? 

»« I don't thinit Magixgtr excel* in wriring Songt j there are none 
lobe found m thcfe Plays that have any Degree M Mem, and few 
^ an even intcllisiblc. M. M. 

C a ■ 
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Hon. May it pleafe 
My King, that I, who, by his Suffrage, ever 
Have had Power to command, may now entreat 
An Honour from him. 

Ladif. Why Ihould you defire 
.What IS your own ? Whatever it be, you are 
TheMiftrefsof it. 

Hob. I am happy in 
Your 6rant : My Suit, Sir, is, that your Commanders^ 
Efpecially this Stranger, may, as I 
In my Difcretion ftial! think good, receive 
What's due to their Defens. 

Ladif. What you determine 
Shall know no Alteration. 

Eub. The Soldier 
Is like to have good Ufage, when he depends 
Upon her Plea&re : Are all the Men fo oad. 
That, to give Satisfadion, we muft have 
A Woman Treafurer, Heaven help all. 

Hon. With you, Sir, 
I will begin, and, as in my Efteem 
You are moft eminent, expcfl: to have 
What's fit for me to give, and you to take ; 
The Favour in the quick Difpatch being double. 
Go fetch my Caftet, and with Speed. [£*// Acanthc. 

Euh, The Kingdom 
Is very bare of Money, when Rewards. 
IlTue from the Queen's Jewel-houfc. Give him Gold 
And Store, no Queftion the Gentleman wants it. 
Good Madam, what Ihall he dp with a Hoop Ring, 
And a Spark of Diamond in it ? Tho' you took it • 

Enter Acanthe. 

(For the greater Honour) from your Majefty's Fmgcr, 
'Twill not increafe the Value. He muft purchafe 
Rich Suits, the gay Caparifon of Courtfliip, 
Revel, and Feaft, which, the War ended, i» 
A Soldier's Glory ; and 'tis fit that Way 
Your Bounty fliould provide for him. 
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Hon. You are rude. 
And by your narrow Thoughts proportion mine. 
"What I will do now, ihall Be worth the Envy 
Of Cieopatra, Open it, fee here [Honoria defiends. 
The Lapidary's Idol.— Gold is Trafli, 
And a poor Salary fit for Grooms ; wear thefe 
As ftudded Stars in your Armour, and make the Sun 
Look dim with jealoufy of a greater Light 
Than his Beams gild the Day with : when it is 
Expos'd to View, call it Honoria s Gift, 
The Queen Honoria's Gift, that loves a Soldier ; 
And, to give Ornament and Luftre to him. 
Parts freely with her own. Yet, not to take 
From the Magnificence of the King, I will 
Difpenfe his Bounty too, but as a Page 
To wait on mine ; for other Ufes take- 
A hundred thoufand Crowns ; your Hand, dear Sir, 
And this ihall be thy Warrant. 

ITakes off the King's Signet. 

Eub, I perceive 
I was cheated in this Woman : Now ihe is 
r th' giving Vein to Soldiers, let her be proud. 
And the King doat, fo fhe go on, I care not. \_Ajide. 

Hon. This done, our Pleafure is, that all Arrears 
Be paid unto the Captains, and their Troops, 
With a large Donative to increafe then: Zeal 
■ For the Service of the Kingdom. 

Eub. Betterftill; 
Let Men of Arms be us'd thus : If they do not 
Charge defperately upon the Cannon's Mouth, 
The' the Devil roar'd, and fight like Dr^ons, hang 

me. 
Now they may drink Sack; but fmall Beer, with a Pafl** 

port 
To beg with as they travel, and no Money, 
Turns their red Blood to Butter-milk. 

Hon. Are you pleas'd. Sir, 
With what I have done ? 

Ladif. Yes, and thus confirm it 
With this Addition of mine own ; You have. Sir, 

C3 
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FiYHn our lov'd Queen rcmved fome ReoKnpaice 
For your Life hazarded in the late Adion ; 
And, that we may follow ber great Elxample 
Id chcrifhing Vakmr, without Limit afk 
What you frcxn us can wifli. 

, Ataib. If it be true. 
Dread Sr, as 'tis affinn'd, that evciy Soil, 
Where be is well, b to a valiant Man 
His natural Country ; Realbn may aflure me 
I fliould fix here, where Bleffings bej-ond Ht^, 
From you, the Spring, like Rivers ^w unto me. 
If Weidth were my Ambition, by the Queen 
I am made rich already, to the Amazement 
Of all that fee, or Ihall hereafter read 
The Story of her Bounty ; if to fpend 
The Remnant of my Life in Deeds of Arms, 
No Region is more fertile of good Knights, 
From whom my Knowledge that Way may be better'd, 
Than this your warlike Hungary ; if Favour, 
Or Grace in Court could take me, by yourGiimt, 
Far, far beyond my Merit, I may make 
In yours a free Ele&ion ; but, alas ! Sir, 
J am not mine own, but by fiiy Deftiny 
(Which I cannot refift) forc'd to prefer 
My Country's Smoke, before the glorious Fire 
With which your Bounties warm me. All I aik. Sir, 
Though I cannot be ignorant it muft relifli 
Of foul Ingratitudcj is your gracious Licence 
For my Departure. 
IMi/. Whither ? 

, Afc/i, To my own Home ; Sir, 
My own Poor homej which will at my Return 
Grow rich by your Munificence. I am here 
But a Body without a Soul ; and, till I find it 
In the Embraces of my conftant Wife, and, to fet <tf 

that Conftancy, 
In her Beauty snd matchlds EzceHencics without a Rivslf 
1 am but bftif myfelf. 

Hon. And is ibe then 
Sq cbirfl? and fMfiw you iofer ? 
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Mtth. O, Madam, 
Tho' k muft argue Weaknefs (n a rich Man, 
To fliow his Gold before an armed Thief, 
And I, in praifing of my Wife, but feed 
The Fire of LuU in others to att«mpt her ; . 
Such is my full-fail'd,Confidence in her Virtue, 
Tho' in my Abfence fhe were now befieg'd 
By a ftrong Army of lafcivious Wooers, 
(And every onemore expert in his Art, 
Than thofe that tempted challe Penelope ;) 
Tho' they rais'd Batteries by jwodigal Gifts, 
By amorous Letters, Vows made tor her Service, 
With all the Engines wanton Appetite 
Could mount to make the Fortrefs of her Honour ; 
Here, here is my Afllirance flie holds out, 

[pjei the P'Mure, 
And is impregnable. 

Hon. What's that ? 

Math, Her fair Figure. 

LaMf, As I live, an excellent Face ! 

Hon. You have feen a better. 

Ijadif, I ! ne'er, except yours ; nay, frown not, fwe^« 
eft; 
The Cyprian Queen, compar'd to you, in my 
Opinfcn, is a Negro. As you order'd, 
ni fee the Soldiers paid ; and in my Abfence 
Pray you ufe your powerful Arguments, to ftay 
This Gentleman in our Service, 

Hon. I will do 
My Part. 

Laiii/. On to the Camp. 

[^Exeunt Ladiilaus, Ferdinand, Eubulus, 
Baptifta, Captains. 

Hon. I am full of Thoughts. 
And fomething there is here I muft give Form to, 
Tho' yet an Embrion ; you, Slgniors, 
Have no Bufinefs with the Soldier, as I take it, 
You are for other Warfare ; quit the Place, 
But be within call. 

. C4 
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Ric. Employmemt, on my Life, Boy. 

Wal, If it lie in our Road, we are made for ever. 

{^Exeunt Ubaldo, Ricardo. 
Hon. You may perceive the King is no Way tainted 
With the Difeafe of Jealoufy, fince he leaves me 
Thus private with you, 

A^th. It were in him. Madam, 
A Sin unpardonable, to dlftmft fuch Purenefs, 
Tho' I were an Jdonh, 

Hon. I prefume 
He neither does, nor dares : And yet the Story 
Delivered of you by the General, 
With your heroic Courage (which finks deeply 
Into a knowing Woman's Heart) befides 
Your promifing Prefence, might beget fomc Scruple 
In a meaner Man : But more of this hereafter ; ' 

I'll take another Theme now, and conjure you 
By the Honours you have won, and by the Love 
Sacred to your dear Wife, to anfwer truly 
To what I Ihall demand. 

Math, You need not ufe 
Chaims to this Purpofe, Madam. 

Hon. Tell me then. 
Being yourfelf aiTur'd 'tis not in Man 
To fully with one Spot th' immaculate Whitenefs 
Of your Wife's Honour, if you have not fince 
The Gordian of your Love was ty'd by Marriage, 
Play'd'falfe with her ? 

Math. By the Hopes of Mercy, never. 

Hon. It may be, not frequenting the Converfe 
Of handforae Ladies, you were never tempted. 
And foyour Faith's untried yet. 

Math, Surely, Madam, 
I am no Woman Hater; I have been 
Received to the Society of the beft 
And faireft of our Climate, and have met with 
No common Entertainment, yet ne'er felt 
The leaflHeat thatW;ay. 

Hon. Strange ! and do you think ftill, , 
The Earth can ihow no Beauty that can drench 
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In Lethe all Remembrance of the Favour 
You now bear to your own ? 

J^tb. Nature mull find out 
Some other Mould to fafliion a new Creature 
Fairer than her Pandora, ere I prove 
Guilty, or in my Wiihcs or my Thoughts, 
To my Sophia. 

Hon. Sir, confider better j 
Not one in our whole Sex ? 
A^iih. I am conflant to 
My Refolution. 

Hon. But, dare you ftand 
The Oppofition, and bind yourfelf 
By Oath for the Performance ? 

Mith. My Faith elfe . 
Had but a weak Foundation. 

Hon. I take hold • 

Upon your Promife, and enjoin your Stay 
For one Month her e -• ■ 
Mtih. I am caught. 
Hon. And if I do not 
Produce a Lady in that Time that ftiall 
Make you confefs your Error, I fubmit 
Myfelf to any Penalty you fliall pleafe 
T' impofe upon me : In the mean Space, write 
To your chafte Wife, acquaint her with your Fortune ; 
The Jewels that were mine you may fend to her. 
For better Confirmation, I'll provide you 
Of trufty Meffengers : But how far diftant is Ihe ? 
Malh. A Day's hard Riding. 
Hon- There's no retiring ; 
I'll bind you to your Word. 
Math. Well, fince there is 
No Way to ihunit, I will ftand the Hazard, 
And inftantly make ready my Difpatch : 
—Till then, I'll leave your Majefty. [£a;/V Mathias. 

Hon. How I burft 
With Envy, that there lives, befides niyfelf. 
One faiT and loyal Woman ; 'twas the End 
Of my Ambition, to be recorded 
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The only Wonder of the Age ; and &aU I 

Give Way to a Competitor ? Nay more. 

To add to my Affli&on, the AfTurances 

^bat I i^ac'd in my Beauty have deceiv'd me : 

I thought one amorous Glance of mine could brmg 

All Hearts to my Subje&ion ; but this Stranger, 

Unmov'd as Rjocks, contemns me. But I cannot 

Sit down fo with my Honour : I will gain 

A double Vidtory, by working him 

To my Defire, and taint her in her tumour. 

Or lofe myfelf. I have read, that fotne Time Foifoa 

Is ufeful ; to fupplant her, I'll employ 

With any Colt, Ubaldo and Kicardoy 

Two noted Courtiers, of approved Cunning 

In all the Windings of Luft s Labyrinth j 

And in corrupting him, I will ou^ 

jWfro's Poppsea : 'If he fliut his Ears 

Againft my Syren Notes, I'll boldly fwear 

Vmii lives again ; or tliat I have found 

ATrozen Cynic, cold in fpite of all 

Allurements ; one, whom Beauty cannot move. 

Nor foftell Blandiihments entice to Love. 

[Eiut HoiK»ia. 

End of the Second AS. 



ACT in. 'SCENE I. 

Enter Hilario. 

THIN, thin Provifion ! I am dieted 
Like one fet to watch Hawks ; and to keep e 
waking. 
My croaking Guts make a perpetual 'Larum. 
Here I ftana Centinet ; and, the' I fright 
Beggars from my Lady's Gate, in Hope to have 
A greater Share, I find my Commons mend not. 
I look'dtbis Morning in my Glals, the River; 
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And there appeared a Fifli, caU'd a Poor John, 

Gut with a lenten Face in my own Likcnefs ; 

And it feem'd to fpeak, and fay, Good-morrow, Coufint' 

No Man comes this Way but has a Fling at me : 

A Chtrurgeon paffing by, aflt'd, at what Rate 

I would fell mylelf ? I anfwered. For what Ufe? 

To mak^ feid he, a living Anatomy, 

And fet thee up in our Hall, for thou art tranlparait 

Without Difl^icHi : and indeed he had Realon ; 

For I am fcour'd with this poor Porridge to nothii^. 

They fay that Hunger dwells in the Camp ; but till 

My Lord returns, or certain Tidings of him. 

He will not part with me. — ^But Sorrow's dry. 

And I muft drink howfoever. 

Enter Ubaldo, atid Ricardo, Guide. ■ 

Guide. That is her Caftle,' 
Upon my certain Knowledge, 

UhaL Oh- Horfes held out * 

To my Defire. I un afire to be at it. 

Ric. Take the Jades for thy Reward ; before I part 
hence, 
I hQpe-W) be better carried. Give me the Cabinet: 
So, leave us now. 

Guide. Good Fortune to you. Gallants. [£ri/ Guide 

Ubal, Being joint Agents -in a Defign, of Truft too. 
For the Service of the Queen and our own PleaTuF^ ' 
Let us proceed with Judgment. 

-Ric. *lf I take not 
This Fort at the firftAflault, make mean Eunuch, 
So I may have precedence. 

•Uhal. On DO Terms. 
We are both to play one Prize ; -he thafvwwfcs bdR 
rthc-fearching this Mine, fliallcany-lt 
Without Contention. 

Ric, Make you your Approaches 
Asldirefted. 

Ubal. I need, no Inftruftion ; 
] work not on your Anvil, I'll give Fire 
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With mine<)wn Linftock ; if the Powder be dank, 
The Devil rend the Touch-hole. Who have we here ? 
What Skeleton's this ? 

Ric. A Ghoft ; or the Image of Famine. 
Where doft thou dwell ? 

m. Dwell, Sir? My Dwelling is 
I' th' Highway. That goodly Houfe was once 
My Habitation ; but I am banifhed. 
And cannot be call'd Home, till News arrive 
Of the good Knight Matbias, 

Ric. If that will 
Reftore thee, thou art fafe. 

U6al. We come from him. 
With Prefents to his Lady. 

ISl. But, arc you fure 
He is in Health ? 

Ric. Never fo well : Conduct ub 
To the Lady, 

HiL Tho' a poor Snake, I will leap 
Out of my Skin for Joy. Break, Pitcher, break j 
And Wallet, late my Cupboard, I bequeath thee 
To the next Beggar ; thou red Herring, fwim 
To the Red Sea again. Methinks I am already 
Knuckle deep in the Flefli-pots; and, tho* waking, 

dream 
Of Wine and Plenty. 

Ric. What's the Myftery 
Of this ftrange PaiEon ? 

HiU My Belly, Gentlemen, 
Will not give me leave to tell you. When I have 

brought you 
To my Lady's Prefence, I amVlifenchanted. 
There you fhall know all. Follow : If I outflrip you, 
Know I run for my Belly. 

Wal, A mad Fellow. {^Exeunt. 
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S C E N TE n. 

Enter Sophia, Corifca. 

Soph. Do not again delude me* 

Corif. If I do, fend me a grazing with my Friend 
Hilario. 
I ftood, as you ccHnmanded, in the Turret 
Obferving all that pafs'd by : And even now 
I did difcetn a Pair of Cavaliers, 
For fuch their Outfide fpoke them, with their Guide, 
Difmounting from their Horfes ; they faid fomething 
To our hungry Centinel, that made him caper 
And fri& i' th' Air for Joy : And, to confirm this. 
See, Madam, they're in View. 

Enter Hilario, Ubaldo, Rlcardo; 

Hil. News from my Lord ! 
Tidings of Joy ! thefe are no Counterfeits, 
But lights indeed. Dear Madam, fign my Pardon, 
That I may feed again, and pick up my Crumbs : 
I have had a long Fall of it. 

Soph. Ear, I forgive thee. 

Hil. O comfortabie Words ! £tf/, I forgive thee f 
And, if in this I do not foon obey you. 
And ram in to the Purpofe, billet me again 
I' th' Highway. Butler and Cook be ready. 
For I enter like a Tvfant. [£«■// Hilario. 

Ul>dl. Since mine Eyes 
Were never happy in fo fweet an Objeft, 
Without Inquiry, I prefume you are 
The Lady of the Houfe, and do falute you. 

Ric. This Letter, with thefe Jewels, from your Lord, 
Warrant my Boldnefs, Madam. 

Uhal.- In being a Servant 
To fuch rare Beauty, you muft needs deferve 
ThisCourtefy from a Stranger. [To fcorifca; 

Salutes her. 
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,- Rie. You are ftill 

Before-hand with jnc. Pretty one, I defcend 
To take the Height of your Lip ; and, if I mifi 
In the Altitude, hereafter, if you pleafe, 
I will make Ufe of my Jacob's Staff. 

[Sophia havinz '* the hiierm read tht Letter^ 
and^tH'dtbeCq/ket. 
Corif. Thefc Grcntlcmen 
Have certainly had good Breeding, as it appears 
By their neat Kiffing, they hit me fb pat on the Lips 
At the firft Sight. 

Soph, Heaven, itt thy Mercy, make me 
Thy thankful Handmaid, for this boundlefs Bleffing, 
In thy Groodnefs ihower'd upon me. 

Uid. I do not like 
This fimple Devotion in her ; it is feldom 
Pradis'd among my Miihreffes. 

Ric. Or mine. 
Would they kneel to I know not who, for the Poffeffion 
Of fuch ineftimable Wealth, before 
They thank'd the Bringcrs of it ? The poor Lady 
Does want Inftruftion ; but I'll be her Tutor, 
And read her another Leflbn. 

Soph. If I have 
Shown Want of Manners, -Gentlemen, in my Slownefs 
To pay the Thanks I owe you for your Travel, 
To do my Lord and me (howe'er unworthy 
Of fuch a Benefit) this noble Favour : 
Impute it, in your Clemeocy, to the Excels ~ 
- Of Joy that overwhelm'd me.— — 
Ric. She fpeaks well. 
UIhiL Polite and courtly. 
S(^h. And howe'er it may 
Increafe th' Offence, to trouble you with more 
Demands touching my Lord, before I have 
Invited you to tafte fuch as the Coarfenefs 
Of my poor Houfe can offer ; pray you connive 
On my weak Tendemefs, tho' I intreat 
To learn from you fomething he hath, it qwy be. 
In his Letur left unmentioti'd. 
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Ric. I can only 
Give you Affurance that he is in Health, 
Grac'd by the King and Queen. 

UiaU And in the Court 
With Admiration look'd on. 

RU- You muft therefore 
Put oiF tbefe Widow's Garments, and appear 
Like to yourfelf. 

UM, And entertain all Pleafures 
Your Fortune marks out for you. 

Ric. There are other 
Particular Pnvacies, which on Occafion 
1 will deliver to' you. 

Soph. You oblige me 
To your^ervice ever, 

Rie. Good ! your Service ; mark that. 

Soph. In the mean Time, by your Acceptance make 
My ruftic Entertainment relifli of 
The Curioufnefs of the Court. 

Ul>al. Your Looks, fweet Madam, 
Cannot but make each Dilh a FeatU 

Soph. It fhall he 
Such, in the Freedom of my Will to pleafe ybu. 
ni fliew the Way : This is too great an Honour 
From fuch bi^ve Guefts, to me fo mean an Hoitefs. 

lExtmit, 

SCENE in. 

Enter Acanthe to four or five with Fizards, 

Jean. You know.y6ur Charge; give it A^on, and 
expeft 
Rewards beyond your Hopes. 

1 P^tz. If we but eye 'em. 
They are ours, I warrant you. 

2 Fix. May we notaikwhy 
We are put upon this ? 

AcM. Let that ftop your Mouth, 
And learn more Manners, Groom. Tis upon the Hour 
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In which they ufe to walk here : When you have 'em 

In your Powei;, with Violence carry them to the Place 

Whwe I appMnted : There I will expeA you. 

Be bold and careful. [_Exit Acanthe. 

EMer Mathus Md Baptifta. 

1 Viz. Thefe are they. 

2 yiz. Are you fure ? . 

1 Fiz. Am I furel am myfelf ? 

2 Fiz. Seize on hint flrongly ; if he have but Means 
To draw his Sword, 'tis ten to one we fmart for't. 
Take all Advantages. 

Mith. I cann<A guefs 
What her Intents are ; but her Carriage was 
As I but now related. 

Bi^t, YourAflurance 
In the Cooftancy of your Lady, is the Armour 
That muft defend you. Where's the Picture ? 

Math. Here, 
And no Way alter'd. 

Bi^t. If flie be not perfeft. 
There is no Tnlth in Art. 

A^ib, By this, I hope. 
She hath receiv'd my Letters. 

Bapi, Without Queftion. 
Thefe Courtiers are rank Riders, when diey are 
To vilit a handfome Lady. 

Mitb, Lend me your ear. 
One Piece of her Entertainment will require 
Your deareft Privacy, 

I Fiz. Now they ftand fair. 
Upon 'em. 

Math, Villains! 

1 Fiz. Stop their Mouths. ' We cmne not 
To try your Valours. Kill him, if he offer 
To open his Mouth. — ^Wehave you. — 'Tis in vain 
To make Refiflance. — Mount 'em, and away. 
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S C E N E IV: 

Enter ServaBti with Lights, Ladillaus, Ferdinand, £u- 
bulus. 

Ladif. 'Tis late. Go to your Reft : But do not envy 
The Happinefs I draw near to, 

Eiih. If you enjoy it 
The moderate Way, the Sport yields, I confefs, 
A pretty Titillation ; but too much oft 
Will bring you on your Knees. In my younger Days 
I was myielf a Gameller ; and I found 
By fad Experience, there is no fuch Soaker 
As a young fpongy Wife ! flie keeps a thoufand 
Iforfe Leeches in her Box, and the Thieves will fuck 

out 
Both Blood and Marrow ! I feel a Kind of Cramp 
In my Joints, when I think on't. But it may be Queens, 
And fuch a Queen as yours is,, has the Art— 

Ferd. You take Leave 
To talk, my Lord. 

Ladif. He may, fince he can do nothing. 

Eub, If you fpend this Way too much of your royal 
Stock, 
Ere long we may be Puefellows. 

Ladif. The Door fliut ! 
Knock gently ; harder. So, here cornea her Woman. 
Take on my Gown. 

Enter Acanthe. 

■il 

Jkan. My Lord, the Queen by me 
This Night defircs your pardon. 

La^f. How, Jcmthe ! 
I come by her Appointment ; 'twas her Grant^ 
The Motion was her own. 

Acan. It may be. Sir ; 
But by her Dodors Ihe is fince advis'd. 
For her Health's S^e, to forbear. 

Vol,. I. D 
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Euh. I do not like 
This phyfical Letchery ; the old downright Way 
Is worth a Thoufand of 't. 

La^i/. Prithee, Aanlbe, 
Mediate for me. 

Euh. O the Fiends of Hell ! 
Would any Man bribe his Servant, to m*kv Way 
To his own Wife ? If thia be the Court State, 
Shame fall on fuch as ufe it. 

Jran. By this" Jewel, 
This Night I dare not move her ; but KKDorrow 
1 will watch all Occafian. 

Ladif. Take this. 
To be mindful of me. • {Exit Aouitbe. 

Euh, 'Slight, I thought a King 
Might have taken up any W<MTian at the King's Pric^; 
And muft he buy his own, at a dearer Rate 
Than a Stranger m a Brothel ? 

lAidif. What is that 
You mutter. Sir ? 

Etth. No Treafon to your Hoqout : 
I'll fpeak it out, iho' it anger you': If yew pay for 
Your lawful Pleafure, in fome Kind, great Sir, 
What do you make the Queen ? Camiot you clickct 
Without a Fee? or when flie has a Suit for youro grant? 

Ferd. O hold, Sir ! 

Ladtf. Offwith his Head. 

Eui/. Do when you pleafe ; you but blow outa Tapet 
That would light your Underftandjng, and in Care of 't 
Is burnt down to the Socket. Be as you are. Sir, 
An abfolute Monarch : It did fltew more King-like 
In thofe libidinous Cafars, that compell'd 
Matrons and VirgJDs of all Ranks to bow 
Unto their rav'nous Luils ; and did admit 
Of more Excufe than I can urge for you. 
That (lave yourfelf to th' imperious Humour 
Of a proud Beauty. 

Ladif. Out of my Sight. 

Eub. I will. Sir, 
Give Way to your furious PaflEon : But wken ReafoB 
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Hath got the better of it, I much hope 

The Counfel that offaids now, will deferve 

Your royal Thanks. Tranquillity of Mind 

Stay with you, Sir. — I do begin to doubt 

There's fomething more in the Queen's Strangenefs than 

Is yet difcios'd ; and I'll 6nd it out. 

Or lofe myfelf in the Search. [£wV Eubulus. 

Ferd. Sure he is honeft, 
And from your Infancy hath truly ferv'd you : 
Let that plead for him, and impute this t^rfluieft 
To the Frowardnefs of his Age. 

Ladif. I am much troubled. 
And d6 begin to ftagger. Ferdiaanti, good Night ! 
To-morrow vifit us. Back to our own L-odgings. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Acanthe, the vizarded Servants, Mathias, Baptifta. 

Acan, You have done bravely. Lock this in that 
Room, [They carry o^Baptifta. 

There let him ruminate ; I'll anon unhood him j 
The other muft ftay here. As foon as I 
Have quit the Place, give him the Liberty 
And Ufe of his Eyes ; th; t done, difperfe yourfelves 
As privately as you can : But, on your Lives, 
No Word of what hath pals'd. [Exit Acanthe. 

1 r,z. If I do, fell 
My Tongue toa Tripe Wife. — Come, unbind his Armsi 
You are now at your ov.n Difpofure, and however 
We us'd you roughly, I hopf you will find here 
Such Entertain inent as will give you Caufe 
To thank us for the Service ; and fo we ieave you* 

[Exeunt Servants* 

H^th. If I am in a Prifon, 'tis a neat one. 
What OEdipus can refolve this Riddle ? Ha ! 
I never gave juft Caufe to any Man 
Bafelj" to plot againft my Ljfe. — But what is 
P > 
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Become of my true Friend ? for him I fuffer 
More than myfelf. 

Aan. Remove that idle Fear ; [From behind. 

He's fafe as you arc. 

Math. Whol'oe'er thou art. 
For him I thank thee. I cannot tmas^ne 
Where I fliould be : Tho' I have read the Table 
Of Errant-knighthood, ftufTd with the RelatioM 
Of magical Enthancments ; yet I am not 
So fottiihly credulous to believe the Devil 
Hath that Way Power. Ha ! Mufic ! 

Mujic ahffve. A Song of PUafure, 

'7 The hlujking Rofe and purple Flower, 
Let ^ffiv too long, are fooneji blamed. 

Dainty Fruits, though fweei, willfiur, 
Jnd rot in Ripenefs, left tmiafied. 

Yet here is one more Jweet than theje ; 

Tie moreypu tafie^ the moreJhe'UpUafe. 

Beauty, tho' inched with Ice, 

Is a Shadow chafte as rare : 
Then how much thofe Sweets entice. 

That have Iffue fill as fair ! 
Earth cannot yield from all her Ptpwers, 
One equal for Dame Venus' Bowers. 

A Song too ! Certainly be it he or flie 

That owns this Voice, it hath not been acquainted 

With much Affliilion. Whofoe'er you arc 

That do inhabit here, if you have Bodies, 

And are not mere aerial Forms, appear. 



>7 Tliii Song pud mc in Mbd of Swifi't Lore-Soog, 

C\ip\d,_^eaJ tfy parfk Piniani, ' 

Svuetly waviHg oVr tny HeaJ, &c> 

and leemi to have n little Meamng m it. if, M. 
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Eitfer Honoria, majk'd- 

And make me know your End with me. Moft flrangt ! 
What have I conjur'd up ? Sure, if this be 
A Spirit, 'tis no damn'd one ! What a' Shape's here I 
Then with what Majefty it moves ! If yunp 
Were now to keep her State among the Gods* 
And Hercules to be made again her Gueft, 
She could not put on a more glorious Habit, 
Tho' her Handmaid, Jrts, lent her various Colours, 
Or old 0«JK«J ravilh'd from the depp 
All Jewels fliipwreck'd in it. As you have 
Thus far made known yourfelf, if that your Face 
Have not toofeuch Dignity about it 
For mortal Eyes to gaze on, perfeft what 
You have begun, with Wonder and Amazement 
To my aftonifli'd Senfes. How ! the Queen ! [^Kneels. 
iShepuUsigherMaJk. 

Hon. Rife, Sir, and hear my Reafons, in Defence 
Of the Rape (for fo you may conceive) which I 
By my Inftruments made upon you. You, perhaps. 
May think what you have fufFer'd for my Lull: ■ 
Is a common Fraftice with me ; but I call 
Thofe ever-fhining Lamps, and their great Maker, 
As Witnefles of my Innocence : I ne'er look'd on 
A Man but your belt felf, on whom I ever 
(Except the King) vouchfaf 'd an Eye of Favour. 

Math. The King, indeed, and only fuch a King, 
Deferves your Rarities, Madam ; and, but he, 
Twere giant-like Ambition in any. 
In his Wiflies only, to prefume t6 tafte 
The Neftar of your Kifles ; or to feed 
His Appetite with that Ambrofia, due 
And proper to a Prince ; and, what binds more, 
A lawful Hufband. For myfelf, great Queen, 
1 am a Thing obfcure, disfurnilh'd of 
All Merit that can raife me higher than 
In my moft humble Thankfulnefs for your Bounty^ 
15 3 



D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 



J4 THEPICTURE. 

' To hazard my Life for you, and that Way 
I am moft ambitious. 

Hon. I defire no more 
Than what you promife. If tou dare ehpofc 
Your Life, as you profefs, to do me Service> 
How can it better be emplov'd than in 
Preferving mine > which only vou can do. 
And muft do with the Danger of your owti. 
A defperate Danger too ! If private Men 
Can brook no Rivals in what they affeiS, 
But to the Death purfue fuch as invade 
What Law makes tht'ir Inheritance; the Kii^ 
To whom you know 1 am dearer than his Crown, 
His Health, his Eyes, his After-hopes, with all 
His prefent Bleffings, niuft fall an that Man 
Like dreadful Lightning, that is won by Prayers, 
Threats, or Kewards, to ftain his Bed, or m^te 
His hop'd-for Iffue doubtfuL 

Muh- If you aim 
At what I more than fear you do, the Reafohj 
Which you deliver, Ihould in Judgment rather 
Detef me, than invite a Grant, with my 
Afliired ruin. . 

Hon. True, if that you were 
Of a cold Temper, one whcwn Doubt, or Fear, 
In the moft horrid Forms they could put <», ■ 
Might teach to be ingrateful. Your Denial 
To methat have deferv'd fo much, ■' is more. 
If it can have Addition.' 

Math. I know not 
What your Commands are. 

Hon. Have you fought fo well 
Among arm'd Men, yet cannot guefs what Lifts 
You are to enter, when you are in private 
With a willing Lady ? One, that to enjoy 
Your company, this Night deny'd the Ktftg 
Accefs to what's his own. If you will prefs me 
Xo fpeak in plainer Language 

)■ ^luit u, mpre than Ingratitude, M, M, 
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Math. Pray you, forbear ; 
I would I did not underftand too much 
Already. By your Words I am inftrufted 
To credit tliat, which, not confirtn'd by yoa, * 

Had bred SufptdDn in me of Untruth, 
The' an Angel had afiirm'd it. Butfuppttfe 
That, cloy'd with Happinefa (which is ever built 
On virtuous Chaftity) in the WanConnefs 
Of Apftttite, you deifire to make Trial 
Of the falfe DelightJ propoit'd by vidoo» Luft j 
Among ten thouiand, every "Wtty more able 
^nd apter to be wrought on, fiich a3 owe you 
Obedience, being your Subjects, why flioutd you 
Make Choice of me, a Stranger t 

Hon. Tho' yet R.ealbn 
Was ne'er admitted in the Court of Love, 
I'll yidd ytiXi one unanfwerable. At I ui^'d 
In our laft Conference, you have ■ 
A pretty (M^mifing Prefence ; but there art 
Many in Limbs and Feature, who may take 
That Way the Right-hand File of you ; Befides, 
Your Mflji of Youth is paft, and the Biood fpent 
By Wounds (tho' bravely taken) render you 
Difabled for Love's Service ; and that Valour 
Set off with better Fortune, which, it may be. 
Swells you above your Bounds, is not the Hook 
That hath caught me, good Sir ; I need no Champion 
With his Sword, to guard my Honour or my Beauty ; 
In both I can defend myfelf, and live 
My own PrdteAion. 

Math. If thefe Advocates, 
The beft that can plead for me, have no Power ; 
What elfe can you find in me, that may tempt you. 
With irrecoverable Lofs unto ysurfelf, 
To be a Gainer from me ? 

Hon. You have, Sir, 
A Jewel of fuch matchlefe Worth and Luftre, 
As does difdain Comparifon, and darkens 
D4 
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All that is rare in other Men ; and that 
I muft or win or leflen. 

Miib, You heap marc 
■ Amazement on me ! What am I pofleTs'd of 
That you can covet ? Make me underftand it. 
If it have a Name. 

Hon. Yes, an imagin'd one ; 
But is in Subftance aothing, being a Garment 
Worn out of Fafhion, and long fince given o'er 
By the Court and Country ; 'tis your Loyalty, 
And Conftancy to your Wife ; 'tis that I dote on. 
And does defcrve my Envy ; and that Jewel, 
Or by i^irplay or foul, I muft win from you. 

Math. Thefe are mere Contraries. If you love me. 
Madam, 
For my Conftancy, why feek you to deftroy it ? 
If my keeping it, preferves me worth your Favour, 
Or, if it be a Jewel of that Value, 
As you with labour'd Rhetoric would pcrfuade me. 
What can you flake againft it i 

Hon, A Queen's Fame, 
And eaual Honour. 

Mill. So, whoever wins,. 
Both ihall be Lofers. 

Hon. That is what I aim at. 
Yet on the Dye I lay my Youth, my Beauty, 
Thismoift Palm, this foft Lip, and thofe I^lights 
Darknefs Ihould only judge of ! Do you find *em 
Infeftious in the Trial, that you ftart 
As frighted with their Touch ? 

Math. Is it in Man 
To refill fuch ftrong Temptations ? 

Hon. Hebeg^s 
To waver, C-^^* 

Mitb. Madam, as you are gracious. 
Grant this fliort Night's Deliberation to me ; 
And, with the riling Sun, from me you ihall 
Receive fijllSarisfi^ion. 

Hon, Tho' Extremes 
H»te all Delay, I will deny you nothing ; 
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This Key will bring you to your Friend ; you are both 

fafe: 
And all Things ufeful that coutd be prepar'd 
For one I love and honour, wait upon you. 
Take Counfel of your Pillow, fuch a Fortune 
As with Affeftion's fwitteft Wings flies to you. 
Will not be often tender'd. [£«/ Honoria. 

Math. How my Blood 1 
Rebels ! I DOW could call her back — and yet 
There's fomeihing flays me : If the King had tender'd 
Such Favours to my Wife, 'tis to be doubted 
They had not been refus'd ; But, being a Man, 
I fliould not yield flift, or prove an Example 
For her Defence of Frailty. By this, fans Qjieftion, 
She's tempted too ; and here I may examine 

{Looks on the Figure. 
ame, the fame 
Pure Cryftal Rock of Chaflity ! Perifii all 
Allurements that may alter me ! The Snow 
Of her fweet Coldnefs, hath extinguiftied quite 
The Fire that but even now began to flame : 
And I, by her confirm'd. Rewards, nor Titles, 
Nor certain Death from the refufed Queen, 
Shall (hake my Faith ; fince I refolve to be 
Loyal to her, as flie is true to me. [£«'/ Mathias. 

£n/wUbaldo, Ricardo. 

Uhid, What we fpake on the Volley '9 begins to Work, 
We have laid a good Foundation. 

Ric. Build it up. 
Or elfe 'tis nothing : You have by Lot the Honour 
Of the firft Aflault ; but, as it is condition'd, 
Obferve the Time proportion'd ; I'll not part with 
My Share in the Atchievement ; when I whiftle. 
Or hem, fall off". 

"9 On the Vo11ct,-..A literal Tranflation of tht Frencb Phrafe* ir 
Vfk't, which fignifics at ran^iu, or i/Kvitfiiierauiy, M. M> 
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Enter Sophia. 

VbaU She comes. Stood hjt I'll watch 
My Opportunity. 

Soph. I find myfelf 
Strangely diftrafted with the variom Stories, 
Now well, now ill, then doubfully, by my Guefls 
Deliver'd of my Lord : "And fike poor Beggars 
That in their Dreams find Treafure, by Refleftion 
Of a wounded Fancy make it queftionable 
Whether they fleep, or not ; yet tickl'd with 
Such a fantaftick Hope of Happinefs, 
Wifli they may never wake : In fome fuch Meafure, 
Incredulous of what I fee and touch. 
As 'twere a fading Apparition, I 
Am ftijl perplex'd, and troubled ; and when moft 
Confirm'd 'tis true, a curious Jealoufy 
Tobeafllired, by what Means, atid from whom. 
Such a Mafs of Wealth was firft deferv'd, then gotten. 
Cunningly fteals into me. I have praiftis'd, 
For my certain Refolution, with thefe Courtiers ; 
Promifing private Conference to dther. 
And at this Hour, if in Search of the Truth, 
1 hear, or fay, more than becomes my Virtue, 
Forgive me, my Maihias. 

Ubal. Now I make in. 
Madam, as you commanded, I attend 
Your Plcafure, 

Soph. Imuft thank you for the Favour. 

Ubal. I am no ghoftly Father ; yet if you have 
Some Scruples, touching your Lord, you would be re- 

folv'd of, 
I am prepar'd. 

Soph. But will you take your Oath, 
To anfwer truly ? 

Ubal. On the Hem of your Smock if you pleafe, 
A Vow I dare not break, it being a Book 
I would gladly fwear on. 
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Soph. To fpare. Sir, that Trouble, 
I'll take your Worrd ; which in a Gentleman 
Should be of equal Value. Is my Lord, then. 
In liich Grace with the Queen ? 

Ubd. You fliould bcft know. 
By what you have found from him, whether he can 
Defcrve Grace or no. 

Soph. What Grace do you mean ? 

Ubai. That fpecial Grace (if you'll have it) 
He laboured fo hard ftw between a Pair of Sheeti 
On your Wedding Night, when your Ladyfliip 
Loft you know what. 

Soph, Fie, be more modeft. 
Or I muft leave you. 

Ubd. Iwouid tell a Truth 
As cleanly as I could, and yet the Subject 
Makes me run out a little. 

Soph, You would put now 
A foolifli Jealoufy in my Head, my Lord 
Hath gotten a new Miftrefs. 

tftfl/. One, a hundred : 
But under Seal I fpeak it ; I presume 
Upon your Silence, it being for your Profit; 
They talk of Hercules' Back for fifty in a Night, •• 
'Twas well ; but yet to yours he wa3 a Pidler : 
Such a Soldier, and a Courtier never came 
to Aula regalis, the Ladies run mad for him. 
And there is fuch Contention among 'em 
Who Ihall engrofs him wholly, that the like 
Was never heard of. 

tf "" Thry tali tf/HerculCa' Back far ffty in a N!ghl^ 
Twai •well, &C, 

Thii Freedom of Lan^age, I am afraid, will be apt to dHpleare 
inaay of Maffingtr'i KemIcts; wtio, perhxpe, will think that fuch 
Scenes had better have been quite omitted ; But as that wouW not 
be confifieiic tvith my Plan, I Ihall urge in Defence, ihac it teat the 
Vice of the Age he lived in ; and tliat MajSnger was, perhaps, obli- 
ged more from Noceffity than Inclination, to comply with the Tafte 
of hit Audience, in order to fecure his Pieces a farourable Rece^ 
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Soph- Are they iiandibme Women ? 

Ubal. Fie, no, coarfe Mammets, and what's worfe, 
they are old too. 
Some fifty, fome threefcore, and they pay dear for't, 
Believii^, that he carriesa powder in his Breeches 
Will make *em young again; and thefe fuck flirewdly. 

Ric. Sir, I muft fetch you off. [^^FhifiUi, 

Ubal. I could tell you Wonders 
Of the Cures he has done, but a Bufinefs of Import 
Calls me away, but, that difpatch'd, I will 
Be with you prefently. ^Hejieps afide. 

Sopk, There is fomething more 
In this than bare Sufpicion. 

Ric, Save you. Lady : ' 
Now you look like yourfelf ! I have not look'd on 
A Lady more compleat, yet have feen a Madam 
Wear a Garment of this Fafliion, of the fame Stuff too. 
One juft of your Dimenfions j lat the wind there. Boy ? 

S(^h. What Lady, Sir? 

Ric. Nay, nothing; and methinks 
X ftiould know this Ruby : Very good ; 'ds the fame. 
*rhis Chain of orient Pearl, and this Diamond toO, 
Have been worn before ; but much Good may they do 

you ; 
Strengtii to the Gentleman's Back, he toil'd hard fot 'em 
Before he got 'em. . 

Soph. Why? How were they gotten? [Ubaldo Af»M. 

Ric. Not in the Field with his Sword, upon my Life, 
He may thank his clofe Stillet too. Plague upon it ; 
Run the Minutes, fo faft ? Pray excufe my Manners ; 
I left a Letter in my Chamber Window, 
Which I would not have feen on any Terms ; Fie on it. 
Forgetful as I am ; but I'll llraight attend you. 

[Ricardo/f^i etfi^. 

Soph. This is ftrange ; his Letters faid thefe Jewels 
were 
Prefented him by the Queen, as a Reward 
For his good Service, and the Trunks of Clothes 
That followed them this laft Night, with Hafte made up 
By his Direftion. 
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Enter Ubaldo. 

Ubal. I was telling you 
Of Wonders, Madam. 

Soph. If you arf fo ikilful. 
Without Premeditation anfwer me. 
Know you this Gown, and thcfe rich Jewels ? 

Ul>al. Heaven ! 
How Things will come out ! But that I Ifaould offend 

you. 
And wrong my more than noble Friend, 
Your Huiband, (for we are fworn Brothers) in the DiC- 

covery 
Of his neareft Secrets, I could 

Soph. By the Hope of Favour 
That you have from me, out with it. 

Ubal. Ti's a potent Spell, 
I cannot refift ; why I will tell you. Madam, 
And to how maoy feveral Women you are 
Beholding for your Bravery. — This was 
The Wedding Gown of Paulina, a rich Strumpet, 
Worn but a Day, when flie married old Gonzage, 
And left off trading. 

Soph. O my Heart ! 

Vhal, This Chain 
Of Pearl was a great Widow's that invited 
Your Lord to a Mafque, and the Weather proving foul. 
He lodg'd in her Houfe all Night, and merry they were ; 
But how he came by it I know not. 

Soph. Perjur'd Man ! 

Ulal, This Ring was JuUetla'^ ; a fine Piece, 
But very good at the Sport. This Diamond 
Was Madam Aantke\ given him for a Song 
Prick'd in a private Arbour, as Ihe faid, 
(When the Queen aflt'd for it,) and flie heard him fing 

too. 
And danc'd to his Hornpipe, or there are Liars abroad. 
There are other Toys about you 
The fame Way purchafs'd ; but parallell'd 
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With thefe, not worth the Relation. 

You are happy in a Hufbaod ; never Man 

Made better Ufe of his Strength ; would you have him 

wafte 
His Body away for nothing? If he holds out. 
There's not an embroidered Petticoat in the Court 
But ihall be at your Service. . 

Soph. I commend him : 
It is a thriving Trade ; but pray you leave me 
A little to myfelf. 

Uhd, You may command 
Your Servant, Madam, ^e'( ftung unto the Qijick, Lad 

Ric. I did my Part ; if this work not, hang mc ; 
Let her fleep as well as Ihe can to-night, to>morrow 
We'll -mount new Batteries. 

Vbal. And till then leave her. 

{^Exeunt Ubaldo, Ricardo. 

Soph. You Powers, thaf take into j'our Care the Gutrd 
Of Innocence, aid mc ; for I am a Crc&ture 
So forfeited to Dcfpair, Hope cannot fancy 
A Ranlbm to redeem me ; I begin 
To waver in my Faith, and make it doubtful. 
Whether the Saints that were canoniz'd for 
Their Holinefs of Life, fin'd not in fecrct. 
Since my Mathias is fall'n from his Virtue 
In fuch an open Falhion. Could it be elfe. 
That fuch a Hufband, fo devoted to me. 
So vow'd to Temperance ; for lafcivious HJrc, 
Should proltitnte hinielf to common Harlots, 
Old and deform 'd too \ Was it for this he left me ! . 
And on a feign'd Pretence for want of Means 
To give mc Ornament ? Or to bring Home 
Difeafes to me ? Suppofe thefe are talfe- 
And luftful Goats, if lie were true and right, 
Why ftays he fo long from me, being made rich. 
And that the only Reafon why he left me ? 
No, he is loft ; and (hall I wear the Spoils, 
And Salaries of Luft ? They cleave unto me 
Like Nejfus' poifon'd Shirt. No, in my Rage 
I'll tear 'em ofl'i and from ray Body wafli 
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The Venom with my Tears. Have I no Spleeiij 
Nor Anger of a. Woman ? Shall he build 
Upon my Ruins, and I, «nreveng'd. 
Deplore his Falfehood } No, with the fame Trafh 
For which he had diflionour'd me, I'll purchafe 
A juft Revenge. I am not yet fo much 
In Debt to Years, nor fo misibap'd, that all 
Should fly from my Embraces. Chaftity, 
Thou only art a Name, and I renounce thee; 
I'm now a Servant to Voluptuoufncfs ; 
Wantons of all Degrees and Fafliions, welcome ; 
You fliall be enteitain'd ; and, if I ftray. 
Let him condenm himfelf that led the Way. [EriV. 

Bid of the Third M. 



ACT IV, SCENE I, 
Enter Mathias and Baptifta. 

ifiip/. "TTTE are in a defperate Strait; there's no 

YV Evafion, 
Nor Hope left to come off, but by your yielding 
To the Ncceflity ; you rauft feign a Grant 
To her violent Paffion, or 

Mtth. What, my BaptijtM ? 

Bapt. We are but dead elfe. 

Math. Were the Sword now heav*d up. 
And my neck upon the Block, I would not buy 
An Hour's Reprieve with the Lofs of Faith and Virtuo 
To be made immortal here. Art thou a Scholar, 
Nay, almoftwithout'a Parallel, and yet fear 
To die, which is inevitable ? You may urge 
The many Years that, by the Courfc of Nature, 
We may travel in this tedious Pilgrimage, 
And hold it as a Blefling, as it is. 
When Innocence is our Guide ; y-et know, Baptifta, 
Our Virtues are preferr'd before our Years, 
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By the great Judge. To die untainted in 

Out Fame and Reputation is the greateft; 

And to lofe that, can we defire to live t 

Or fhall I'> for a momentary Pleafure, 

Which foon comes to a Period, to all Times 

Have breach of Faith and Perjury, remembered 

In a ftill living Epitaph ? No, Bapttfta, • 

Since my Sophia will go to her Grave, 

Unfpotted in her Faith, I'll follow her 

With equal Loyalty ; but took on this. 

Your own CTcat Work, your Mafter-piece, and then. 

She being mil the fame, teach me to alter. 

Ha ! fure I do not fleep ! or, if I dream, 

. [pie PiSiitre altered. 

This is a terrible Vilion ! I will clear 
My Eyefight ; perhaps melancholy makes me 
See that which is not. 

Bt^t. It is too apparent. 
Igrieve to look upon't ; be6des the yellow. 
That doc* aflure me's tempted, there are Lines 
Of a darkColour, that difperfe themfelves 
0*cr every Miniature of her Face, and thofc 
Confirm 

Mjth. She is tum'd whore. 

Bti^t. I muft not fay (o. 
Yet, as a Friend to Truth, if you will have mc 
Interpret it, in her Confent and Wiihes 
She's falle, but not in Faft yet. * 

Mith. Faft! Baptifta? 
Make not yourfelf a Pander to her Loofenefe, 
In labouring to palliate what a Vizard 
Of Impudence cannot cover. Did e'er Woman 
In her Will decline from Chaftity, but found Means 
To give her hot Luft full Scope ? It is more 
Impoflible in Nature for grofs Bodies, 
Defcending of themfelves, to hang in the Air, 
Or with my fingle "Arm to underprop 
A falling Tower ; nay, in its violent Courfe 
To flop the Lightning, than to ftay a Woman 
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Hurried by two Furies, Lull and Falfehood, 
Ih her full Career to Wickednefs. 

Bapt. Pray you, temper 
The Violence of your PalSon. 

Math. In Extremes _■ 

Of this Condition, can it be in Man 
Toufe a Moderation? I am thrown 
From a fteep Rock headlong into a Gulph 
Of Milcry, and find myfelf paft Hope, 
In the fame Moment that I apprehend 
That I am falling, ^nd this, the Figure of 
My Idol, few Hours fince, while flie continued 
In her Perfeftion, that was late a Mirror, 
In which I faw miraculi&us Shapes of Duty, 
5:aid Manners, with all Excellency a Hulbaad 
Could wifli in a chafte Wife, is on the fudden 
Tum'd. to a magical Glafs, and docs prefent 
Nothing but Horns and Horror. 

■Bapt. You may yet 
(And 'tis the bell Foundation,) buildup Comfort 
On your own Goodnefs. 

Math, No, that hath undoqe me; 
For now I hold my Temperance a Sin - 
Worfc than Excefs, and what was Vice a Virtue* 
Have I refus'd a Queen, and fuch a Queen 
(Whofe ravifhing Beauties at the firft Sight had tempted 
A Hermit from his Beads, and chang'd his Ptayers 
To amorous Sonnets,) to preferve my Faith 
Inviolate to thee^ with the Hazard of 
My Death with Torture, fince Ihe could inili£t 
No lefs for my Contempt, and have I met 
Such a Return from thee ? I will not curfe thee, 
Nor for thy Falfehood rail againft the Sex ;' 
*Tis poor, and common ; I'll only with wife Men 
Whifper unto myfelf, howe'er they feem ; 
Nor prefent, nor paft Times, nor the Age to come, 
Hath heretofore, can now, oreverlhall 
Produce one conftant Woman. 

Vol. I. E 
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Bdpt' This is more 
Than the Saryrifts wrote againft 'em. 

Ahib. There's no Language 
That can exprefs the Poifon of thefe Afpicks, 
Thefe weeping Crocodiles, and all too little 
That hath been faid againft 'em. But 111 mould 
My Thoughts into another Form, and, if 
She can outlive the Report of what I have done. 
This Hand, when next {he comes within my Reach, 
Shall be her Executioner. 

Eater Honoria. 

Bapt. The Queen, Sir. 

Hon, Wait our Command at HKflancej Sir, you too 
have 
free Liberty to depart. 

Bapt. I know my Manners, 
And thank you for the Favour. [£«V Baprifia. 

Hon. Have you taken 
Good Reft in your new Lodgings ? I CJtiied now , 
Your refolute Anfwer; but advife maturely 
Before I hear it. 

, Miih. Let my Aftions, Madam, 
For no Words can dilate my Joy, in all 
You Cah command, with Chearfulnefs to ferve you,. 
AfliiFC your Highnefs ; and in Sign of my 
Submiffion, and Contrition for my Error, 
My Lips, thatbutthelaft Night ihunn'd theToudl ■ 
Of yours as Poifon, taught Humility now. 
Thus on your Foot, and that too great an Honour 
For fuch an Undeferver, fcal my Duty. 
A cloudy Mift of Ignorance, equal to 
Cimmerian Darknefs, would not let me fee then. 
What now with Adoration and Wonder,, 
With Reverence I look up to : Bur thofe Fog» 
Difpers'd and fcatttr'd by the powerful Beams 
With which yourfelf, the Sun of all Perfeiftion, 
Vouchfafe to cure my Blindnefs, like a Suppliant 
As low as I can kneel, I humbly beg 
What you once plcaj'd to tender. 
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Hon. This is njore 
Than I could hope ; what find you To attraftive 
Upon my Face, in fo fiiort Time to make 
This fudden Metamorphoiis ? Pray you, rife ; 
I, for your late Neglcft, thus fign your Pardon. 
Aye, now you kifs like a Lover, and notai Brother* 
Coldly falute their Sifleis. 

Miib. I am turn'd 
All Spirit and Fire. 

Hoa. Yet, to give forae Allay 
To this hot Fervour, 'twere good to remember 
The King, whofe Eyes and Ears are every where. 
With the Danger too that follows, this difcover'd. 

Malb, Danger ! A Bugbear, Madam ; let me ride once 
Like Phaeton in the Chariot of your Favour, 
And I contemn J(rJ€\ Thunder : Tho' the King 
In our Embraces flood a Ix)oker on, 
' His Hangmea too, with Ihidied Cruelty, ready 
To drag me from your Arms, it Ihould not fright mc 
From tEe enjoying that, a Jir^le Life is 
Too poor a Price for : O, that now all Vigour 
Ofmy Youth were recollected fiar an Hour, 
That my Defire might meet with yours, and dravf 
The EnTy of all Men in the Encounter 
Upon my Head I I fhould — but welofe Time; 
Be gracious, mighty Qjjeeo. 

Hon. Paufe yet a little : 
The Bounties of the King, and, what weighs more, 
Your boafted Conftancy to your malchlefs Wife, 
Should not foon be fliaken. 

Math. The whole Fabric, 
When I but look on you, is in a Moment 
O'erturn'd and ruin'd, and, as Rivers lofe 
Tfeeir Names, when they are fwallow'd by the Ocean, 
In you alone all Faculties of my Soul 
Are wholly taken up, my Wife and Kiog 
At the beft as ThiPj^ forgotten. 

Hon. Can this be ? 
I bavegwn'd mv End now. r4^4r. 

" ■ E 2- ■ 
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Ji&th- Wherefore flay you. Madam ? 

Hon. In my Confideration, what a Nothing 
Man's Conllancy is! 

Miib. Your Beauties make it fo 
In mc, fweet Lady. 

Hon. And it is my Glory : 
I could be coy now as you were, but I 
Am of a gentler Temper ; howfoever. 
And in a juft Return of what I have fufFer'd 
In your Difdain, with the fame Meafurc grant me 
Equal Deliberation : I ere long 
Will vlfit )'ou again, and when I next 
Appear, as conquer'd by it. Slave-like, wait 
On my triumphant Beauty. t^'' Honoria. 

Math. What a Change - 
Is herebeyondmy Fear ! but by thy Falfehood, 
Sophia^ not her Beauty, is itdeny'd me 
To fin but in my Wilhes. What a Frown 
In Scorn, at her Departure, flie threw on me ? 
I atn both Ways loft ; Storms of Contempt and Scorn 
Are ready to break on me, and all Hope 
Of Shelter doubrful : I caft neither be 
Difloyal, nor yet honeft ; I ftand guilty 
On either-Part ; at the worft. Death will end all, 
AndJie muft be my Judge to right my Wrong,. 
Since I have lov'd too much, and Uv'd too long, 

[Exit Mathias. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Sophia /oii, with a Book and a Nate. 

- Soph. Nor Cuftom nor Example, nor vaft Numbers 
Of luch as do offend, make lefs the Sin. 
For each particular Crime a drift Account 
Will be exsfted ; and that Com&rt which 
The Damn'd pretend, (Fellows in Mifery) . 
Takes nothing from their Torments ; every one 
Muit fuffer in himfelf the Meafure of 
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His Wickednefs. If fo, as I muft grant. 
It being unrefutable in Reafon, 
Howe'er my Lord oflend, it is no Warrant 
For me to walk in his forbidden Paths : 
What Penance then can expiate my Guilt 
For my Confent (tranfported then with Paffion) 
To Wantonnefs ? The Wounds I give my Fame 
' Cannot recover his ; and, though I have fed 
Thefe Courtiers with Promifes and Hones, 
I am yet in Faft untainted ; and I truft 
My Sorrow for it, with my Purity 
And Love to Goodnefs for itfelf, made powerful, 
Tho' all they have alleged prove true or falfe. 
Will be fuch Exorcifms as Ihall command 
This Fury, Jealoufy, from me. What I have 
Determin'd touching them, 1 am refolv'd 
To put in Execution, Within there ! 
Where are my noble Guefts ? 

£»/«- Hilario, Corifca, with other Servants. 

Hil. The elder, Madam, 
Is drinking by himfelf to your Ladyfliip's Health 
In Mufkadine and Eggs ; and, for a Rafher 
To draw his Liquor down, he hath got a Pye 
Of Marrow-bones, Potatoes and Eringos, 
With many fuch Ingrcdientsi and 'tis faid 
He hath fent his Man in Poll to the next Town, 
For a Pound of Ambergrife, and half a Peck 
Of Fiflies call'd Cantharides. 

Corif. The younger 
Prunes up himfelf, as if this Night he were 
To aft a Bridegroom's Part ; but to what Pyrpofc, 
I am Ignorance itfelf. 

Soph. Continue fo. 
Let thofe Lot^ngs be prepar'd as this directs you, 

[Gives a Taper . 
And fail not in a Clrcumftance, as you 
Rcfpeft my Favour. 

E3 
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I SerVi We have our Inftruftions. 

i Serv, And pundually will follow *cm. 

lExemt Servanli. 

Enter Ubaldo. 

Htl. Madam, here comes . 

The Lord Ubaldo. 

UOd. Pretty one, there's Gold 
To buy thee a new Gown ; and there's for thcc : 
Grow fat, and fit for Service, I am now. 
As I flibuld be, at the Hcighr, and able to 
Beget a Giant. O my better Angel, 
In this you fliew your \Vifdom, when you pay 
The Letcher in his own Coin ; fti'all you fit puling. 
Like a patient Grizzle, and be laugh'd at ? No, 
This is a fair Revenge, fliall we to it ? 
Soph. To what. Sir ? 
Ubal. The Sport you promis'd. 
Soph. Could it be done with Safety ? 
Uhal. I warrant you ! I am found as a Bell, a tough 
, Old Blade, and Steel to the Back, as you ihali find mc 
In the Trial on your Anvil. 
Soph, So; but how, Sir,- 
Shall I fatisfy your Friend, to whom, by Promife, 
I am equally engag'd ? 
Uhal. I muft confcfs. 
The more the merrier ; but, of all Men living. 
Take Heed of him ; you may fafer run upon 
The Mouth of a Cannon when it is unladmg. 
And come oflT colder. 
Sopk. How ! is he not wholefome ? 
Ulal. Wholefome! I'll tell you for your Good; he is 
A Spital of Difeafes, and indeed 
More loathforae and infe<a:ious ; the Tub is 
His weekly Bath : He hath not drank this fcven Yean, 
Before he came to your Houfe, but Compofitions 
Of Saflafras and Guaicum, and dry Mutton's 
His daily Portion j name what Scratch ftjever 
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Can be got by Women, and the Surgeons will relblve 

you. 
At this Time or at that, Rtcardo had it. 

Soph. Blcfs me from him. 

Ubd. 'Tis a good Prayer, Lady. 
It being a Degree unto the Pox 
Only to mcnuon him j if my Tongue bum not, hang 

me. 
When I but name Rtcardo* 

S(^b. Sir> this Caution 
Wuit be rewarded. 

XJbal. I hope I have marr'd his Market. 
But when ? 

Soph. Why, prefently ; follow my Woman, 
She knows where to condufl: you, and will fervc 
To-night for 2 Page. Let the Waiftcoat I appointed. 
With the Cambrick Shirt perfum'd, and the nch Cap, 
Be brought into his Chamber. 

Uhal. Excellent Lady ! 
And a Caudle too in the Mormng. 

Corif. I will fit you. [Exeunt Ubaldo and Corifca* 

EnUr Ricardo. 

S(fh. So hot on the Scent I Here comet the other 
Beagle. 

Rk. Take Purfe and all. 

Hil. If this Company would come often, 
1 rtiould make a pretty Term on't. 

Soph. For your Sake 
I have put him oif ; he only begg'd a Kifs ; 
I gave it, and fo parted.* 

Rk. I hope better. 
He did not touch your Lip ? 

Soph. Yes, I aflure you. 
There was no Danger in it ? 

Rk. No ! eat prefently 
Thefe Lozenges, of forty Crowns an Ounce, 
Or you are undone. 

&^h» What is the Virtue of 'em > 
E4 
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R'lC. They are Prefervatives ag^nft ftinking Brcatb, 
Rifing from rotten Lungs. . 

Sopfj-. If fo, your Carriage 
Of fuch dear Antidotes, in my Opmlon, 
May render yours fufpei^edi 

Ric. Fie, no, I ufe 'em 
Wlicn I talk with him, I fliould be poifon'd elfe. 
But I'll be free with you. He was once a Creature 
It may be of God's making, but lone fince 
He is turn'd to a Dru^ift^ Shop ; tne Spring and Fall 
Hold all the Year with him ; that he lives, he owes 
To Art, not Nature ; ihe has giv'n him o'er. 
He moves, like the Fairy King, on Screws and Wheels 
Made by his Dodor's Recipes, and yet ftill 
They are out of Joint, and every Day repairing : 
He has a Remment of Whores he keeps 
At his own Charge in a Lazar-houfe : But the beft is, . 
There's mjt a Nofe among 'em. He's acqusunted 
With the Green Water ; and the Spitting Pill's 
Familiar to him. In a frofly Morning 
You may thruft him in a Potlie-pot, his Bones 
Rattle in his Skin, like Beans tofs'd in a Bladder. 
If he but hear a Coach, the Fomentation, 
The FriSion with Fumigation cannot fave him 
From the Chin-evil. In a Word, he is 
Not one Difeafe, but all : Yet, being my Friend, 
I will forbear his Charafter ; for I would not 
Wrong him in your Opinion. 

Soph. The beft is. 
The Virtues you beftow on him to me. 
Are Myfteries I know not : But, however, 
I am at your Service. Sirrah, let it be your Care 
T' unclothe the Gentleman, and with Speed : Delay 
Takes from Delight, 

Ric. Good, there's my Hat, Sword, Cloak ■ 
A Vengeance on thefe Buttons ; off with my Doublet, 
I dareihow my Skin, in the Touch you will like it better; 
Prithee cut my Codpiece-point, and for this Service, 
When I leave them off, they are thine. 
JTff. J take your Word, Sir. 
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Rk. Dear Lady, ftay not long. 

&iph. I may come too fooD, Sir. 

Ric. No, no, I am ready now. 

ISl. This inhc Way, Sir. 

[^Exemt Hilario and Kicardob 

Soph. Iwas much to blame to credit their RepottB 
Touching my Lord, that fo traduce each other. 
And with fuch virulent Malice, tho' I prefume 
"Hiey are bad enough ; but I have fiudied for 'em 
A Way for their Recovery. 

[Tbe Noife of clapping a Door^ Ubaldo j^»w 
ia his Shirt. 

UbaL What doft thou mean, Wench ? 
Why doft thou Ihut the Door upon me ? Ha I 
My Clothes are ta'en away too ! fliall I ftarve here ? 
Is this my Lodging ? I am fure the Lady talk'd of 
A rich Cap, a perfum'd Shirt, and a Waiftojat ; 
But here is npthing but 2 little freih Straw, 
A Petticoat for a Coverlet, and that torn too ; 
And an old Woman's Biggen for a Night-cap. 

Enter Corifca to Sophia. 

'Slight, 'tis a Prifon, or a Pig-ftye. Ha I 

The Windows grated with Iron, I cannot force 'em/ 

And, if I leap down here, I break my Neck ; 

I am betray'd. Rogues ! Villains ! let me out ; 

I am a Lord, and that's no common Title, 

And fhall I be us'd thus ? 

Soph. Let him rave, he's fail ; 
I'll parley with him at Leifure. 

Ricardo entmng with a great Noife below, asfalUn* 

Ric. Zoons, have you Trap-doors ? 
S(^h. The other Bird's i' th' Cage too, let him flutter. 
Ric. Whither am I fall'n ? Into Hell ! ■ 
Wal. Who makes that Noife there ? 
Help me, if thou art a Friend* 



'D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 



^4 THE PICTURE. 

Ric. A Friend ! I am wheic 
Icannot hcip myfclf ; let me fee thy Face. 

Ui^iil. HoWy Rkardo J prithee, throw me 
Thy Cloak, if thou canil, to cover me, I am almoft 
Frozen to Death. 

Jtic. My Cloak ! I han^e no Breeches ; 
I am in my Shirt, as thou art ; and here's notbit^ 
For myfelf but a Clown's call-off Suit. 

U^al. We are both undone. 
Frithee, roar a. little — Madam I 

Enter Hilario m RicardoV Suif, 

Rlc. Lady of the Honfe ! 

Vbal. Grooms of the Chamber * 

Rk. Gentlewomen ! Milkmaids ! 

Vbal, Shall we be murder'd ? 

S<^h, No, but foundly punifli'd. 
To your Deferts. 

Rk. You are, not in earneft. Madam ? 

Soph. Judge as )ou find, and feel it; and nowbeaJT' 
What I irrevocably purpofe to you. 
Being receiv'd as Guefts into my Houfe, 
And withiU it afforded entertain'J, 
You have forgot all hofpitable Duties, 
And with the Defamation of my Lord, 
Wrought on my Woman-weaknefs, in Revei^ 
Of his Injuries, as you fafliion'd 'em to me. 
To yield my Honour to your lawlefs Luft. 

Hil. Mark that, poor Fellows. 

Soph. And fo far you have 
Tranfgrefs'd againft the Dignity of Men, 
Who Ihould, bound to it by Virtue, ftill defend 
Chafte Ladies' Honours, that it was your Trade 
To make 'em infamous : But you are caught 
In your own Toils, like luftftil Beafts, and thcrefiwt 
Hope not to find the Ufage of Men ifrom me ; 
Such Mercy you have forteited, and Jhall fuffer 
Like the moft ilavifli Women. 
IJbal. How will you ufe us ? 
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Soph. Eafe and Excefs in Feeding made yoo wanton j 
A Pieurify of ill Blood you muft let out. 
By Labour, and fpare Diet, " that Way got too. 
Or perifti with Hunger. — Reach him up that Diftaff 
With the Flax upon it, rho' noOmphale, 
Nor you a fecond Hercuks, as I take it ; 
As you fpin well at my Command, and pleafe rae, 
, Your Wages, in the coarfeft Bread and Water, 
Shall be proportionable. 
^ XJbd. 1 wiUftarvefirft. 

Soph. Thai's as you pleafe. 

M.ic. What will become of me now ? 

S<^h. You ihall have gentler Work i I have oft ob- 
ferv'd 
You were proud to llicw the Fiaenefs of your Hands, 
And foftnefs of your Fingers ; you fhould reel well 
What he fpins, if you give your Mind to it, as I'll fort*' 

you. 
Deliver him his Materials. Now you know 
Your Penance, fall to work. Hunger will teach you-; ' 
And fo, as Staves to your Luft, not me, I'll leave you. 
[^Exeunt Sophia and Servants; 

XJbaL I fliall fpin a fine Thread out now. 

Rk. I cannot look 
On thefe Devices, but they put me in Mind 
Qf Rope-makers. 

m- Fellow, think of thy Taft, 
, Forget fuch Vanities, my Livery there 
Will ferve thee to work in. 

Ric. Let me have my Clothes yet ; 
I was bountiful to thee. 

Hil. They are part your Wearing, 
And mine, by Promife, as all thefe can witnefs ; 
You have no Holidays coming, nor will I work 
Wtile thefe and this lafts ; and fo when you ple*fe 
You may ihut up your Shop Windows. 

[Ejcit Hilario 



1 That », by Labour. M. M. 
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UbaL I am faint. 
And muft lie down. 

Rjc. I am hungry too, and cold • 

curfed Women, 

TJbalt This comes of our Whoring. 
But let us reft as well as we can to-night. 
But not o'er-flecp ourfclves, left we faft to-morrow. 

\l'b^ draw the Curtainj. 

SCENE IIL 

^ter L/adiilaus, Honoria, Eubulus, Ferdinand, Acai;^ 
the, Aitendants* 

Hon, Now you know al!. Sir, with the Motives whf 

1 forc'd him to my Lodging. 

La£/. I defire 
No more fuch Trials, Lady. 

ffoH. I prefume. Sir, 
You do not doubt my Chaftity. 

Ladif, I would not ; , 

But thcfc are ftrangc Inducements. 

Eui>. By no Means, Sir. 
Why, the he were with Violence feiz'd upon. 
And ftill detain'd ; the Man, Sir, being no Soldier, 
Nor us'd to charge his Pike, when the Breach is opcny 
There was no Danger in't : You muft conceive. Sir, 
Being religious, ihe chofe him for a Chaplain 
To read old Homilies to her in the Dark ; 
She's bound to it by her Canons. 

Ladif. Still tormented 
With thy Impertinence ? 

Hon. By yourfelf, dear Sir, 
I was ambitious only to overthrow 
His boafted Conftancy in his Confent, 
But for Faft I contemn him ; I was never 
Unchafte in Thought ; I laboured to give Proof 
What Power dwells in this Beauty you admire fo ; 
And, when you fee how foon it hath transfbrm'd him, 
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And with what Superftttion he adores it. 
Determine as you pleafe. 

Lalif. I will look on 
This Pageant; but 

Hon. When y6u have feen and heard. Sir, 
The Paflages which I mjdelf difcover'd, 
And could have kept conceal'd, had I meant bafely. 
Judge as you pleafe. 

Ladlf Well, I'll obferve the Iffue. 

Kuh. How had you took this, General, in your Wife ? 

Ferd, As a ftrange Curiofity j but Queens 
Are privilcg'd above Subjects, and 'tis fit. Sir. 

S C E N E IV. 
"Enter Mathias and Baptifta. 

Bapt. You are much alter'd, Sir, fince the laft Night 
When the Queen left you, and look chearfully, : . 
Your Dulnefs^ quite blown over. '* ' 

Mith. I have feen a Vifion, - ^■ 

This Morning makes it good, and never was 
In fuch Security as at this Inftant, 
Fall what can fall : And when the Queen appears^ 
Whofe fhorteft Abfence now is tedious to me, 
Obferve th' Encounter. 

. JE»/«" Honoria to Mathias. (Ladiflaus, Eubulus, Fer- 
dinand, Acanthe, with others eater above^ 

Bapt. She already is 
Enter'd the Lifts. 

Afytb. And I prepar'd to meet her. 

Bapt. I know my Duty. 

Hon. Not fo, you may ftay now 
A5 a Witnefs of our Contraft. 

Bapt. I obey 
la all Things, Madam. ' \ 
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Hon. Where's that Reverence, 
Or rather fuperftitious Adoration, 
Which, Captive-like, to ray triumphant Beauty 
You paid laft Night ? No humble Knee ? aor Sig^ • 
Of vaflal Dutjr > Sure this » the Foot 
To whofe proud Cover, and then happy in it. 
Your Lips were g^u'd ; and that the Neck then ofier'd 
To witnefs your SubjeiUon to be trod aa : 
Your certain Lofs of Life in the King's Atigor 
Was then too mean a Price to buy my Favour ; 
And that falle Glow>wonn Fire of Conftancy 
To your Wife, exringuifh'd by a greater Light 
Shot from our Eyes ; and that, it may be, (being 
Too glorious to be look'd on) hath depriv'd you 
Of Speech and Motion : But I will take off 
A little from the Splendor, and defcend 
From my own Height, and ia your Lownefs hear yon 
Plead' as a Suppliant. 

Miih. I do remember 
I once faw fuch a Woman. 

Hon. How I 

Mdth. And then 
She did appear a moft magnificent Queen; 
And what's more, virtuous, tho' fomewhat daiken'd 
With Pride and Self-opinion. 

Eub. Call you this Courtfhip ? . 

Mith. And flie was happy in a royal Hufband, 
Whom Envy could not tax, unlefs it were 
For his too mijch Indulgence of her Humours. 

Eub, Pray you, Sir, obferve that Touch, 'tis to the 
Purpofe ; 
I like the Play the better for't. 

Math. And fhe liv'd 
Worthy her Birth and Fortune ; you retain yet 
Some Part of her angelical Form; but when 
Envy to the Beauty of another Woman 
Inferior to hers, (one Ihe never 
Had feen, but in her Pifture) had difpers'd 
Infe<3:ioa thrp' her Veins, and Loyalty 
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SVblch a great Queen as Hic was, <hould have ooun&'d) 
rew odious to her 

Hon, I am Tbunderftruck. 

J\^th. And Luft, in ail tbe Bravery it could borrov 
From Majefty, howe'er difguis'd, had took 
Sure Footing in tbe Kingdom of her Heart, 
(Once the Throne of Chaftitj^,) bow in a Morheni 
All that was gracious, great, and glorious in her, 
And won upon all Hearts t like feemiog Sbad&w^ 
Wanting true Subftance, vaniih'd. 

Hon. How his Reafons 
Work on my Soul ! 

Math. Retire into yonrfclf. 
¥our own Strengths, Madam, ftrongljr mann'd mtli 

VirfUe; 
And be but as you were, and there's no Office 
So bafe^ beneath the Slavery that Meu 
ImpoTe on Beafti, but I will gladly bow to. 
But as you play and juggle with a Stranger, 
Varying your Shapes like Tbetisy tho' the Bcautict ,' 
Of all that are by Poets' Raptures painted 
Were now in you nnited, you fliould pali 
Pitied by me perhaps, but not regarded, 

Eub. If this take not, I am cheated, 

Maih._ To flip once. 
Is incident, '■ and excus'd by human Frailty 5 " 
But to fall ever, damnable. We were both 
Guilty, I grant, in tendering our Affcflion ; 
But, as I hope you will do, I repented. 
When we are grown up to Ripenefs, our Life is 
Like to this Pifture. Whil : we run 
A conftant Race in Goodnefs, it retains 
The juft Proportion. But the Journey being 
Tedious, and fweet Temptations in the Way, 
That may in fome Degree divert us from 
The Road that we put forth in, e'er we end 
Our Pilgrimage, it may, like this, turn Yellow, ^ ' 

><That 19, u incident to bumac fraiiiy, and rendered cKculkble \»f 
it. M. M. 
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Or be with Blacknefs clouded. But when we 
Find we have gone aflray, and labour to 
Return unto our never-failing Guide, 
Virtue; Contrition (with unfeigned Tears, 
The Spots of Vice wafli'd off) will foon reftorc it 
To the firft Purenefs. 

Hm, I ain difenchanted : 
Mercy, O Mercy, Heavens ! [KMe^, 

LatHf. I am ravilh'd with 
What I have fben and heard. 

FerJ. Let us defcend, and bear 
.The reft below. 

Eak. This hath fall'n out beycmd 
My Expedation. [Tbe;f dejien^' 

Hon. How have I wander'd 
Out of the Traft of Piety ! and miflcd 
By overweaning Pride, aiid Flattery 
Of fawning Sycophants, (the Bane of Greatnefs) 
Could n^ever meet rill now a Paflenger, 
That in his Charity would fet me right. 
Or ftay me in my Precipice to Rum ! 
How ill have I return'd your Groodnefs to me ! 

Enter the King and others. 

The Horror In my Thought of it turns me Marble, 
But if it may be yet prevented : — O Sir, 
What can I do to ftiew my Sorrow, or. 
With what Brow aflt your Pardon ? 

Ladif. Pray )'ou rife. 

Hon. Never, till you forgive me, and receive 
Unto your Love aftd Favour a chang'd Woman. 
My State and Pride turn'd to Humility, henceforth 
Shall watt on your Commands, and my Obedieoce 
Steer'd only by your Will, 

Ladif. And that will prove 
A fecond and abetter Marriage to me. — AH is forgjt* 

Hon. Sir, I muft not rife yet. 
Till with a free Confeffionof a Crime,, 
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Unknown to you yet, a foUowing Suit, 
Which thus I beg,- be granted. 

lji£f. I melt with you. 
'Tis pardon'd, and confirm'dthus. 

Hon, Know then. Sir, 
In Malice to this good Knight's Wife, I pra&jis'd 
VbiddozxA Ruardo to corrupt her. 

S^t, Thence grew the Change of the Pifture. 

Sim. And how far 
They have prcvail'd I am ignorant. Now, if you. Sir, 
For the Honour of this good Man, may be intreated 
To travel thither, it being but a Day's Journey, 
To fetch 'em off— 

La£/. We will put on to-night. 

Bi^, If If you pleafe, your Harbinger. 

JLj£f, I thank you. 
Let me embrace you in my Arms, your Ser^^ce 
Done on the 7«rl, compared with this, weighs nothing. 

Mith. I am ftUl your humble. Creature. 

Iji£f. My true Friend. 
' Ferd, And fo you are bound to hold htm. 

Eak. Such a Plant, 
ImpcHted to your Kingdom and here grafted 
Would yield mote Fruit, than all the idle Weeds 
That fucic up your R.Mn of Favour. 

La£f, In my Will 
111 not be wanting. Prepare for our Journey. 
In Adbemy-ifiwwrranow, not Name, 
And (0 all after Times prcferve thy Fame. {Extant, 



Sad of iht fourth M^ 
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A C T V. S C E N E I. 
Sophia* Corifca, and HUario. 

Sop&. A '^ E they then fo humble ? 

Hil. jtjL Hunger and hard Labour 
Have tanvd^m, Imdam ; at firft they bcHow'd 
Like Stags ta'en ia a Toi], and would doC work 
For Sullennefs, but when they found without k 
There was no Eatiti^ and that to ftarve to Death 
Was much againft their Stomachs, by Degrees, 
.^inft their Wills, they fell to it. 

Corif. And now feed on 
The little Pittance you allow, mth Gladnefs. 

Hil. I do remember that they ftopp'd their Ndfes 
At the Sight of Beef and Munon, as coarfe feeding 
For their fine Palates ; but now their Wmrk being eo'ded, " 
They ley> at a Barley Crull, and hold Cheeft-paribgi, 
With a Spoonfijl of pall'd Winepour'd in ihcJr Watffl*, 
For Feftival-exceedings. 

Corif. When I examine 
My Spinfter'a Work, he trembles like a "Ptentice^ 
And takes a Box on the Ear when 1 fpy Faulti 
And Botches in his 'Labour, as a Favour 
From a curft Mift-els. 

Hil. The other too feels wdl 
For bts Time ; and tf your Ladyfliip would j^leafe 
To fee 'em for your Bport, fince thejr want, airing. 
It would do well in my Judgment, you fliall hear 
Such a hungry Dialogue from *em. 

Soph. But fuppofe, 
When they are our of Priibn they Ihould grow 
■ Rebellious ? 

Hil. Never fear't ; 1*11 undertake 
To lead *em out by the Nofe with a coarfe Thread 
Of the one's fpinning, and make the other reel afw. 
And without Grumbling; and when you are weary of 
Their Company, as eafily leturn 'em. 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 



THePJCTURf. ?j 

Q)rtf. Dear MnAjim, it iv^U fte}p;to4fiV9 awajr 
Your Melancholy. 

S<^b. Well, on this Afluraqcci 
I an^ ^ootent; briiig'eia l|itJw. 

m. I will do it 
In ftately Equipage. [^i/ HUario, 

Soph. Ttiey h?ve corBfefffd then 
They were fet on by tl^e Queep tQ taint me ia 
My Loyalty to my Lor^ ? 

drif. Twas the main Caufc 
That brought 'em hither. 

Si^h, I am glad I know it ; 
Anda&I have b^tfn, bsforel end 
I'll at the Height rereqge it j let us ftep afide | 
They come, the Obje&^^s fo ridiculous, . . 
In Spi^t 0$ qiy f^d Th<^hts I cannot but 
Lend a forc'd Smile to grace it< 

. EmUt J^UfiQt UbiWp J^ming, Bjc^xi^^fH^i^i 

NiL Come away. 
Work 9t yoa go, and lc)fe no Time, '^precious, 
Youll fi^ if ip f gur QopinyMs. 

SJc. Commons, call you it! 
The Word is proper ; I have graz'd folong 
Upon your Commons, I am>almoft (taxv'd here. 

ffft. Work bftfder, and dicyfiuU be better'd* 

Viai. Better'd i 
Worfer they pappot bp : Would I tnig^t lie 
Like a X>Dg under h^r Table and ferye for a FpetAool, 
S9I might h^yp pay'^Uy full of that 
Her Iceland Cur r^ufcs. 

Hil. How do you like 
Your Airing? Is it not a Favour f 

Ric. Yes; 
Juft fuch a oQe as ypu pfb to a Brace of Greyhounds, 
When they are led out of their Kennels to fcumbcr ; 
But our Cafe is ten Tipaes hapderj we have nothing 
In our Bellies to be vented : If you will be 

* * : . ■ F Z 
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An honeft Yeoman Phewterer, »3 feed ua firft. 
And walk us after. 

HU. Yeoman Phewterer ! 
Such another Word to your Goremor, and yoa g* 
Supperiefs to "Bed for't. 

lAal. Nay even as you pteare. 
The comfortable Names of BreakfaA, I^nner, - 
Collations, Supper, Bererage, are Word* 
Worn out of our Remembrance. 

RJc. O for the Steam 
Of Meat in a Cook's Shop. 

U^aL I am fo dry, 
I have not Spittle enough to wet my Fingers 
When I draw my Flax from my Diftaffi 

Ru. Nor I Strength 
To raife my Hand to the Top of my Rceler. Oh ! 
I have the Cramp all over me. 

I£L What do you think 
V^ere befttoapply to it? A.Cramp-fione, ail takeit^ 
Were very ufeful. 

Rjc. OK ! no more of Stones, 
We have been us'd coo long like Hawks already. 

Vhal. We* are not fo high in our Fkfh now to need' 
calling, 
Wfc will come to an empty Fift. 

Hil. Nay that you ftiall not. 
So ho, Birds, how the Eyaffas fcratch and fcramble !- 
Take Heed of a Surfeit; do not caftyour Gorges : 
This is more than I have Commilfion for ; be thankful. 

Soph. Were all that ftudy the Abufe of Women 
Us*d thus, the City would not fwarm w4th Cuckolds, 
Nor fo many Tradefmen break. 

Corif. Pray you appear now 
And -mark the Alteration. 

HiL To your Work, 
My t-ady is in Pitfence ; fliew your Duties 
EKce edif ^ well. 

So^, How di> yfluHfcholars pipfit ? 

>^ \ pbewter^, or Pewter^, nnui • Dcg-koper. M. M. 
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HiL Hold up your Heads demurely. Prettily 
For young Beginners. 

Corif^ And will do well in Time 
If they be kept in Awe. 

Sic. In Awe ! I am fure 
I quake like an Afpen LeaC 

Ubal. No Mercy» Lady ? 

lUc. Nor Intermiffipn ? 

Soph. Let me feeyour Work, 
Fie upon't what a Thread's here ! a poor Cobler's Wife 
Would make a finer to fow a Clown's rent Startup; *« 
And here you reel as you wrt« drunk. 
.■ RU, I am fure it is not with Wine. 

Sapb. O, take Heed of Wine ; 
Cold Water is far better for your Healths, * 

Of which I am very tender ; you had foul Bodies* ■ 
And muft continue in this phyfical Diet; , 
Tillthe Caufeof your Difeafe be ta'en away* ' 
For fear of a Relapfe, and that is dangerous;' 
. Ifct I h{^ already that you are in feme . 
Degree recovered, and that Way to refolvc me 
AnTwer me truly ; oay, what I propound ' 

Concerns both, nearer ; what would yop no<v give. 
If your Meahs were in your HandSf to lie all N^ht 
With a freih and handfome Lady ? 

Vbal. How ! a Lady ? 
O ! I am pafs'd it. Hanger ffith her Raz6r 
Hath made me an Eunuch. 

Ric, For a Mcfs of Porridge, 
Wellfopp'd ^th a Bunch of Radifh and a Carrot, 
I would iell my Barony ; but for Women, oh ! 
No more of Women, (not a Doit for a Doxy) 
After this hungry Voyage, , 

>4 A Startup ii PutofaHao'iDieTi; thefuneExpreffion occott im 
FUichef'% Faiil^ abifhtrdifi. Mr. Ptrcy Aai the Glollaiy aanez< 
ed ta hU aocient Bdladi, Ujt it was a Buftin laced bcioFc, awl 
w«m by RuSicki. At. 10.. 
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Sopbf Thdfe are truly 
Good Symptoms ; lee uem not voiture tob mach in die 

Air 
Till they arc weaker. 

Ric: This is Tyranny. 

Ubd. Scorn upcm Sconu 

Soph. You were fo ■ ■ ■ 

In your malicious Intents to tne. 

Enter ^tw^lMtit4 

And therefore 'tis bm Jafli(x<^What's the Bufiaeri ? 

Serv. My Lord's great Fnend> SigaiiH B^^, 
Madam, ■ ' 

Is newly lighted from hiB Hbrfe, intk cerc^tt 
Aflurance of my Lord's Arri^. ' 

&^. How I 
And fiand I trifling hetie i He^ce with tht Mungrels 
To tfarit federal Kenneliy thci« let Aetn hus^fA 'm piivate, 
I'll be no farther troubled. {Exeui^ Sophis mlSfrtMU 

C^j/. O duit ever 
I iaw this Fury ! 

Rift Or lo<A*d on a WwnfcH ' 

But as i Prodigy in Niiiure ! . ' ' 

Hil. Silence, 
No more of this. ' ■ ■ 

Corif. Mtdiinks yoa ha.'Vt no Cauft^ 
To repent your being here. - ' 

HiL Have you not leamt. 
When your 'States are fpeht, ywir fever^ Tit&ti to live 

■by. 
And ntver charge the Mtffpital ? 

Corif. Work but tightly. 
And we will not ufc aDiih-clout intheHoufe, 
But of your fpinning. 

Ubal. O ! I would this Hemp 
Were rura'd to a Halter. 

JSi. Will you march ? 

Ric. A foft one, 
Cood General, I befeech you. 
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Uhal. I can bardlf 
. Draw my Legs after mc. 

^U. For R dutch you may ufe 
Yeuf Di&iff, a good Wit makes Ufe of all Thmg;i. 

SCENE n. 

JEff/ff- Sophia ^md Baptifta. 

Soph. Was iie jealous of me? 

B^t. Thorc'i no perfed Love 
Widiout ibm^ Touca of c. Madam. , 

Sefb. And my Pifturc, . 
A&de by your dcvlifli Art, a Spy upon 
My AiSioM ? I never fat to be drawn. 
Nor had you, Sir,'Commiffion for't. 

Sofa. Ezcufe me; at bis cameft Stnt I did it. 

&^. Vtsryaood: 
Was I grown fo cheap in Ms Opiniorv-of me ? 

Bi^, The pio^erous Evcats that cro>ira'd his FoN 
tunes 
May qualify the OKoce. 

Soph. Good ! the Event's *> 
The San^ary Fools and Madmen fly to» 
When their rafii and defperate Underwkiogs thrive 

well; 
But good and mfe Men are direftcd by 
Grave Counfels, and with fuch Deliberation 
Proceed in their A^irs, that Chance has nothing 
Todowith 'em. Howfoe'«'. take the Pains, -^^ 
To meet the Honour (in the King and Queen's 
Approaches to my Hgufc,) that breaks upon mc, 
I will ezped them with my beft of Care. 

•s ^ Si^da. Rttd$ht EvtMts, 

Thwii the Readiag of all the oU Edition, and it followed by Mr, 
Xt^ff ; but I tJilDk *e ought bi read 



ShI. Oood ! liif £veMt\ Ice 

F4 
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Bi^t. To entertain fudi royal Guefls. 

Sopb. I know it. [pcit Baptifia. 

Leave that to me, ^. What fhould move the Qjieen, 
So given to Eafe and Pleafure, as Fame fpeaks her. 
To fuch a Journey ? Or work on my Lord 
To doubt my Loyalty ? Nay, more^ to take 
For the Refolution of his Fears, a Courfe 
That is by holy Writ dcny'd a Chriftian ? 
^was impious in him, and perhaps the Welcome 
He hopes in my Embraces may deceive 
His Expeftation. The Trumpets fpeak 
The King's Arrival. Help a Woman's Wit now, 
Tomske him know his Fault and my juft Anger. 

[£xi/ Sophia. 

S C E N E /6« (^. 

t/md A^ci> Enter Ladiilaus, ^thias, Eubulus, Ho- 
norta, Ferdinand, Baptifta, Acanthe, wiib Atmdann, 

Euh. Your Majefty muft be weary. 

fTtm. No, my Lord, 
A willing Mind makes a hard Journey eafy. 

Math. Not Jovey attended on by Herms, was 
More welcome to the Cottage of PhiUmM 
And his poor Saucis ih%n your gracious Self, 
Your matchlefs Queen, arid all your royal Train 
Are to your Servant and his Wife. 

Ladif, Where is ihe? 

Hon. I long to fee her as mv now loved Rival. 

^Mi', And I to have a Smack at her ; ('tis a Corditl 
To an old Man, better than Sack and a Toad 
Before he goes to Supper.) 

Math. Ha! is my Houfe turn'd 
To a Wildernefs ? Nor Wife nor Servants ready 
With all Rites due to Majefty, to receive 
3uch unexpeAed Bteilings } you aUur'd me 
Of better Preparation ; hath not 
Th' Excefs of Joy tranfported her beyond 
Her Undcrftandjng ? . 
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Bi^t, I now parted from her 
And gave her your Direftions. 

Mith. Howihalllbcg 
Your Majefti^' Patience T Sure my|Faiiuly's dnmlE, 
Or by fome Witch, in Envy <>f my Glory, 
A dead Sleep thriiwii upon *etn. 

Enter Hilario and Servaatu 

I Serv. Sin 

Mub. But that 
The facred Prefencebf the Eng forbids it. 
My Sword iliould make a MaCacre among yoa> 
MTiere is your Miftrefs ? 

ISL FirA, you are welcome home, 'Sir t 
Then know, the fays fbe's fick. Sir. There's no No&e 
Taken of my Bravery. 

il£tf^. Sick at Aich a Time ! 
It cannot be; the' ibe wereonher De«th-bed, 
And her Spiriteven now departed, h^re ftandth^ 
Could Call it back again, and in this Honour 
' Give her a fecond Being : Bringme to her : 
J know not what to u^, or how to redeem 
This Ntor^ge (^ her Manners. 

. [£r»«/Mathiasd»iI£lario. 

Euh. There's bo Climate . 
In the World, I think, where one Jade's Trick or odter 
Ke^s not in Wt^neo. 

FtriL You werejever bitter 
Ag^nft -the Sex. 

La£/. This is very firai^. 
, Bon. Mean Women < 
Have their Faults as well as Queens. 

Ladif. O fhe appears iu>w. 

Enler Mathias and Sophia. 

Miih. The Injury that you conceive I have done yt 
Difpute hereafter, and in your Perverfenefs 
Wrong not yourfelf and me. 
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Soph. I anipafs'd my ChU^Mtxl, 
And need no Tutor. 

Mitb. This is the great Kiflg> 
To frboiti I am eoe^i^ till Deuh for all 
I Aand poflbft'd of. 

Soph. My humble iloof is jmud, Sir, 
To be the Canopy of fo much'Greatnefs 
Set ofT with OocMnels. 

Ladif. My own Praifcs flying 
In fuch pure Air as your fweet Breath, hit Lad^y 
Cannot but pleafe me. 

Mith. Thi« is the Queen of Qaeeni, 
In henMagtilfieeriM co me. 

Seph, In my Duty 
I kifs her HighWft' R»be. 
■ • ' /&A You ftoop ttolow r 
To her whofe Lips would meet 4riili ywsn. - 
' Soph. Howe'er 
It may appear preptift^ous ia Women 
So^ ttKOunter, *ti« your Pieifiire» Madam* 
And not avf proud Ambitiioi>«>-09 you faear^' S&t^ 
" Without a magkalPiaui«,iadKToudi 
I find yovM- Print of elole and wuMaiUflet 
On the Queen's Lip». 

And now falute thefe Lords. 

-Sc^. Since you'll hantt a«, 
You fliall fee I am experienced u dK Game^ 
And can play it tightly.— You are a fonm Mat), Sk , ■ 
And do deferre a free and hearty Weteome. 
Be this the Prologue to it. 

&ib. An old Man's Turn 
Is ever laft in KilBno;. 1 h/xvt Lips too, 
Howe'er cold ones. Madam. 

S(^b. I will warm 'em 
With the Fire irf tnine. 

Eub. And fo Ihe has, I thanlt you ; 
I ihxU ile^ die becu^ aU N^t for'u 

Mtth, Youesprels. 
The Boldnefs of a wanton Courtezan, 
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And not a Mwfon's Mddcfty ; take Up, 
Or you are difgrac'd for erer. 

■Soph. How ! with kiffiflg 
Feelingly as you tatfgKt tat ? Would you have mt 
Turn my Cheek to 'cm, as pfoud Ladies ufe ■ 
To their Inferior^, as if they intended 
Some Bufinefs fliould be whifpei'd ill their Ear, 
And not a Salutation f What I do, 
I will do freely ; now I ani to the Humour, 
ni fly at all : Are there «iy more ? 

Math. Forbear, 
Or you will raife my Anger, to ^ Hetg^ 
That will dcicend in Fury. 

S<^h. Why ? Vou know 
How to rcfelvc ytmrfcif What my Intents ate. 
By the Help of MephoftopliSlos, aftd your Fiftut& 
Fray you, look upon't ag&in. I humbly thank 
The Qigecn's gWat Careof nte *hjie you were at^ant. ' 
■Kic fc&cw htoW tedious *twas for a Jcuog Wife, 
And being for that Time a Kind 6i Widow, 
To pafs away her tnelanchbly Hours 
Without good Company, and in Chatftythercfiwe 
Provided for me ; out 6f her own Store 
She cuU'd the Lords Ubalda and Ricardo, 
Two principal Courtiers for Ladies' SetViot, 
To domeall gtttdOffices) andasfiich 
Employ'd by her, I hopt J haVe recciv'd 
And entertain'd 'em ; nor fhall they depaift 
Without the EfFeift arififlg ^om tM Caufc 
That brought 'em hither. 

Math. Thoudoftbelyeihyfelf: 
I know that in my AWetwJe'mtfu wnthoneft. 
However now turn'd Monfter. 

Soph. The Truth 'is 
We did not deal Jike you, in SpeculatibRt 
On cheating Picftures ; 'we knelw Shadows freft 
No Subftances, and aftual Perforrtiance 
The bell Affcrrande. I will bring 'efti hither, " 
To make good in this Prefence fo much for me. 
Some Minutes Space I beg your Majeftics' pardon.— 
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You are mov'd ; now champ upon this Bi^ a Hole, 
Anon you ihall have another. Wait mc, HUar'to. 

[£av»«/ Sophia M^HUario^ 

La£f. How now } tum'd Statue, Sir } 

Math. Fly, and fly quickly. 
From this curied Habitation, or this Gorgon 
Will make you all as I am. In her Tongue 
Millions of Adders hifs, and erery Hair 
Upon her wicked Head a Snake more dreadful 
Than that Tljiphon threw on Aihamoi, 
Which in his Madnefs forcM him to difmembet 
His proper Iflue. O that ever I 
Repos'd my Truft in Mag^ck, or believ'd j 
Impoffibtlities ! or that Charms had Power 
To 0nk and fearch into the bottomlels Hell 
Of a faUe 'Woman's Heart ! 

Eiib. Thefe are the Fruits 
Of Marriage; an old Batchelor as.Iam, 
And, what s more, will continue fo, is not troubled 
With thefe fine Fagaries. 

Ferd, Till you are refolv'd, ■• Sir, 
Forfake not Hope. 

Bapt, Upon my Life, this is 
ZXffimulation. 

Ladif. And it futts not with 
Your Forthude and Wifdora, to be thus 
Tranfported with your Paffion. 

Hon. Yon were once 
Deceiv'd in me, Sir, as I was in you ; 
Yet the Deceit plcas'd both. - 

Math. She hath confefs'd all. 
What further Proof ihould I aik > 

Hon. Yet remember 
The Diftaoce that is interpos'd between 
A Woman's Tongue and her Heart, and you muft grant 
You build upon no Certainties. 

•C R^hfid meaM hat tntwKtJ. M. 1£ 
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Eitier Sophia^ Corifca, ^lario, Ubaldo, oiti IUcatd(^ 
as tejbre, 

Euh, What have we here ? 

Soph. You muft come on, and ihew voaHchres. 

£;&W. The King! 

Ric. And Queentoo ! Would I were as ^undn die ~ 
Earth 
As I am above tt. 

Ubd. Some Poet will ■ 
From this Relation, or in Verfe or Profe, 
Or both together blended, render us 
Ridiculous to ^I Ages. 

LaM. 1 remember 
This Face, when it was in a better Plight : ' 
Are not you Rkardo f 

H<m. And this Thing, I take it. 
Was once Uhaldo. 

UhaL I am now I know not what. 

Ric. We thank your M&k&y for embloyine us 
To this fubtie Circe. ■ 

£«i. How, my Lord, turn'd Spinfter ! 
Do you work by the Day, or by the Grfet > 

Ftrd. Is your Theorbo 
Tum'd to a Diftaff, Signior f and your Voice, 
With which you chanted Room for a lufy GaUant, 
Tun'd to the Note of Lacryma; ? 

Euk Prithee tell' me. 
For I know ihou art free, how often, and to the Purpofe, 
Have you been merry with this Lady ? 

Rjc. Never, neVer. 

L^/. Howfoeveir you ftould fey &, foryouf Gredit, 
Being the only Court Bull. 

Vbai. O that ever 
I faw this kicking Heifer ! 

Soph, You fee. Madam, 
How I have cur'd your Servants, and what Favourr 
They with their rampant Valour have won from me. 
You may, ai they ar? phyfick'd, I prefcme, 
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Truft i taix Virgin with *em ; they have learn'd 
*nifir ferenU Tnulas t« live by, luid paid nothiog 
But Cold and Hunger for 'e^i^ w^ niay now 
Set up for themfelvcs, for here I give 'em over. 
And now to you. Sir, why do y^^ not agajb 
Ferufe yow Fi&uFc, «n(l tftke the Advice 
Of your learned Cxmfort ? Iliefe are the Moth Or jum^ 
That made you, 29 the /i^^Mwiayi « j«fp. 

Miib. I know not which Way to eatrcac y^ur Par- 
don, 
Nor am I worthy of iz, my Sophia, 
My beft Sophia, here bcfon tw Jtii%> 
The Quoeu, thefe Lgrdi, and 9U the l^QolFfft Wt 
I do renounce my Error, and emljraco ypu. 
As the great Example to all After-tinM^, 
Forfuch as would diechafle and n<^le Wives, 
With Reverence to imitate. 

&>pb. N« fo. Sir. 
I yet hold off. However I have purg'd 
My doubted Innocence, the foul Afp^&^), 
In your unmanly Doubts call on my Honour^ 
Cannot fo Ibon be wafh'd off*. 

Eub. Shall we have 
More Ji^obobs yet ? 

Soph. When you went to the Wort 
I fet no Spy upon you, to oblefve 

Which Way you wander'd, tho' our Sex by Na»»re 

Is fubjed to Sufpicions and Fears ; ' 
My Confidence in your Loyalty freed tap from *en). 
Buc^ to deal as you did 'gattUt yOMf tUUg^, 
. WiA this Enchanter to Survey my AAi(H)«, 
Was more than Woman's Weaknefs ; tbej%foie JuiQW^ 
And 'tis my Boon unto theKi^, I da 
Defire a Separation from your jBed ; 
For I will fpend the Remnant of my ZJft . 
In Prayer and Meditation. 

Mah. O take Pity 
Upon my weak CondidcMi, ^r I am 
Moic wretched in your Innocence, than if 
I had found you guilty, (^ve you ftiewQ « J^wtK 
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Out of the Cabinet of your rich Miad - 
To lock it up again ? — Sht turns ttviqr. 
Will none ipcSn for me ? Skamt and Sia iodi cebb'd 

me ■ ' " 
Of the Ufc of lay Twgw. 

La£f. Since you fane cooqner'dt ]ffadiQi» 
You wrong the Glory of your Viftoly 
If youvffc it adtvitfaliacy, 

Ferd. Any Penance 
You pleafe to impal% upon hbn, I ikre vxmnfc 
He will gladly fuifer. 

£«^. Have J UT'd tofee 
^t one good Wonuaf and flnll we for a Trifle 
Have her turn Nua f I will fir(t puU idowa-xhc CligiAer. 
To the old Spatt again, with a good Luck to you : 
Tis not alone enough Uiat you are good. 
We muft hxve fome of cIm BnaS. of yov 1 WUl f ftu 

deftroy 
The Kindj and Race of Goodnefs M am converted. 
And aik your Pardon, Madam, for my ill Opinion 
Againll the Sex ; and Ihew me but two fuch more,^ 
I'll marry yet, and love 'em. 

Hon. She that yet 
Ne'er knew what 'twas to bend lint to the King, 
Thus begs Retni^n for him. 

Soph. O dear Madam, 
Wrong not your Greatnefs fo. 

Omnes. We all are Suitors. 

l^fl/. I do defcrve to be heard, among the reft, 

Ric. And we have fuffer'd for it. 

Soph. I perceive 
There's no Refiftance : But fuppofe I pardon 
What's paft, who can fecurc me hell be free 
From Jealoufy hereafter ? 

A&/^«'Iwillbe 
My own Security : Go, ride where you pleafe ; 
Feaft, revel, banquet, and make Choice with whom ; 
I'll fet no Watch upon you ; and, for Proof of ir. 
This curfed Pifture I furrender up 
To the confuming Fire. 
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BtM. M I abjnie 
The Ptaftice of nqr Art. 

Safdl/. Upoa dide Temu 
I am reconcile ; and for thefe tlut have paid 
The Pyice of didr Folly, I dcfire your Mercy* 

La£f. At your Requcft they have it. ^ 

VbJ. Hang all Trades now. 

Jtic. I will find a new one, and that is to live honeit. 

SiL Thefe are my Feea. 

ViaL Pray you, take 'em with a Mifchief. 

Ladif So, in ends in Peace now. 
And, to allmarried Men be this a Caution, 
Which they Ihoold dvlf tender as their Ufe, 
Neither to doat too much, nor doubt a Wife. 

[Exeunt Omus, 

. Tke Rcidcr will Cad fiimc ]a£dan Renmfcs on tbu eKCd'.- 
iM Flqr, in Ae Ef&j picfixed to thit fiftkn. M, X, 



StU of Thi Pictvri. 
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Diamatis Perfonac. r 

A King of PaHTUs. 
A King of Epise. 
A King of Macbdow. 
Sapritids, Governor of CtfartOt 
Theopbilijb, a zealous Pet^utttf of the Ch^ftians. 
SiMPROKius, Captain of Sapritius's Guards. 
AvTONiKirSf Son to Sapritius. 
MACRiKtrs, Friend to Amtokikvs. 
Ha&paz, an Evil Spirit, following Theophii.us in the 
• - Shape of a Secretary. ' ' 

A^TEMiA^ JDa\^hter to Dioctfisu-v* 
tolSx.,} D»"gh.er,mTH.orH.L«. 
Dorothea, the Virgin Marwr. 
Angelo, a Good ^irit, ferving Dorothea in the Ha- 
bit of a Page. 
A British Slave. 
Herckis, a Whoremafter, 1 c-™_^ .„ tv.- ,..,. 

A Prieft to Jupiter. 
Officers tod Executioners. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 



Enter TheophUus and Harpax. 

Theophilus. 1 

1 0M E to Cefarea to-night 3 
^A Harpax. ^Mft true. Sir. 

fhc^b. The Emperor in Peribn ? 

Harp. Do I live ? 

Thec^b. Tis wond'rous ftrange ! The Marches of 
great Princes, 
Like to ^e Motions of prodig^oui Meteors, 
Are Step by Step obferv'd ; and loud-tongu'd Fapic 
The Harbinger to prepare their Entertainment : 
And, were it poffible fo great an Army, 
Tho'cover'd with the Night, could be fonear. 
The Governor cannot be fo unfriended 
Among the many that attend his Perfon, 
But, by Ibme fecret Means, he ihould have Notice 
Of Cejar's Purpofe ; — in this then excufe me 
If I appear incredulous: 

pt" * Thii Tragedy wu written jointly by MaJJtngir and Dtcktr, 
and it far inferiorio ihofe of Ma^ngtr't own Compofition. Deckir was 
co(cnipoTaTywiih^fi(y0^j^^miheRei£nof Kuig7dm(il.andigreac 
Contender for the Boyi, He wrote eif^hl entire Plays liimrtlf^»d 
«a* concerned in five more ; but the latter vaftly exceed the former : 
At>d thii, in Point of Merit, ii fuperiot to any, 
G 2 
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Harp. At your Pleafure. 

Tb^h. Yet, whcD I call to Mind you never fail'd me 
Tfl Things, njore difficylt j^ but h^v^djfcftner'd 
Dcetls th^t w|re d»aa ^oul^ntl .Lfafue 'd^np frqro 

" " ' me. 
When neither Woods, nor Caves, nor fecret Vaults, 
No, nor the Power they ferve, ' could keep thefe Chrif- 

Or from my Reach or Punifliment, but thy M^ck 
Sdll laid them open ; I begin again 
To be as confident as betetofore. . . 
It is not p^ffiblc thy powerful Art ' 
Should meet a Check, or f^l. 

- .. :,- -i " -. - \ 

Enter a I^ritfi with the Image o/". Jupiter, Califte and 
Cknlttik - 

Hatf^ Lookon the Ve4toife, '■ '• ' '; ' ' '^ 

The holy Pledges that the God? hare gjv^ you; V 9 
Your chafte, Tair Etu^teFs; Wes*t not tcr upbra^ij 
A Service to a Mafternot unthankful, '. . 
I«!oold foy, tiwife jn^jite-of yourPreyentfon; ■ ' 
Seduc'd by an imagin'd Faith, not Reafoq,;' ■ 
(Which is the Swength of Nature) quite forfaSifig ' 
The GentiloGods, had yielded up therafches , . ' ', 
To this new-foHBd Religion. This I gro&'c!, ' ' ' 
Difcover'd their iDtentitms, taught you ta oic " ' 
With gentle WoFds and mild Perfuafions, 
The Pow'r and the Authority of a Father; ■ 
fiec off with crue! Threats, and fp reclatmM them^ 
And, whereas they with Torments fliould hirtT dj'd, 

t Ceuld hfp thtft Chrifliam 
Orfrem vr^Rtasb er Puaxjhmnt. 

The Plot of ihU PUy it fouodeil on the teodi and Ufi, g«i)u;^ Vvi~ 
feculion of tlie Clirlfliiiu, which broke out iathpniaetcetuh Yew «i 
^iaclffioH'i Seign, and raged ten whole Ycsti, with a Futy hatiiifi 
M be expreflcd ; the Chrnliaiu being every where, without Difljo^- 
fion of Sex, Age, or Condition, dragged to Exccucioti, a^d lonund 
with the moll ei^uifiie TormQnti that Rage, Cru«l<yf and Haired, 
wuld Ihtcbu 
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(HeU's Fliri« to me, had drey undei^oOe it..) [^S-S^- 
They are now VotVics in great Jupiter^ Teiaiple, 
And, by his Prieft inftnified, grown ^EoiliBr 
With all the Myft'iin, nBy, we moft abftmfe ones. 
Belonging to his Deity. 

Thioph, 'Twas i Bensfic, . . 
For which lever ©we j^HiJ ' Hail, Jove'z €hiinen I 
Have thefe nly Daughters rec6ncil'd tliem&lvesi i 

Abandoning for ever li)£ Christian Wa$', '- 
To your Ojanion ? 

Pri^. A^d are conftant &> it : 
They teach their Teachers wiUi their Depth of Judge- 

And i^re with Arguments able to conveit 
The Enemies to our Gods, and anfwer all 
They can o}»i^i^aiiift us* 

Tbeopb. My dear Daughters ! 

Cat. We dare difpute agali^thisnew-^hing Sed* 
Iq t)rivatc or iti publick. 

Harp. My beu Lady, 
Perfevere « in it. , . • " 

Chrif. And what we maiotua. 
We will feal with our Bloods. 

Harp. Brave RefoluttOD ! 
I e'en grow fat to fee my Labours profiler. 

"Tbe^. I young agBiB>^^To your Devotions. 

Harp. Po— - 
My Prayers be prelcnt with yo«. 

[Exioni Prie/i and DasghUfi. 

Thto^. O my Harpax .' 
Thou Engine of ifay Wifliesi thou that fteeleft 
My bloody RefialutionJ ; thou that arm 'ft 
My Eyes gainft womanifti Tears and foft CompajQion^ 
Inftruding me without a Sigh to look' on 
Babes torn by Violence from their Mother's Breaft, 
To feed the Fir^ and wUli them make one Flame ! 

» Ftrjhvert. — AH our sncient Writen MtaeraUy lay tho AcccM <• 
tkeiecoiulSyUaUcoftbuWW. Af. jt^ 

G3 
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Old Men, as Beafts, in Beafts' Skins torn by D(^ : 
Virgins and Matrons tire the Executioners ; 
Yet I, unfatisfied, think their Torments eafy. 

Hofp, And in that, juft,^ not cruel. 

Tba^. Were all Sceptres 
That grace the Hands of Kings, made into one, ) 
And ofFer'd me, all Crowns laid at my Feet, 
I would contemn them all,>-{hus fpit at them ; 
So I to all Poftepties might be call d 
The ftrongeft Champion of the Pagan Gods, 
And rooter out of Cnriftians. 

Harp. Oh, mine own, 
My own dear Lord ! to further this great Work 
I ever live thy Slave. 

£»//r Sapritius Mid Sempronitis. 

Thecph* No more— the Govenior. 

%i. Keep the Ports clofe, and let the Guards be dou- 
bl'd; 
Dilarm the Chriflians, call it Death in any 
To wear a Sword, or in his Houfe to have one. 

Semp. I fhall be careful, Sih 

5i^.' 'Twill well become you- 
Such as refufe to offer Sacrifice 
To any of our Gods, put to the Torture. 
Grub up this crowing Mifchief by tht Roots j 
And know, wnen we are merciful to thtm, 
,We to ourfelves arc cruel. 

Sen^. You pour Oil 
On Fire that bums already at the Height, 
I know the Emjp'ror's Edid and my Charge ; 
And they Ihall find no Favour. 

The(^h. My good Lord, 
Thb Care is timely for the Entertainmetit 
Of our great Matter, who this Night in Fcrfon 
Comes here to thank you. 
. Sap. Who ! the Emperor ? 

fhrp. To clear your Doubts, he does return in Tri- 
umph, ■ 

. D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 



THE VIRGIN-MARTYR. io$ 
Kings kclceying by his triumphant Chariot ; 
And in this glorious Vidiory, my Lord, 
You have an ample Share : For know, your Son, 
The ne'er-enougn commended AittommiSy 
So well bath floh'd his maiden Sword, and dy'd 
His Snowy Plumes io deep in Enemies Blood 
That, befides publick Grace beyond his Hopcs^s 
There are Rewards propounded. 

S(^. I would know 
No Mean in thine, couW this be (me. 
. Harp. My Head anfwer the Forfeit. 

S»p. Of his Viftory 
There was fome Rumour ; but it was aiTured, 
The Anqy pafs'd afuU Day's Journey higher 
Into the Country. 

Harp, It was fo determined : 
But, for. the further Honour of your Son, 
And to obferve the Government of the City, 
And with what Rigour or remlfs Indulgence 
The Chriftians are purfu'd, he makes his Stay here ; 
For Proof, his Trumpets fpeak his near Arrival. 

{Trtm^ts a-far off. 

Sap, Hafte, good Setitpronm / draw up our Guards, 
And with all ceremonious Pomp receive 
The conqu'ring Army. Let our Garriibn fpeak 
Their Welcome in loud Shouts ! the City Ihew 
Her State and Wealth. 

Semp. I'm gone. [Exit Seniprdnlus. 

Sap. O, I am ravifh'd 
With this great Honour ! cherilh, good 'fbeophilus^ 
This knowmg Scholar ; fend your fair Daughters ; 
I will prefent them to the Emperor, 
And in their fweet Conver6on, as a Mirror, 
Exprefs your Zeal and Duty. {_A Lejfon of Cornets. 

Theoph, Fetch them, good Harpax ! 
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A Guar4j hroagbt » iy Scmproniuslt StiSer$,Ua£Mg h 
three Kingf', bomdl Aitt:onimi$ (wiiji/lacri&w cany' 
iMg'the Emp«rof'sEti£;iesi DioclefiaaewVA apULatt- 
rel on his Head,, kading'in Artemia ; Sapridua kt^a 
the Bofipercr's Haxd^ fJxm tv^sces his Sim f. Harpax 
britigs ia-Ct^Stc and Chii&bct^-^Leuii Slmiit*, . 

Dioclf, So, at all ParM I 6fl(i Cf/area 
Completely govern 'd, the licentious Spldi^s 
Confin'd in modeft Jiimats, 'and the People 
Taught to obey, and, aotrflonapQll'd witt RigQUr : 
The ancient Roman Difcipline reviv'd, ■ i . 
(Which iBia'd Rome to h«f Greatnefs, and procl«m'd her 
The glorious Miftrefs of the cpoquer'd Wprld :) 
But, above all, the Service of the Gods 
So zealoufly obferv'd, that, good S^ritits, 
In Words to thank you for your Gate and Duty 
Were much unwortVy Dwck/un'& Honoyr, 
Or his Magniticence to Mts \9y9l Servants* 
But I &all £n<l a Time vtth nobk titles 
To recomptofe your.Mprits. 
%>. Mightieft Oji&r / ' 
Whofe Power upon this Globe of Eartb jsequa! 
To Jove's in Heaven ; whpfe viftorioui Triumphi 
On proud r^beUious-Kiiigs that Air agaiiift.it* 
Are perfect Flj^esiof bis iinmortaJ Trophiea 
Won in the Giants' War ; whofe cooqu'riog Sword ■ 
Guided by his ftrong Arm, as deadly lulls ■ , 

As did his Thunder j all Aat I have dOOfi^ . . 
Or, if my Strength wefe centi:(pl'd, coolddot 
Comes fliort of what my Loyalty muftdaiknge. 
But, if in any Thing I have<iefcrv'd 
Great Cefar's Smile, 'tis in my humble Care 
Still tQ prefcrvc the Honour of thofe Gads, 
That make him v^hat he is : my Zeal TO them 
I ever have exprefs'd in my fell Hate 
Agaiqft the Chriftian Seft, that with one Blow, 
Afcribing all Things to an unknown Power, 
Would ftrike down all their Temples^ and sUow th?ro. 
Jfo Sacrifice nor Altars, ' 
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Dioch Thou, in this, 
"Walk'ft Hand in Hand with mc « ; my Will and Power 
Shall not alone cosiirn), but honour all 
Tlwt we in this.moft forward. 

At^. Sacred Cf/ar! 
If your Imperial Majeity fland pleas'd 
To fliow'r your Favours upon iuch as are 
The boldeft Champions of our Religion ; 
Look oo this reverend Man, to whom the Power 
Of fearching out, and puoiiUing fucb Delinquents, 
Was by your Choice committed ; and, for Proof, 
He hath deferv'd the.Grace impos'd upon him. 
And a fair and even Hand proceeded. 
Partial to none, nottobitnlelf; or thofe 
OfequalNearnefstohimfelfi behold 

At the SubjeA oriliii Plajr i) turned fo much oh tb« Pcrrecution of 
the Chriftiuii, I fball here traafcribe fucb Faflages •iDmhJiaa'* Life 
at may ferve to illuftrate not only what thePoetheie makes binirpeak, 
but feveral other Parts of the Tragedy before ui. 

'* Happy and glorious twd hitherto been the Reign of Ulacltfian ; 
but he no faoner began to imbrue his Hands in the Blood of the 
RighteouB, &ys Ea/riitii, than he felt the Effeai of Divine Vengeance 
in the many Calamities which (ooa oretiook him. A few Days af. 
ter the iflliine of the firft Edi&s aminll the Chriftians, a Fire broko 
out in the Palace at Jiicoinejia where Diffcle^a and Galtriut (a . 
inoft violent Periecutor) were lodged, and reduced Part of it to 
A(hes. Eufihiui writes, that faecoutd never know how that Acd- 
tent happened. CtM^aniimt, who was on the Spot, afcrlbes it to 
Lightning; and LaSaitiJus s^\irea iit, that Galirmt «iu(ed Fire to 
be privately fct to the Palace, ihar he might lay the Blame of it up- 
on ihe Chriiliant, and by that Means inccnfc DiccUfian fiiil more 
a^ioA them, which he did accordingly, Diccltfiaa wai fo di(hirbe4 
witji tbii Accident, that thcDcefonh be conltantly imagined he fair 
Lightning falling from Heaven; his Terror and Difmay was great- 
ly mctea^d by a fecond Fire, which broke out in the Palace nlteea 
Days after the flrll, but was ftopped before it had done any great 
Mifchief t However, it had the T:Se& which was intended by the 
Author of it, Galeriui; for Z}im'/(^i» afcritnng it to the ChrifltsHi, 
refolvcd to keep no Mnforcs with theni ; and Ga/erinj, the more to 
cxafperate him agaiofl them, withdrew from NUrmtiHa the fame. 
Pay, faying, that he was afrdd of being burnt «Uve by the CttriT* 
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Thefe Pair of Virgins. 
Diocie. What are thefe ? 
Sap. His Daughters. 
Artem. Now by your iacred Fortune, they arc fair OTc$ : 

Exceeding fair ones : Would 'twere in my Power 

To make them mine. 

Theoph. They are the Gods, great Lady ! 

They were moft happy in your Service elfe : 

On thefe (when they fell from tbdr Father's Faith) 

I ua'd a Judge's Power, Intreatics failing 

(They being fcduc'd) to win themto amre 

The holy Pow'rs we worfhip; I put on 

The fcarlet Robe of bold Authority : 

And, as they had been Strangers to my Blood, 

Prefented them (in the moft norrid Form) 

All kind of Tortures, Part of which they fuffer'd 

With Roman Conilancy. 

Arttm. And could you endure. 

Being a Father, to behold their Limbs 

Extended on the Rack ? 
Tbeopb. I did ; but muft 

Confefs, there was a ftrange Contention in me. 

Between th' imipartial Oifieeftf a Judge, 

And Pity of a Father; to help Juftice 

Religion ftcpt in, under which Odds 

Compaflioji fell ; — Yet ftill I was a Father ; 

For even then, when the flinty Hangman's Whips 

Were worn with Stripes fpent on thetr tender Limbs, 

I kneel'd, and wept, and be^'d them tho' they 

would 
Be cruel to themfelves, they would take Pity 
On my grey Hairs. Now note a fudden Change, 
Which Iwith Joy remember; thofe, whom Torture, 
Nor fear of Death could terrify, were o'ercome ■ 
By feeing of my Sufferings ; and fo won, 
(Returning to the Faith that they were born in,) 
I gave them to the Grods ; and be aflur'd 
I that us'd Juftice with a rig'rous Hand 
U[)on fuch beauteous Virgins, and mine own. 
Will ufe no Favour^ where the Caufe commands me, 
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To any other ,- but, as Rocks j be deaf 
To all Intrearies. 

Diotle. Thou dcferv'ft thy Place ; 
Still hold ii, and with Honour. ' Things -thus order'd ' 
Touching the Gods, 'tis lawful to defcend 
To human Cares, and exercife that Power 
Heav'n has conferred upon me ; which that you. 
Rebels and Traytors to the Power of Rome, 
Should with all ExlremitieB undergo. 
What can you uige to qualify your Crimes 
Or mitigate my Anger t 

Epire. We are now 
Slaves to thy Power, that yefterday were Kit^ 
And had Command o'er others ; we confefe 
Our Grandlires paid yours Tribute, yet left ua. 
As their Forefathers had, Defire of Freedom. 
And, if you Romans hold it glorious Honour, 
Not only to defend what is your own. 
But to enlarge your Empire, (tho'our Fortune 
Denies that Happinefe) who can accufe 
The fiunifli'd Mouth, if it attempt to feed ; 
Or fuch, whofe Fetters eat into their Freedoms, 
If they defire to fliake them off? 

Pontus. Wefland 
The laft Examples, to prove how uncertain 
All human Happtnefs is, and are prepar'd 
To endure the worft. 

Matedon, That Spoke, which now is higheft 
In Fortune's Wheel, muft, when Ihe turns it next. 
Decline as low as we are. 4 This, confider'd. 
Taught the ^^ptian Hercules, Se/q/lris, 

Tangbl tbt j^yprian Hcrcule*, Sefoftris, 

Sef»lirtt might have been confidered ai one of the moil illulhiotn 
nd rooft boatted Heraea of Antiquity, had not the Luflre of hi> 
wulike Adiong, as well as hia pacific Vinun been tamijhed by a 
Thrill of Glory, and a blind Fondnefs for hU owd Grandeur, wtuch 
made him ferget that he wai a Man ; the King* and Chiefs of the 
oonquered Kations came, at ftated Times, to do Homage to their 
WSbk, and pay hid the appoioted Tribute : Ob creiy other Ov 
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(That had his Chariot draw^ ^ Captive Kii^i 
To free them from that Slavery ; — but to Impe 
Such Mercy from a Romany lvei]e mere Madnefs : 
We are familiar with what Crudty 
Rome't fince her, infant Greatacfe, ever us'd 
Such as ihe triumph 'd over ; Age nor Sex 
Exempted from her Tyranny ; fcepter'd Princes 
Kept inyour common Duc^nnt, and dieir Children 
In Scorn traia'd up in bale mechanic Arts 
For publick Bondmen : In the Catalogue 
Of thofe unfortunate Men, we expe^ to have 
Our Names remember'd. 

Diocle. Iq all growing Empires 
Ev'n Cruelqr is ufcful ; fonoe muft {\iSej, ' ■ 
And be fet.up Examples to ftrike Terror 
In others, tho' far on : But, when a State, - 
Is rais'd to her Perfeftion, and her Bafes 
Too firm to lhrink> or yield, jfre may ule McTcf, 
And do't with Safety : But to whom i Not Cowardi, 
Or fuch whofe Bafenefs ihames the Conquerar 
And robs him of his- Vi^ry, as weak Ferfaa 
Did great ^jniliusA Know, therefore. Kings 
Of EpirCj Pontus and of Macethtif 
That I with Courtefy can ufe my PrlfoDcrs ' 

cafioB he treated tbem with fome Humdnitr and GeatroGj ; hot 
when he went to the Temple, or enteied his Capital, he caufcd theft 
PrincM, four a-breafi, to be hameflcd to hit Car ioftcad of Horfei; 
and valued himfelf upon hit being diia drawn by the Lord* aad 
Soveratnt of other Natiou. 

({3- s j1i wetii Ferfeui 

Did great .£miliui. 

It it faid that Perfiui fent to dcfire Ptulas ^mUtia not to exhitrtt 
him ai a Speflacle to the Ramaiu, and to fpara him the Indignity of 
being led in Triufti jt. . PmIus JEmilius repKed coldly, tki Favntr bt 
^i ef me it in his tvm Pa^wtr j ke <fin prtcure it for bimfelf. He re- 
proached in thofe few Wordi hit Cowardice and cxccSiTe Love oi' 
Life, which the Piiga«j thought incumbent on them to facrifice gene- 
ntilW in fuch Conjunftures. They did not know that it ia never 
lawful to attempt upon ooe'iown Lite. But Pfty^Hj watnot prevented 
by that CouAderation : For fuither Faruculan fee Reliiu't •■-'--' 
Hifto^j Vol. IL 
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As well as nriKe iHcW 'ttiiffe bjr Force, prorofcc! 
That the^'iirenoble'Encmi«5 r Such'I fcrtind you 
Before 1 made-you mine j anct, ftnce ycfn were fo, . '.-' 
You'h^ivtfriotrofli the Courages of Princes^ ' 
Altho^the'Foitnnt. ' "Hid'yCw home ytnirfelvea , 
Dejeaerfly, add bif&, no Slavery ' '■ ; .' 

Had been tixJeafffoi' you: but fuck, h V 
The Power of noble Valour, tfcat weiJteir 
Ev*n inour Enemies,. and, taken wit&iri " '\ ., 

Defife to make them fri^riijs, as JWift yoai - 

Epire. Mof^vtsti6t;'(^fit .'^ :,■'■,■ '. ' '" 

Siocle.-Bfihtiji}a^ji''ii6 not. '■ I . ■ 
Unloofethrfr Bonds"; — ^I'riowas Frierfds embfaceybti ; 
Give them their Crowns again. ' r • . • 

Pontus. We're twice oViTome ; 
By Courage and by Cduttiiff. 

Mocedon. But this latter .',.'-, 
Shall teathu5to'live eytff-faiAfulVaffab' 
To Biockfian, and th^ Power of Rom^. , ' 

Epire. All iCingdoms fafl before her, ' ' . ,. .' -x 

Pontus. And all_ Kings:'^ ' ■ ' ' '" '',".'. 

Contend to honour C^^r/ ' " , ' * '■/.; 

i)/ocJt. I believe " . ' . '' : 

Your Tongues are dje trtie' Trumpets' o^ your Hearts,' 
And in it I moft' hapfly.'. Queen, of F^t'e^t 
Imperious Fortune, mix (bme light Difa^er ,'1. 

With my fo many Joys; to fearaii'theitt,'^ ', ';. 
And givethem fweeter Relilh; I'm gkt round 
With true Felicity; faithful Subjefls herfe; " ■ ■ ■ - 
Here bold Commandets ; here with nefc-made Frkpdg-i. 
But, what's.the droWn of all, in t^te,.'Artemia ! ' ' ." , 
My only Child f. ■whoie t-ove tottie^ndDuty " ' I. 
Strive to exceed each other. *■ 

Artem. I make Payment ' ' '■ • 

But of a DeKt which I ftand bound to tender, '-'"'',) 
As a Daughter and a Subject. ".-.'' 

DiocU, Which rei^uires yet ■■•-■■ .. • . 

A Retribution from me, Artemla ! , 

Ty'd by a Father's Care, how to beftow - - , ■ 

A Jewel, of all Thing? to me moft precious : 
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Nor mil X therefore longer keep thee from 
The chief Joys of Creation, Maf rtage Rights ; ^ 
Which that mou may'fi with greater Figures tafie of. 
Thou fhalt not like with mine Eyes, but thine own. ■ 
Anwngthcle Kings, forgettit^ they were Captives, 
Or Amc, remetnbring not they are my Subjecb, 
Make Choice of any ; by Jove's dreadful 'Hiunder 
My Will fhall rank with thine. 

Artem. It is a Bounty 
The Daughters of great Piinces feldpm meet with ; 
For they, to make up Breaches in the State, 
Or for lome other publick Ends, are forc'd 
To match where they affeik not : May my Life 
Defcrve this Favour. 

Diock. Speak ! I long to know 
The Man thou wilt make happy. 

Artem. If that Titles, 
Or The adored Name of Queen, could take me. 
Here would I fix mine Eyes^and look no further : 
But thefe are Baits to take a mean-born Lady, 
Not her, that boldly may call Cr/ir Father: 
In that I can bring Honour unto any. 
But from no King that lives receive AdditloB. 
To raife Defert and Virtue by my Fortune, 
TMio' in a low EAate, were greater Glory, 
Than to mix Greatnefs with a Prince that owns 
No Worth but that Name only. 

Diock. I commend thee: 
Tis like myfelf. 

.Jkum, Ifthen,of Men beneath me 
My Choice is to be made, where fhall I feek. 
But apibng thofe that beft deferve from you ? 
That have ferv'd you moft faithfully ; that in Dangers 
Have flood next to you ; that have interpos'd 
Thdr Breafb, as Shields of Proof, to dull their Swords 
Aim'd at your Bofom ; that have fpent their Blood 
To crown your &ows with Laurel. 

^ Tbe Ri^titi which Mairiasc gWc) iiiaj be conGdered at the chief 
Ji^i of CmiiQii,but thomere Ceccaioniei of Marriage <:vaa»,M. M. 
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Macr. Cytbereay 
Great Queen of Love, be now propitious to me ! [^^de^ 

/fur^. Now mark what I foretold. 

Mton. Her Eyes on me ! 
Fair f^(7r»j's Son! draw forti a leaden Dart, 
And, tfiat flie may hate me, transfix her widi it.; 
Or, if thou needs wilt ufe a Golden o.ne, '. 

Shoot in the Behalf of any' other; , ' "' 

Thou know*!! I am thy Votary elfewhere. \_Afiit^ 

Artem. Sir ! , , 

T^^o^A. How he blulhes ! 

Sap. Welcome, Fool, thy Fortune ! 
Stand like a Block, when fuch an Angel courts thee \ . 

Artm. I airi no Objeft to divert' your Eye . '. . 

From the beholding. 

Axton. Rather a bright Sun 
Too glorious for him to gaze upon. 
That took not firft Flight from the Eagle's Airy; 
As I look on the Temples or the Gods, 
And with that Reverence, Lady, I behold you. 
And fliall do ever. 

Artem. And it will become you. 
While thus we ftand at IKflance ; but, if Love 
(Love, born out of the Aflurance of your Virtues,) 
Teach me to ftoop fo lo w 

AiOon. O, rather take 
A higher FUcht ! 

Artem. Why fear you to be rais.'d ? 
Say I put off the dreadful Awe that waits ' 
On Majefty, or with you fliare my Beams ; ' ■ " . 
Nay make you too outfliine me, change: the Name 
Of Subjed into Lord ; rob you of Service 
That's due from you to me, and in me make it 
Duty to honour you, would you refufe me ? 

Anton. Refufe you, Madam ? Such a Worm, as I am, 
Refufe what Kings upon their Knees would fue for ? 
Call it, great Lady, by another Name; 
An hunile Modefty, that would not match 
A Molehill with Ofympus. 

Artem. He that's famous 
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For hoDOUrtble Aflions in the War, 
As you atCf jinfoninus ; a prov'd Soldier 
Is fellow to a King. 

jittton. If yoa love Valour, - ... 

As 'ris a Itiifely Virrue, feelt it otit. 
Arid cherifli it in a King ? there it fliines trighteft^ 
And yields the braveft Luftrc. Look on Epire^ 
A Prioce, in whom it is infoporatc! ; 
And let it not difgrace him that he was , . 
O'ercome by Cafar ; it was ^ Viftoty . 
To ftand fo long ^gainft him : 'H3d,you feen htm. 
How in one bloody Scene he did dHcharge ' 
The Parts of a Commander and a Soldier, 
Wife in Krcftion, bold in Execution ; 
You would have iaid, great C^pt'i felf excepted. 
The World yields not his Equal. 

Jb-tem> Yet I've h6ard, . - ■ • i 
, Encount'ring him alone in the Had of bis Troop, 
You took him Prifoner. 

Kpire. 'Tis a Trjth, great Princefs ; 
I'll not detraft from Valour. ' 

Anton. 'Twas mere Fortune ; Courage had no Hand 
in it. 

Thet^h, Did ever Man 
Strive fo againft his own Good ! 

%-. Spiritlefs Villain t " " 

How I am tortur'd ! By th' immortal Gods, 
I now could kill him. 

Diocle. Hold, Sapritius, hold ! "' , 

On our Difpleafure hold ! ■ _. 

Harp. Why, this would make 
A Father mad ; 'tis not to be endur'd : 
Your Honour's tainted in't. 

Sap. By Heav'n, it is ; 
lihall think of it. 

Harp. 'Tis nor to be forgotten. 

Artem. N^, kneel not. Sir ! I am no itiviffttP i 
Nor fo far gone in fond Aft'ckftion to you, 
But that I can retire, my Honour fafc ; 
Yet fay, hereafter, that thou haft ncglefted 
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\Vhat, but feen in PofleifiMi of awatheri 
"Will make thee mad with Eiwvt 

Anion. In her IiOo4^ 
Revenge is, written. 

Mac As ytou love yGurLifej 
Study tig appeafe her. , 

jHt(m<. Gracious Madam, hear me 1 

jiriem. And be again rdftis'd. 

Jnton. The Tender of 
My Life, my Service, not, finee you Touohfdfe itj 
My Lovej my Heart, my All : And pardon me, 
Pardonj dreail Princcfs ! that 1 tnade fome-Scrupte 
To leave a Valley of Sectirityj 
To moiihtup'tothciHtli-ofMajeftyj 
On which, the nearer J(fve, the ri^rct iLightnfngj 
What -ktitw i, but, your Gtac«.made Trial of me ? 
Durll I prdiime I'etiJbracej whtfre but to toudh 
With an unmanner'd Hand, were -Death ? The F-ox, 
When hefaw firft the^oreft?s Kingj the Lion, 
W* 'BiltRiaft dead with fVar •; the fecond View 
Only a little daurtted him ; thfe third 
He dUrft falute him boldly : l*ray you, apply thfcf 
And you&all find a little Time will teach me 
■ To lo(A with more faniiliar-i^ upon ^ou 
Than Duty yet allows 'ime. 

Sap. Well excus'd ! 

Arlemt You may redeem all yeti 

Dieckt And,thathe'may 
Have Means and Opportunity to do tb, 
Artemm^ \ leave you my^ubftkute 
In'ifait^^rmi. 

Sap. And here, as yourfelf^ 
We willobfey and fcrve htir. 

Diocle. Antoninus, 
So you prove hers^ I wilhilo Other Heir. 
Think on'i— be careful irf your Charge, ^effMUtti 
Sapritius, be you my Daughcet's Guardlftn. * 

VatfrCertipany I wilh, oofifcdcnae 'PrtDces, 
In out- Daknat'wn Wan> ^i^^oh fifitflitd, 

VoL.L H 
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With Vidory I hope, and Miximmus, 
Our Brother and Copartner in the Empire, 
At my Requeft won to confirm as much. 
The Kingdoms J took from you we'll reftore. 
And make you greater than you were before. 

lExtunt all but Antoninus cnf/Macrinus. 

Jnton. Oh ! I am loft for ever ! loft, Macrinus ! 
, The Anchor of the Wretched, Hope, forfakes me, 
And with one Blaft of Fortune all my Light 
Of Happinefs is put out. 
r^M.ic . You're like to thofe 
„hat are ill only, 'caufe they are too well ; 

hat, furfeiting in the Excefs of-Blefiings, 
^-■all their Abundance Want — ^What could you wifli. 
That is riot fall'n upon you ? Honour, Greatnefs, 
Refped, Wealth, Favour, thewhole World fw a Dowei; 
And with a Princefs, whofc excelling Form. 
Exceeds her Fortune. , 

Anton, Yet Poifon ftill is Poifon, 
Tho' drunk in Gold ; and alt thefe flatt'ring Glories 
To me, ready to ftarve, a pajnted Banquet i 

And no eflential Food : When I am fcorch'd 
With Fire, can Flames in any other quench me ? 
What is her Love to me, Greatnefs, or Empire^ 
That am Slave to another, who alone 
Can giTe me Eafe or Freedom ? 

Mac, Sir, you point at 
Your Dotage on the fcornful Dorothea : 
Is (he, tho' fair, the fame Day to be nam'd 
With beft Artemia f — In all their Courfes, 
Wife Men propofe their Ends. — With fweet Jriema 
There comes along Pleafure, Security, 
Uftier'd by all that in this Life is precious ; 
With Derothea (tho' her Birth be noble. 
The Daughter- to a Senator oi Rome, 
By him left rich, yet with a private Wealth, 
And far inferior to yours) arrives 
The Emp'ror's Frown, which, like a mortal Plague, 
Speaks Death is near ; the princefs' heavy Scorn, 
Under which you'll fink; your Father's Fury, 
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Which to refill, e'en Piety forbids : 

And but remember that flie Hands fufpefted 

A Favourer of the Chriftlah Seft-^ flie brings 

Not Danger, but aflured Deftruftion with her. 

This truly weigh'd, one Smile of great Arlemia 

Is to be cherifh'd, and nreferr'd before 

All Joys in Dorothea — Therefore leave her. 

Jnton. In what thou think'fl; thou art moft wife, thou 
art 
Grofly abus'd, MtfcriHas, and raoft fbolifhi 
For any Man to match above his Rink, 
Is but to fell his Liberty : With ArUmia 
I ftlll muftlive a Servant; but, enjoying 
Diviheft Dorothea, I ftiall rule ; 
Rule as becomes a Hufband. For the Danger, 
Or call it, if you wili,airur'dDeftruiftion, 
I flight it thus— Ifi then, thou art my Friend, 
As Idare fwear thou art, and wilt not take 
A Governor's Place upon thee^ be my Helper. 

^c. You know I darcj and will do any thing; 
Put me unto the Teft. 

Jnion. Go then, Macrinm, 
To Dorothea', tell her, I have worn, 
In all the Battles I have fought, her Figure, 
Her Figute in my Heart, which, like a Deity, 
Hath ftlll protend me. Thou can'ft fpeak Well, 
And of thy choice!): Lnaguage fparc a little. 
To make her underftand how much I love her. 
And how I languifli for her. Bear thefe Jewels, 
Sent in the Way of Sacrifice, not Service, 
As to my Goddefs. All Lets thrown behind me. 
Or Fears that may deter me, fay, this Morning ■ 
I mean to vifit her by the Name of Friendship ; 
.' — No Words to contradid: this. 

Mac. I am yours : 
And, if my Travel this Way be ill fpent. 
Judge not my readier Will by the Event, 

End of tht Ftrjl All. 

H 2 
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A C T II. SCENE!. 

Enter Spungius and Hirc'ius. ' 
Spungius. 

TURN Cbriftian? Would he that firtt temped me 
to have my Shoes walk upon Cbrifltan Soles, bad 
• turn'd me into a Capon : For I am fure now, the SttMie* 
of all my Pleafurc, in this fleihly Life, are cut off. 

/ffr. So then, if any Coxcomb his a galloping Defire 
to ride, here is a Gelding, if he can but fit him. 

Spun. 1 kick, for all that, like a Horfe ; — look elfc. 

Htr. But that is a kickilh Jade, Fellow Sputmusl 
Have not I as much Caufe to complain as thou nafi } 
When I was a Pagan, there was an Infidel Pui^ 
of mine, would have let me come upon Truft for my 
Curvetting ;' A Pox on your thriftian Cockatrices, thty 
cry, like Poulterers' Wives, no Money, no Coney. 

Spun, Bacchus, the God of brew'd Wine and Sugar, 
Grand Patron of Rob-pots, upfy-freefy Tipplers^ and 
Super-naculum-takers ; this Bacchus^ who is Head- 
warden of Vintners'-hall, Ale-conner, tdayor of all 
Vi£tualUng-houfes, the fole liquid Benefactor to Bawdy 
Houfes ; Lanfepelade ^ to red Nofes, and invlDciblc 

f3" J Very few of our old Englifi^Physare free from thefeOialogiia 
of low Wit and Buffoonery : 'Twa» the Vice of lire Age ; nOr h 
MaffingiT lefa free from it than his Coiempararie*. To deteixl thm 
is impoffible, noi- flwll I atte;npt it. Thoy are of thi* Ufc, that tlfcjr 
marie theTaftc,difpiay the Manners, and fiiew us what nu ttM chief 
Delight and Entertalaraentof our Fore^then. 

8 Lanfepcladei were a Suri of petty OfGcers in the Army below 
ihc Coporalt, but above the common Men ; and we hart ftm in our 
Rcgimentt what ate called Lance Cdr^rals, who are common S^- 
diera employed occallonally to aftai Cdrporals. Chamhtn derim tUi 
Word iro^ Lancia Sptxzaiaf which means in Italian, > btokA 
Lance, this Rank of Men being generally compofed of difmounted 
Horfemcn, who fought with Lances. "Were it not that it frcqueoily 
occurs in other old Plays, 1 fhould have thought it, ia this Paflagc, 
Rot worthy of SsplaDation. M, 3lf. 
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Adelantvlo over the Anji^do of pimpled, deep-fcarlct- 
ed, rubified, and carbmicled fgces. 

Hir, What of alJ thU? 

Spun. Tills, boon Bacchanalian Skinker, did I nmke 
Legs to 

Hir. Scup?y ones, when thou wert drunk. 

Spun. There is no Danger of loliug a Man's Ears by 
making thefe Indentures ; he that will not now ami then 
be Cuk^fngo, is worfe thap a Ca(a^oq(b«. When I was a 
Pagan, and kneeled to this jBaichu^ I durft out-driok a 
Lord ; but your Chriftian Lords out-bow! me. 1 was 
in Hope to. lead ^ fober Life, when I was converted ; 
but, amongft the Chriftiaps, I can no ibpner ftagger out 
of one Alc-houfe, hut I reel into another : They hav^ 
whole Streets of nothing but Drinking- rooms, and DrabT 
bing-chanibers, jumbled together. 

Hir. Bawdy fiit^as, the firft Schoolmafter that 
taught Butchers how to ftick Pricks in Flefh, and makf: 
it fwell, thou know'ft, was the only Ningle that I ca- 
red for, ui«kr the Moon; but, fince I left hinn to fol- 
low a fcurvy Lady» wh^t with her Praying and ouf 
Faftiflg, if cow I con>e to a Wench, and oiler to ufe 
her any thing hardly (telling her, being a Chriftian, ftie 
aiult e«4ure) flie frefepUy handle^ me as if I were a 
Clgve, ;md cleaves mg with Difdain, as if I were a 
Calf's H<ad. 

Spun. I fee no Remedy, Fellow Hiirius, but that thoy 
and I tfixf^ be h^lf Pagans, and h^alf Chriitians ; for we 
know very Fools that are Chriftians. 

Ii»: Right : The Quarce^s of Oiri^iaps ate good 
for nothipgbut to feed Craws. 

Spun. TniC i Chriftian Brokers, thou know 'ft, are 
made up of thfi Qyaitprs qf Chriftians; parboil one of 
thefe Rogu,e^ and h^ 's not Meat lor a Dog : No, no, 
I am refolved ip have ao Infidel's Heart, tho' in Shew I 
carry a Chiiftian's Face. 

Hit. Thy laft fliall fcrve my Foot— fo will I. 

Spun. Quf whipD-p^ing Lady and Miftrefs fcnt me 
H 3 
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with two great Bafltets full of Beef, Mutton, Veal, and 
Goofe, Fellow Hircm — — 

Hir. And Woodcock, Fellow Spungius, 

Spun. Upon the poor lean Afs-feliow, on which I rid, 
to all the Alms-women : What thinkcft thou I have 
done with all this good Cheer ? 

Hir. Eat it ; or be chok'd elfe. 

Spun. Would my Afs, Bafltct and all were in thy 
Maw, if I did : No, as I am a Demi-pagan, I fold the 
Viftuals, and coined the Money into Potde Pots of 
Wine. 

Hir. Therein thou fliewM'ft thyfelf a perfcft Dcnii- 
chriftian too, to let the Poor beg, ftarve, and hang, or 
die of the Pip. Our puling, fnotty-nos'd Lady fent me 
out likcwife with a Purfe of Money, to relieve and re-: 
leafe Prifoners — Did I fo, think you ? 

Spuif. Would thy Ribs wctc turned into Grates of 
Iron then. 

JTir. As I am a total Pagan I fworc they fliould be 
hanged firft ; for. Sirrah Spunmis, I lay at my old Ward 
of Lechery, and cried, z Pox on your Two-penny 
Wards ! and fo I took fcurvy common Fleih f6r the 
Money. 

Spun. And wifely donp ; For our Lady, fending it to 
Prifoners, had bcftowed it upon lowly iCnavcs ; and 
thou, to fave that Labour, caft it ^way upon rotten 
Whores. 

Hir. All my Fear it of that Pink-aa-<ieye-jackanapes 
Boy, her PagCt 

Spun. As 1 am a Pagan firom my Cod-piece down^ 
ward, that whiterfac'd Monkey frights me too : I Hole 
but a dirty Pudding, laft Day out of an Alms-baJket, 
to give my Dog when he was hungry, and the peaking 
chitty-face Page hit me in the Teeth with it, 

Hir. With the dirty Pudding ? So he did me once 
with a powrturd, which in Knavery I would have 
crumb'd into one's Porridge, who was half a Pagan 
too : The fmug Dandiprat fmells us out, whatfocver 
we are <ioing. 
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Spun. Does-hc? Lct'him take Heed I prove not his 
Back-friend : I'll make -him curfe his Smelling what f 
do. 

Hir> 'Tis my Lady fpmls the Boy ; for tie is ever at 
her Heels, and flie is never well but in hi,s Company. 

Enter Angelo, with a Book and a Taper lighted j '' they, fee- 
ing him, counterfeit Devotion. 

Ang. O ! now your Hearts make Ladders of your 
Eyes, 
In Shew to climb to Heaven, when your Devotion 
Walks upon Crutches,"-T. — Where did you wafte your 

Time, 
When the religious Man was on his Knees, 
Speaking the heavenly Language ? . ^ 

Spun, Why, Fellow Jngelo, we were fpeaking in Ped- 
lar's French t hope. 

Hir, We ha' not been idle, take it upon my Word. 

Jng. Have you the Baikets emptied, which your 
Lady 
Sent from her charitable Hands to Women 
That dwell upon her Pity ? 

Spun' Emptied 'cm? Yes; I'd be loth ta have my 
Belly fo empty ; yet, I am fure, I munched not one Bit 
of them neither, 

Ang. And went your Money to the Prifoners ? 

Hir. Went? No; I carried it, and with thefe Fin- 
gers paid it away, 

Jng. What Way? The PeviFa Way, the Way of 
Sin, 
The Way of hot Damnation, Way of Luft : 
JVnd you, to walh away the Poor Man's Bread 
In Bowls 6f Drunkennefs. 

Spun. I>unkeDnefs ! Yes, yes, I ufe to be drunk ; 
our next Neighbour's Man, called Cir^f^p;?'??-, bath often 
feen me drunk, hath he not ? 

Hir. Or me given fo to the Flefli ? My Cheeks f|>eak 
reyPoings, 

H 4 
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■i%. Avaunt, ye Thieves, aetdikQltowHypQcdies I 
Your Hearts to. me lie open Hke htack Bookv 
And there I read your Doings, 

Spun, Ami what d0> you Kad in ni^ Heart ? 

tBr. Or in mine ? Coracj amiahle Jageb ! beat tfao 
Flint of your Brain. 

^«. And let's fee what Sparlas of Wit fly out to. 
kindle your Carehrtmi* 

Aig. Your Names even brand you : You are Spun^ 
gius call'd^ 
And, like a Spunge, you fuck up lickerifli Wines, 
Till your Soul reels'iio Hell.. 

Spun. To H«n ! caa any Dfunkanl's. tegs cany Um 
fo tar> 

jin^. For ffinod <rf Grapes you- (old the Wtdov'* 
Food, 
And Hairing tbem 'tis Murder : What this but H«U ? 
Hirdus your Name, and goatilh is your Nature : 
You fnatch the Meat oucof theFrifoner's Mouth, 
To fatten Harlots : Is. nor rius. HeU teo > 
No Angel, but the Devil, waits on you. 

Spun. ShaM I ouB his Thiroat } 

Hir, No; better burn him, for I 8hinkhei»a.WiKbj 
but footii,, footh. him.. 

Spun, Fellow Angda, true it i», tlrait &tKag into.tha 
Company of wickea He-chriftians, formy rMt—— 

Hir. And She-cwes, for my Part,— we have "broferkn 
in Shoals bard by. 

Spun. We muft confefs, I took too much out of i^ 
Pot ; and he of— t'of^er hollow Cwnmodity. 

Bir. Yes, indeed, we laid lill on both of «9 ; we cOt 
zen'd the Poor; but 'tis a common Thing; many a- 
one, that counts himfelf a better Chriftian, tlwn we two, 
has done it, by this Light. 

Spun^ But pray, fweet Jjfgehit play not the TeB-t^c 
fo my. Lady ; and, if you take us creepj^ into any of 
thefe Moufe-holes of Sinany more, let Cats flea c^ ouf 
Skins. 

Hit. And put nothing but the ppifon'd Tails of K^» 
into thofe Skins, » 
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Jkg. Will you di&onour hei direct CbanCy, 
Wfao lav'd you fronTthe Tree of Etoat^tnd Shame ? 

Hir. Would I were han^4 radier tban tfaoi be told 
of my Faults. 

Spun. She took us, 'tis true, from die GaUows ; yet 
I hope Ihe will ROC bar Veomen Sprats to have dieir 
Swiag, 

Jug. She comesi^ — beware and menct. 

Hir. Let's break bis Neck, ami bid him tnead. 

jl&tffr Dorothea^ 

I>or, Have you my Merges teiu to the Poor^ 
Delivev'd with good Hands, Aot rcblmg'thecn. 
Of any Jot was theirs. 

Spun. Rob 'em, Lady ? I hope Bsithcr my Fellow 
per I am Thieves. 

Hir. Deliver'd with good i^itds, Madara ; elfe let 
me never lick my Fingers nior* wl»c» Z eat butterU 

Dor. Who cheat the Poor, and fr^tn tkem phjck 
their Akns, 
Pilfer from Heav'n, and there are Thundevbqlts 
From thence to beat thetn ever. Do not lie- ;■ 
Were you both fiutb^l^ true Di^htibv«efs? 

Spm. Lie, Madwi ^ WlUt Grief is k to fee you 
turn Swaggerer, and g^ve yqur poor-imBde«h rafc^d)]^ 
Servants tie Lie, 

Dor. Vm glad you da not ; if thofe wfetcAed People 
Tell you they pine for Want of any Thing, 
Whifperbut t&mineBir, and you ft^fufaifh them. 

Hir. Whi%f ? Nay, Lady, fof my P^Pt, ITI cry 
whoop. 

Jjfg. Play no more. Villains, with fo good a Lady ;, 
For, if you do 

SpuHt. An weChriflians ? 

Hir. The foul Fiend foap id! Pm^m for me,^ 

Jng. Away, and oncemoremend. 

;^uti. Tak^ us for Bptchers ?■ 
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Hir. A Patch, a Patch. {^Exeunt Spun, and Hit. 

Dor. My Book and Taper. 

^g. ticre, moft holy Miftrefs. 

Dor. Thy Voice fends forth fuch Mufic, that I never 
Was mvifli'd with a more celeftial Sound, 
Were every Servant in the World like thee. 
So full of Goodnefs, Angels would come down 
To dwell with us : Thy Name is Angeb, 
And like that Name thou ?rt ; get thee to Reft, . 
Thy Youth with too much Watching is oppreft. 

jing. No, my dear Lady ! I could weary Stars, 
And force the wakeful Moon to lofe her Eyes 
By my late Watching, but to wait on you. 
Wheti at your Prayers you kneel before the Altar, 
Metninks I'm finging with fome Qyire in Heaven, 
So bleft I hold me in your CoAipany : 
Therefore, my molt lov'd Miftrefs, do not bid 
Ypqr Boy, io fcrviceable, to get heRce ; 
Fot then you break his Heart. 

Dor. Be nigh me ftill, then ; 
In Golden Letters down I'll fet that Day, 
Which gave thee to me. Little did I hope 
To meet fuch Worlds of Comfort in thyfelf ; 
This little, pretty Body, when I, coming 
Forth of the Temple, heard my B^gar-boy, 
My fweet-fac'd, godly Beggar-boy, crave an Alms, 
Which with glad Hand I gave, with lucky Hand ; 
And, when I took thee Home, my moft chafte Bofom 
Methought, was fiU'd with no hot wanton Fire, 
But with a holy Flame, mounting iince higher, 
On Wings of Cherobims, than it did before. 

Ang. Proud am I, that my Lady's modeft Eye 
So likes fo poor a Servant. 

Dor. I have offcr'd 
Handfiils of Gold but to behold thy Parents. 
I would leave Kingdoms, were I Queen of forae. 
To dwell with thy good Father ; for, the Son 
Bewitching me fo deeply with his Prefence, 
He that begot him muft do't ten Times more. 
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I pray thee, my fweet Boy, fhew me thy Parents ; 
Be not afliam'd. 

Ang, I am not : I did never 
Know who my Mother was ; but, by yon Palace, 
FiU'd with bright heav'nly Courtiers, I dare affurc you, 
And pawn thele Eyes upoi) it,' and this Hand, 
My Father is in Heaveii ; and, pretty Miftrcfs, 
If your illuftrious Hour-glafs fpend his Sand 
No worfe than yet it doth, upon my Life, 
You and I both Ihall meet my Father there. 
And he ihall bid you welcome. 

Dor. A.bleffed Day! 
^e all long to be there, .but lofe the Way, {Exemt^ 

S C E N E II. 

Macrinus, Friend to Antoninus, enters,, being met hy 
Theophilus and Harpax. 

Theqph. Sun, God of the Day, guide thee, Mscrinus f 

Mic. And thee, Theophilifs ! 

Theopk Gaddeft thpi} in fuch Scorn ? 
I call my Wifh back, 

Mk. I'm in Hafte. 

Tbec^h, One Word, 
Take the leaft Hand of Time up : — Stay. 

Mic, Be Brief. 

Theoph. As Thought : I pritheetell me,good Micrima^ 
How Health and our fair Princeft lay together 
^is Night, for you can tell ; Courtiers nave Flies 
That buz all News unto them. 

Mk. She flept but ill. 

Theoph. Double thy Curtfey ; Ixoyt 6fX^ jintomnus ? . 

Mxc, 111; well; ftraight j crooked;—^! know tioC 
how. 

V%eoph. 6ncemore;' 
T-rTiiy Head is fuU pf Windmills :— when dqth the 
Princefs 
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Fill a Bed ivHik of 9e»it)r> and bellow it 
On AHtonitttts, on the Wedding-night ? 

JV^. I know not. 

Thei^. No? Tb#u ahthp^Manufcript, 
Wher^ .j^nbntMfM writes down aU his Sccreu, 
Honelt Af^vinuff tell me. 

Mic, Fsfe yaiu well. Sir ! [£t//. 

An]^. Hoaefty it fi>me Ficndt sod ir^hfis him he^ce ; 
And many CpurtjeK love it not. 

Theoph. WbatPicee 
Of this State-wheel (which winds up.<^/<W''flM^ 
Is broke, it runs fo jarringly ? The Man 
.Is from himfetf divided; O, th.Qu, the Eye 
By which I Wonders fee, tell me, my HarpaXf i 

WTiat Gadfly tickles fo this Macrinusj. 
That, flinging up the Tail, he breaks thus from me. 

Harp. Oh, Sir ! his Brain-pan is a Bed of Snakes^ 
Whole Sdngs Iboot ihro' his Ej^e-batls, whefa pois'neus 



Jngendcrs fuch a Fry of fpeckjed Villainies^ 

^Hiat, unlefs Charms, mote ftrong than Adamant, 

Be us'd, the Ronifln Aag^*** Wings ftall melt. 

And Oefar\ Diadem be from his Head 

Spum'd by bafe Feet ; the I-aurel which he wearSj^ 

(Returning Viftor) be enforc'd to Jcifs 

(That which it hates) the Fire, And can this Ram, 

This ^«/0Hi«i«-englne-, being made ready 

To fo much Mifchief, keep a fteady Nfotion. * 

His Eyes and Feet, you fee, give fttange Aflaults. 

Theciph' I'ni turn'a a Marble Statue at thy Language^ 
Which printed is in Rich crabbed Charadt^, 
It puzzles aU my Reading : What i' th" Name 
Of Pluto, now is hatching ? 

Harp. This, A&cmnSf 
Tfce Line is, upon ift^ildi Low-errands rut* 
'Twixt Antoninus and thatGhoft of Woman^ 

9 At Angeh were no Part of the Pagan Theology, thii 
flnuld cenai^y be -^"gti, from the Italia* j&gilU, which meaiu a 
Bird.— The Allufiou is to the Rtmm £agl«. M. M, 
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*rhe blcwdlefs Dorothea^ who in Prayer - 
And MttHtatfon (■mockifig all yoiir Gods) 
Drinks up her Ruby Colour : ¥« Anivnhtui 
Plays the Endymion to this pale-fac'd Moon, 
Courts her, leeks to earth her Eyes. 

Theoph, And what df fli^s ? 

Harp. Thefe are but drcdfntig BilfowS, 
Not got to Shore yet : Biit if Dorothea 
Fall on his Bofom, and be fir'd with -Love, 
(Yoor coldeft Women -do fo) ^ad you Ilifc 
Brew'd from tV infernal %*, hot all Aat BhfclcBeft 
Can make a Thing Co foul, as the Dilhonours, 
Difgraoes, Bufeings, a'fid *ic*ft bafe AftoOts 
Upon the bright yJrlemia, Star of Court, 
Great Cr/ar's Oaughter. 

Theoph. Now 1 ■conltrae th«. 

Harp. Nay, more ; a -J^irthament 'tff Clouds, bda* 
fill'd T 

Wirfi Jffvi'i Aftillery 'ihbt dOftrn dt once. 
To dafli your Gods ^ Pieces, catmofglve. 
With all thofe Thunderbolts, fo deep a "Blbw 
To the Religion there, tfnd Pagan Ldrfi, 
As this ; for Dofo/Afa "hates yot/rOods, 
And, if ihe once blaft Antoninus'^ Soul, 
Making it foil! likeliets, Oh ! the'ExiampIe— * 

Theoph, Eats thro' C^^rea's Heart Kke liquid Poifrtv 
Have I invented Tortures to tearChrtftians, 
To fee but which, could all that feel Hell's TormUrit* 
Have Leave to ftand-aioof hete on Earth's Stage, 
They would be mad, ^tftl ihey again drfcended, 
Holding the Pains moft horrid of fuch Souls, 
May-games to thofe of mine. Hath this my Hand 
Set down a Chriftian's Execution 
In fuch dire Failures, that the very M^flgraan 
Fell at my Foot dead, hearing but their Pjgurtt ? 
And fliall Macr'mui and his Fellow-mafquer 
Strangle me in a Dance ? 

Harp. No;-^Hjn; I hug thee, 
For drilling thy ^ick Brains in this ri0h 1*101 
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Of Tortures 'gwnft thefc Chriftians : On ; I hug thee ( 

Theopb. Bom hiig and holy mc ; to this Dorothea 
Fly thou and I in Thunder. 

Uarp. Not for Kingdoms , . . 
Pil'd upon Kingdoms : There's a Villain Page 
Waits on her, whom I would Dot for the World 
Hold Traffick with ; I do fo hate his Sight, . 
That, Ihould I look on him- 1 muft fink down; 

'Theoph. I will not lofe thee then, her to confound : 
None but this Head with Glories fliall be crown'd. 

Harp, Oh ! mine own as I would wiih tiiee. \_Exeunti 

txter Dorothea, MactinuSj and Augelo. 

Dor. My trufty yingelo, witli that curious Eye 
Of thine, which ever wwts upon ray Bufinefs, 
Iprithee watch thofe my ftill-n^ligent Servants, 
, That they perform my Will, in what's enjoin'd them 
To th* Good of others ; elfe will you Bnd.them Flies 
Not lying flill, yet in them no Good lies : 
Be careful, dear Boy ! 

Atg. Yes, my fweet Miftrefs. . [Mxiu 

Dor. Now, Sir, you may go on. 

Mac. I then muft ftudy 
A new Ariihmetick, to ium up the Virtues 
Wticb Antoninus gracefully becmne. 
There is in him fo much Man, fo much Goodnefs, 
So much of Honour, and of all Things elfe, . 
Which makes our Being excellent, that from his. Store 
He can enough lend others ; yet, much taken from him^ 
The 'VVant Ihall be as Utile, as when Seas 
Lend from their Bounty, to fill up their Poomefs 
Of needy Rivers. 

Dor. Sir ; he is more indebted 
To you for Praife, than you to him that owes it. 

Mac. If Queens, viewing his Prefents pud to the 
Whitencfs 
Of your chafte Hand alone, Ihould be ambitious 
But to be Partners in their num'rous Shares, 
This he cgynts nothing : Could you fee main Armies 
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Make Battles in the Quarrel of his Valour. , 

That 'tis the beft, the trueft, this were nothing ; ; 

The Greatnefs of his State, his Father's Voice 

And Arm, owing Gf/irctf, he ne'er boaftsof; 

The Sun-beams which the Emperor throws upon him. 

Shine there but as in Water, and gild him 

Not with one Spot of Pride ; No, deareft Beauty ! 

All thefe, heap'd up together in one Scale, 

Cannot weigh down the Love he beats to you. 

Being put into the other. 

Dor. Could Gold buy you 
To fpeak thus for a Friend, you, Sir, are worthy 
Of more than I will nureber ; aad this your LangUagj! . 
Hath Power to win upon another Woman, 
Top of whpfe Heart the Feathers of this World 
Ace gayly ftuck : but all which firft you named, ■ 
And now this lall, his Love to me, are nothing. 

Mac, YoumakemeafadMeflenger;— but himfelf ;, 

Enter Antoninus. 

Being come In Ferfon, £hall, I hope, hear from you . 
Mufickmore pleafing. 

jinton. Has your Yax^ Asians, 
Heard none, then ? 

Mk. None I fike. 

Anton. But can, there be 
In fuch a noble Caiket, wherein lies 
■ Beauty and Chaftity in their full Perfeftions, 
A rocky Heart, killing with Cruelty 
A Life that's proftrated beneath your Feet ? 

Dor. I'm guilty of a Shame I yet ne'er knew. 
Thus to hold Parley with you ; — pray. Sir, pardon. 

Anton. Good Sweetnefs, you now have it, and Ihall go : 
Be but fo merciful, before your wounding mc 
With fuch a mortal Weapon as Farewell 
To let me murmur to your Virgin Ear, 
What I was loth to lay on any. Tongue 
But this mine own. 
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Dor. If oDcimtnodeA Acctttt 
Fly out, I liaitt you ereriaftiflglyi 

JnloH. My true Lore dirres not -do it. 

Mac. Htrma inJfiK thee I 

They whi^erjt^g btlowy enter ahtfix "SaprftmSj Patlef 
to Antommre, and Governor fif C«Girea ; wHh ihrt Ar-< 
temia ihe i*rinaji, Thcophaw, Span^ns OnSHir- 



Sfun. So, now, do vou fee teW Wwk U ^ne ; the 
Fifli you angle'far is nftWing^tt-^e Hook, ana^hewfore 
UBtrufs the Cod-piece-poiht wf tmt Re\*ftrd-, we mat- 
ter if the Breeches of CohfcJcAeeifftMabErat owr Hee4s. 

Tbeof^. The <5oia you erfrn is here j dam up 'j^bi- 
Mouths, »n4 no Words (yf it. 

Hir. Ni> ; Hor no WOids 'from yoa cif "too ftiudl 
damning neither. 1 know Wywiftn *;H th«itfrfves daily, 
and are hackney'd out for Silver : why may not we, 
then, betray a fcurvy ^i)ftKlj& fbrOtold ? 

Spun. She fav'd us from the Gallows, and,' only to 
keep one Proverb &&m breaking liis I9et:k, 'w&^l hang 
her. 

Tbeopb. Tis well done ; go, gfr, y'are wjy fine ii^ite 
Boys. 

Spun. If your red Boys, 'tis wcH kaown Tsiore ill- 
favoured Faces than ours are -pahited. 

Sap. Thofe Fellows trouble us. 

7heoph. Away, away"! 

Hir. I to my fwflfit PlaClMt. ' 

Spun. Andltb my (full Pot. . [£r«wff> 

Jntott. Kibttts, let me tune yott:— ^Iftzt 'not thus 
yeut Eyes 
WWi felf'love lof a VOw^d Virginity, 
Make eveiy Mati ytmr Glafs : ¥ou fte our "Se* 
Do never murder Ptopagarioh ; 
Wc all defire yottt fweet Sbciety., 
And if you bar me from it, yba do kjll fltie. 
And of my Blood are guilty. - 

Arm. O b»fe ViU^n ! 
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4^. Bridle your Rage, (weet Prittceft ! 

Anton. Could not my Fortunes 
(fe.ear'd' higher far than yours) be worthy of you j 
Metbinks my dear AflfediOn makes you mifier 

Dor. Sir, for, your Fortunes, were they Mine* of 
Gold, 
tie that I tove is richer ; and for Worthj 
You are to him lower than any Slave 
is to a Monarch. ' 

Sap. So infolent, bafe Chriffian ? 

Dor. Can 1, with wearing out my Knees beftMt Kint^ 
Get, you but be his Servant, yoo fliall boaft 
You'te equal to a Kin?^ 

Sap. Conf ulion on cnee. 
For playiiig thus the lying. Sorcerefs ! 

jhton. Your Mocks are great ones; Qotie beneub 
the Sun 
Will I be Servant toi— On my Knees I beg if. 
Pity me, wondoiuB Maid ! 

Sap. I curfe thy BaTenefs ! 

Theopht Liften to more* 

Dor. O kneel not. Sir, to me f 

Anion. This Knee is Emblem of an hilmbleii Heattt 
That Heart which tortur'd is with your Difdain, 
^iftiy ftjr (corning othen } even this- Heart, 
To which for Pity fuch a Princcfii fues, 
As in her Hand o^rs me all ihe Worlds 
Great Qe/ar's Daughter. 

Artem. Slave ! thou licft. 

^B/o«. Yetthis 
Is Adftmant to her, that ind» to yotl - 
In Drops of Blood. 

Anlonk Perhaps 
*Ti3 my iCcJigion makes you knit the Bto^^ 
Yet be you mine, and ever be your own'; 
I ne'er will fcrew your Confcienc? fr»»n that J*ovc.ef 
On which you Chriftiaos lean. 

A^. I can DO loneer 

Vol. I. I 
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Fret out my Life with weeping at thee. Villain :-!-Sir- 

rah! 
Would, when I got thee, the high Thund'rer's Hand 
Had Uttuck thee in the Womb. 

Mac. We are betrayed. 

^/fw. Is thatyour Idol, Traytor, which thou kneel'll to. 
Trampling upon my Beauty ? 

iTseoph. Sirrah ! Bandog ! 
Wilt thou in Pieces tear our Jupiter 
For her ? Our Mars for her ? Our Sol for her ? 
A Whore? A Hell-hound ? In this Globe of Brains, 
Where a whole World of Furies for llich Tortures 
Have fought (as in a Chaos) which fliould exceed, 
Thefe Nails fliall grubbing He from Skull to Skull* 
To find one horrider than all, for you. 
You three. 

Jrtem. Threaten not, but ftrike, quick Vengeance 
flies 
Into thy Bofom, Caitiff! here all Love dies. [^ExamU 

Antm. O ! I am thunderftruck ! 
We're both o'crwhelm'd. 

Macrin, With one high-ragiDg Billow. 

Dor. You a Soldier, 
And fink beneath the Violence of a Woman ! 

Antm. A Woman ? A wrong'd Princefs ! from fuch 
a Star 
Blaring with Fires of Hate, what can be look'd for. 
But tragical Events ? My Life is now 
The Subjefl: of her Tyranny. 

Dor. That Fear is bafe. 
Of Death, when that Death doth but Life difplace 
Out of her Hoiife of Earth ; you only drAid 
The Stroke, and not what follows when youVedcad; 
There is the Fear, indeed : Come, let your Eyes 
Dwell where mine do, you'll fcorn their Tyrannies. 
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^Hter behw, Artemia, Sapritius, Theophilus, a Guard i 
Angclo romes, and is chfe hy Dorothea. 

^rtem. My Father*s Nerves put Vigour id mine Arm,', 
And I iiis Strength muft uie ; becauTe I once 
Shed Beams, of Favour on thee, and, with the Lion, "> 
Play'd with thee gently, when thou llnick'll my Heart, 
I'll not infulton a bafe, humbled Prcyj 
By lingering out thy Terrors ; but with one Frown 
Kill thee. — Hence with 'em to Execution. 
Seize him, — but let ev'n Death itfeif be weary 
Intort'rii^ her. I'll change thole Smiles to Shrieks, 
Give the Fool, what ihe's proud of, Martyrdom: 
In. Pieces rack tbiit Bawd too. 

Sap. Albeit the Reverence 
I owe our Gods, and you, are in my Bofom, 
Torrents fo flrong, that Pity quite lies drown'd 
From faving this young Man : Yet, when I fee 
What Face Death gives him, and that a Thing vvithio 

me 
Saith, 'lis my Soflj I'm forc'd to be a Man, 
And grow fond of his Life, which thus I beg. 

Artent' And. I deny. 

Alton. Sir, you diflionour me| 
To fue for that wliich I difclaim to have. 
I fliall mor-e Glory in my Sufferings gain, 
Than you in giving Judgment; iince I offer 
My Blood up to your Anger : Nor do I kneel 
To keep a wretched Life of mine from Ruin i 
Preferve this Temple, builded fair as yours is, " 

10 With the Lion, mmu like the Lion. M. M. 

>' PrcfirVt this Tcmf^, laUd it fair ai yeltri it. 

A> this Line flands, jiimninui'i Rcqueft i), not merely that J-tf. 
mia fhoulJ preferve Dorothia, tAiC that (he llioulil rqife her xo a X)e- 
grce of Splendour equal to her own. The Abfurdity of fupjKifine 
thn h« (houldraakR thi» Requeft tn a Princsfs, who had cindeiimea 
him to Death, in Farnur of her Rival, made me fuppofe that thero" 
iiiuflbeaolirri>uriatbiil'itflagC,andfu^efledihc Amcndroent. M-^fj 
I 1 
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And Cafar never went in greater Triumph, 
Than I ihall to the Scaffold. 

Artem. Are you fo brave. Sir ? 
Set forward to his Triumph, and let thgfe two 
Go curfing along «ith him. 

Hot. No, but pitying, 
(Fonny Part, I) that youlofe ten Times more 
^'^tort'ring me, than I that dare your Tortures : 
Thro' all the Army of my Sins, I've even 
LabcJur'd to J)reak, and cope with Death to th' Face. 
The Vifage of a Hangman frights not me ; ■ 
The Sight of Whips, Racks, Gibbets, Axes, Fires, 
Are Scaffoldings by which my Soul climbs up 
To an eternal Habitation. 

Tbeoph. Cajar\ imperial- Daughter, hear mefpeak! 
Let not this Chriftian ^htng, in this her Pageantry 
Of proud deriding both our Gods and C^fdr, 
Build to herfelf a Kingdom in her Death ; 
Go, laughing from us ; no ; her bittcreft Torment 
Shall be, to feel her Conftancy beaten dov/n. 
The Bravery of her Refolution lie 
Batter'd, by th* Argument, into fuch Pieces, 
That flie again Jhall (on her Belly) creep 
To kifs the Pavements of our ¥amm Gods. 

Artem, How to be done ? 

theoph. I'll fend my Daughters to her ; 
And they Ihall turn her rocky Faith to Wax ; 
Elfe fpit at me, let me be made your Slave, 
And meet no Romans, but a Villain's Grave. 

Artem. Thy Prifoner let her be, then j and, Sapritivs! 
Your Son, and that " be yours, Death fiiall be fepi 
To him that fuffers them, by Voice or Lettei-s, 
To greet each other. Rifle her Ettate ; 
Chriflians to Beggary brough:, grow defperate. 

Dor. Still on the Bread of Poverty let me feed. 

[_Exeiint all but Angelo. 

■ 2 Meaning Maerinit, nhom before fie had called a Bawd. . 
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jisy. O ! my admired Miftrefs ! quench not out 
The holy Fires within you, the' Temptatipns 
Show'r down up<Hi you ; Clafp thine Armour on : 
Fight well ; and thou fliak fee, after thefe Wars, 
Thy Head wear Sun-beams, and thy Feet touch Stars. 

. Enter Hircius and SpuBgios. 

Hir. How now, Angela : how is it ! What Thread 
Ipins that Wbsre Fortune ujjon her Wheel now f 

Spun. Come/la, Catnejla, poor Knave ! 

Mir. Com a porte vou,co>Jsaporte vou, me petit Garfon, 

Spun. Me partha me Comrade, my Half-inch of Man's 
FleJh, how run the Dice of this cheating World, ha ? 

Atp Too well on your Sides ; you are hid in Gold 
o^er Head and Ears. 

Hir. We thank our Fates, the Sign of, the Gingle- 
boys hangs at the Doors of our Pockets. 

Spun. Who would think, that we coming forth of 
the Arfe, as it were, or (ag End of the World, fliould 
yet fee the Golden Age when fo little Silver is ftirring ? 

Hir. Nay, who can fay any Citizen is an Afs, for 
loading his own Back with Money till his Soul cracks 
again, only to leave his Son like a gilded Coxcomb be- 
hind him ? Will not any Fool take me for a wife Man 
now, feeing me draw out of the Pit of my Trcafury 
this little God with his Belly full of Gold ? 

Spun. And this full of the fame Meat out of my 
Ambrey. '3 

Jng. That Gold will melt to Polfon. 

Spun. Poifon ! would it would, whole Pints for 
Healths (hall down my Throat. 

Hir. Gold Poifon ! there is nevet a She-thraihcr in 
Cefarttit that lives on the Flail of Money, will call it fo. 

Ang. Like Slaves you fold your Souls for golden 
, Drofs, 
Bewitching her to Death, who ftept between 
Vou and tne Gallows. 

«3 A nnrthcm Phrare, andfignilleg 1 Cupboanl, M. M. 
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Spun. It was an eafy Manor to fave us, fhe being fo 
well back'd. 

Hir. The Gallows and we fell out ; fo fbe did but 
part us. 

Ang. Tbe Mifery of that Miftrefs is mine own ; 
She be^ar'd, I left wretched. 

Hir.lcin bullet my Nofe drop in Sorrow, with wet ,' 
Eyes for her. 

Spun. The Petticoat of her Eftate is unlaced I coo- 
fefs. 

Hir. Yes, and the Smock of her Charity is now all 
to Pieces. 

Jug. For Love you bear. to her, for fome good Turns 
JDonc you by me, give me one Piece of Silver. 

/f;V. How ! a' Piece of Stiver ! if thou wert an Angel 
of Gold, I would not put thee into white Money, unleft 
I weighed thee ; and I weigh thee not a Rufh. 

Spun. A Piece of Silver ! I never had but two Calves 
in my Life, and thofe my Mother left me; I will rather 
part from the Fat of them, than from a Muftard-token's 
\\'orih of Argent. 

Hir. And io, fweet Nit ! we crawl from thee. 
Spun. Adieu, Demi-dandiprat, adieu f 
Ang. Stay, — one Word yet: you now are full of 
Gold— 

ITtr. I would be forty .my "Do^ were fo full of the 
Pox. 

Spun. Or any Sow of mine bf the Meazks cither. 
An^, Go, go ! y' are Be^ars both ; you are not worth 
that Leather on your Feet. 
Hir. Away, away, Boy t_ 

Spun, Page, you do nothing but fet Patches on the 
Soles of your Jells, 

Ang. I'm glad I try'd your I^ove, which (fee !) I want 
not fo long as this is full. 

Hoth. AikI fo long as this— fo long as this. 
Hir. Spunglus ! you are a Pickpocket. 
Spu«. Hircius ! thou haft nimb'd — (o long, as not fo 
Piiith Money is left, as will buy 4 Louf^^ 
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ffir. Thou art a Thief, ,and thou Heft in that Gut 
ihro' which thy Wine runs, if thou denieft it. 

Spun, Thou liefl deeper than the Bottom of mine en- 
raged Pocket, if thou affronteft it. 

J/ig. No Blows, no bitter Language ; — all your Gold 
gone ?■ 

Spun. Can the Devil creep into one's Breeches ? 

Hir. Yes, if his Horns once get into the Cod-piece. 

Jk^. Come, figh not; I fo little am in Love 
With that whofe Lofs kills you, that, (fee) 'tis yours; 
All yours : Divide the Heap in equal Shart, 
So you will go along with me to Prifon, 
And in our Miftrefs' Sorrows bear a Part : 
Say, will you ? 

Both. Will we ? . 

Span. If fte were going to Hanging, no GallowS 
Should part us. 

Hir, Let us both be tura'd into a Rope of Onions 
if we do. 

Jng. Follow me, then ; Repair your bad Deeds paft ; 
Happy are Men when their bcft Deeds are laft. 

Spun. True, Matter Jngeb ! Pray, Sir, lead the Way. 
[Exit Ang. 

Wr. Let him lead that Way, but follow thou me 
this Way. ' « 

Spun. I live in a Gaol ? ' ■ 

Hir. Away and Ihift for oUrfelvcs : — She'll do well 
<nough there ; for Piifoners are more hungry after 
Mutton, than Catchpoles after Prifoners. 

Spun. Let her ftarve then if a wh^le Gaol will not 
fiil her Belly. \ExeuHi. 



End of the Second JSt. 
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ACT in. SCENE I, 



£»/«-Sapritiu5,TheQphilus,Prieft,CaUftc,tfa</Chriftcta, 

Sapritius. 

SI C K: ta the Death, I fear. 
Theoph, I meet your Sorrow, 
With my true Feeling of it> 

Sap. She's a Witch, 
A Sorcer-efs, Theophilus ! my Son 
Is charm'd by her enchanting Eyes, and like 
An Image made of Wax, her Beams of Beauty 
Melt him to nothing; all my Hopes in him 
And all his gotten Honours, find theirGrave 
In hi^ ftrange Potage on her. .Would, when fati 
He faw andlov'd her, that the Earth had open'd. 
And fwallow'd both alive [ 

Tbeopk. There's Hope left yet. 

Sap. Not any : Tho' the Princefs were appcas'iJ, 
All Title in her Love furrender'd up ; 
Yet this coy Chriftian is fo tranfported 
With her Religion, that unlefs my Son 
(But let him perifti firft !) drink the fame Potion, 
And be of her Belief, flie'll not voucWafe 
Tp be his lawful Wife. 

Prifft, But, once remov'd 
From her Opinionj as I reft affur'd 
The Reafons of thefe holy Maids will win her, 
Vou'Il find her tradable to any Thing 
For your Content or his. 

7iw^i>. If flie reiufe it, 
The Stygian Damps, breeding infedious Airs, 
The Mandrake's Shrieks, or BafiHffc's killing Eye, 
The dreadful Lightning, that does crufh the Bones 
And never finge the Skin, ihall not appear 
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L.efs fatal to her, than my Zeal made hot 
With Lov? unto my Gods. I have defen'd it, 
^n Hopes to dr^w b^k this Apoftata, 
(Which will be greater Honour than her Death,) 
Unto her Father's Faith ; and to that Eod 
Have brpught my Daughters hither, 

Cal. And we doubt not 
To do what you defire. 

Sap. Let her be fent for. 
. — Profperin your good Work ; and, were I tnc 
T'. attend Qie Princefs, I would fee and heir 
How you fucceed, 

'Theoph. I am commanded too j 
I'll bear you Company. 

Sap. Give them your Ring, 
To lead her as in Triumph, if they win her, 
Pefore her Highnefs, [E^ Sap. 

Theoph. Spare no PromifeSj 
Perfuafions, or Threats, I do conjure you i 
tf you prevail, 'tis the moft glorious Work 
You ever undertook. 

*t Ktitir Dorothea and Angelo 

Priejl, She comes. 

The(^b. We leave yqu ; 
Be coQiUnt, and be careful, 

[EiKifHt Theoph. ami Prieft. 

CaL We are lorry 
To meet you under Guard. 

Dor. But I more griev'd 
You are at Liberty ; fo well I love you> 
That I could wifh, for fuch a C^ule as mv>e. 
You were my Fellow-prifoners : Pritbce, -Agr/o, 
Reach us feme Chairs. 'Fleafe you fit ^ 

1^ 14 Eater Dorothea <iV Aogelih 

The cnfuiDg Scene is moft finely wrote tad excelleoC 'm itrlljQ4, 
It makes ui Hmpte Recompenfefbrtheua^KaaiogRiblUljaiiillToa- 
fenle betwccti fLrdut apa ^fffni, 

D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 



ijS THE VIRGIN-MARTYR. 

QiL We thank you : 
Our Vifit is for Love ; Love tti your Safety. 

Cbri/i, Our Ccmference muft be private ; pray you, 
therefore, 
Command your Boy to leave us. 

Dor. You may truft him 
With any Secret that concerns my Life ; 
Falfehood and he are Strangers : Had you. Ladies, 
Been blels'd with fuch a Servant, you had never 
Forfoqkthat Way (your Journey even half ended) 
That leads to Joys etemah In the Place 
Of loolejafcivious Mirth, he would have ftirr'dyou 
To holy Meditations ; and lb far 
He is frotn Flattery, he that would have told you, ' ■ 
Your Pride being at the Height, how miferablc 
And wretched Things you were, that, for an Hour 
Of Plcafure here, have maflea defiierate Sate 
Of all your Right in Happinefs heareafter. 
He muft not leave me ; without him I fall ; 
In this Life he's my Servant ; in the other, 
A wiih'd Companion. 

jiti^. Tis not in the Devil, 
Nor all his wicked Arts, to fliake fuch Goodnefs.' [^JJiJe. 

Dor. But you were fpeaking, Lady. 

CaL As a Friend 
And_ Lover of your Safety ; and I pray you 
So to receive it ; and, if you remember 
How near in Love our Parents were, that we 
Ev'n from the Cradle, were brought up tc^hcr, ■ 
Our Amity cncreafing with our Years, 
We cannot ftand fufpefted. 

Dor. To the Purpofe. 

Cal. We come, then, as good Angels, Dorothea, ■ 
To make you hagpy ; and the Means fo eafy. 
That, be not you an Enemy to yourfelf. 
Already you enjoy it. 

ChriJ. Lookonus', 
Ruin'd as you are, once, and brought unto it . 
By jaai Perfuafion. 



hyGoogIc 



THE VIRGIN-MARTYR. i^^ 

Cat. But what follow'd, Lady ? 
Leaving thofe ElelEngs which our Gods give freely. 
And fhowr'd upon us with a prodigal Hand ? 
As ro be noble born, Youth, Beauty,*Wea!th, ' 
And the free Ufeofthefe without Controul, 
Check, curb, or flop, (llich is our Law's Indulgence!) 
All Happinefs forfook us; Bonds arid Fetters 
For atn'rous Twines ; the Rack and Hangman's WTiipi 
In place of choice Delights ; our Parents' Curfes 
Inftead of Bleffiogs ; Scorn, Negled:, Contempt 
Fell thick upon us. 

C3mjl. This ccinfider'd wifely, 
"We made a fair Retreat ; and reconcU'd 
To our forfaken Gods, we live agaiu 
In all Profperity. 

Cat. By our Example, 
Bequeathing Mifery to fuch as love it. 
Learn to be happy. The Chriftian Yoke's too heavy - 
For fuch a damty Neck ; it was fram'd rathw 
Xo be the Shrine of Fenus, or a Pillar '; 

More precious than Cryftal, to fupport 
Our Cupid's Image. Our Religion, Lady, 
Is but a varied Plcafure ; yours a Toil 
Slaves would Ihrink under. 

Dor. Have you not cloven Feet ? Are you not X)cvils? 
IDare any fay. fo much, or dare I hear it 
Without a virtuous and religious Anger ? 
, Now, to put on a Virgin Modefty, 
Or Maiden Silence, when his Power is queftion'd 
That is Omnipotent, were a greater Crime 
Than in a bad Caufe to be impudent. 
YouF Gods ! your Temples ! Brothel-houles rather. 
Or wicked Actions of the worft of Men 
Purfu'd and prailis'd ; your religious Rites ! 
Oh ! call them rather juggling Myftferies, 
The Baits and Nets of tKll : Your Souls the Frej' 
For which the Devil angles'; falfe.Pleafure 
A fteepDefcent, by whigh you headlong fall 
Jnto eternal Torments. 
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CaL Donottdnpt 
Our powerful Gods. 

Dor. Which of your powerful Gods ? 
Your Gold, your Silver, Brafs, or Woodeo ones ? 
That cannot do me Hurt oor protcd you } 
Moft jnticd Women ! will you facrifice 
To fuch, or call them Gods or Goddefles, 
Your Parents would dtfdain to be the fame. 
Or you yourfelves ? O blinded Ignorence ! 
Tell me Califtt ! by the Truth I Siarge you. 
Or any Thing you hold more dear, would you. 
To have him deify'd to Pofterity, 
Dcfire your Father an Adulters, 
A Raviflier, atmoft a Parricide, 
A vile, inceftuous Wretch ? 

Cal. T4iat Piety 
And Duty anfwer for me, 

i>or. Or you, C*rj^f/fl.' 
To be heareafter regifter'd a Goddcfs, 
Give your chafte Body up to the Embraces 
Of goatiih Luft ? Have it writ on your Forehead, 
This is the common Whort, the Proftitutc, 
The Miftrcfs in the Art of Wantonnefs ; 
Knows every Trick and Labyrinth of.Defircs 
That are tmmodeft P 

Chrift, You judge better of me, r 

Or my AffeAion is ill plac'd on you ; 
Shall I fura Strumpet r 

Dor. No, I think you would dot ; 
Yet FenuSf whwn you worihip, was, aWhore j 
I'hra the Foundreft of the publick Stews, 
And hath for that her Sacrifice : Your great God, 
Your Jupiter, a loofe Aduicerer, 
Jnceftuous with hia Sifter ; Read but thofe 
That have canoniz'd them, you'll find them worfe 
Than, in chafte Lai^uage, I can fpeak them to you. 
Are they immortal then thaf^did partake 
Of human Weaknefs, and bad ample Share 
In Men's moft bafe AfTe^ions ? SubjeA to 
Unchafte Loves, Anger, Bondage, Wounds, as Men are? 
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Here, Jupiter, to ferve his Loft, torn'd Bull,- 
The Shape indeed in which he ftole Uur(fai 
hieplune, tor Gain, builds up the Walls c« Troy 
As a Day-labourer ; jlpoUo keeps, 
Admetm' Sheep for Bread ; the LemiuMt Smitk 
Sweats at the Forge for hire ; Promttbeus hare. 
With his ftill-growing Liver, feeds the Vuitare ;- 
Saturn bound laA in. Hell with Adamant Chains;. 
And thousands more, on whom abufed Eprour 
Beftows a Deity : Will you then, dear Sifters, 
For I would have yon fuch, pay your Devotions 
To Things of lefs Power than yourfclves ? 

Cal. We worihip 
Their good Deeds in their Images. 

Dor. By whom fa'fliioned ? 
By finful Men. I'll tell you a Ihort tale. 
Nor can you but confefs it was a true one. 
A King of M^ti being to ered; 
The Image ot ORris, whom they hcMiour, 
Took from the Matrons' Necks the richeft Jewels,' 
And pureft Gold, as the Materials 
To finifliup bis Work; which perfeaed. 
With all Solemnity he fet it up. 
To be ador'd, and lerv'd himfelf, hii Idel, 
Defiring it to'give him Viftory ^ 

Againft his Enemies : But, being overthrowOj 
Enrag'd againft his God (thefe are fine GodSy 
Subject to human Fury !) he took down 
The fenfelcfs Thing, and melting it again, 
■ He made a Bafon, in which Eunuchs wafh'd 
His Concubines Feet ; and for this fordid Ufe 
Some Months it ferv'd : His Miftrefs proving falfe. 
As moft indeed do fo, and Grace concluded 
Between him and the Priefts, of the fame Bafon 
He made his God again : — Think, think of this,, 
And then confider, it all worldly Honours, 
Or Pleafures that do leave iharp Stings behind them. 
Have Pow'r to win fijch as have reafonablc Souls -, 
To put their Truft in Drofs. 
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CaL Oh, that I had been bora 
■Wthout a Father ! 

Cbrifi. Piety to him 
Hath ruin'd us for ever. 

Dor, Think not fo ; 
You may repair all yet : the Attribute 
That fpeaks the Godhead moft, is merciful. 
Revenge is proper to the Fiends you worfliip. 
Yet cannot flrike without his Leave. — You weep, — 
Oh! 'tisa heav'nly Show'r; celeftial Balm 
To cure your wounded Confcience ! let it fell. 
Fall thick upon it ; and, whet) that ts fpent, 
ni help it with another of my Tears ; 
And may your true Repentance prove the Child 
Of my true Sorrow ; never Mother had 
A Birth fo happy. 

Cal. We are caught ourfelves. 
That came to take you ; and, aflur'd of Conqucft, 
We arc your Captaves. 

Dor. And in-that you triumph; 
Your Vidory had been eterpal Lofs, ■ 
And this your Lofs immortai-Gain : Fix here. 
And you fliail feel yourfelves inwardly arm'd 
^ainft Tortures, Death and Hell : — But, take Heed, 

Sifters ! 
That, or thro' Weaknefs, Threats, or mild Perfua- 

fions, 
Tho' of a Father, you fall not into 
A fecond and a worfe Ajioftacy. 

Cal. Never, oh ! nuver ; fteei'd by your Example, 
We dare the worft of Tyranny. 

Chrifi. Here's our Warrant ; 
You ftiall along and witnefs it. 

Dor. Be donfirm'd then. 
And reft aflur'd, the more you fuffer here. 
The more your Glory, you to Heav'n more dear. 

[^Exeunt. 
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S C E N E II. 

Enter Artemia, Sapritius, Theophilus, and Harpax. 

Arfem. Saprttius, tho' your Son deferves no Pity, 
We grieve his Sickiiefs : Iiis Contempt of us 
We call behind us, and look back upon 
His Service done to Cf/Jr; that weighs down 
Our juft Difpleafure. Ifhis Malady ■ ■ 
Have Growth from his Reftraint, or that you think 
His Libfrty can cure hiiOj let him have it : 
Say, we forgive him freely, 

&ip. Your Grace binds us 
Ever your humblcfl: Vaffals. ' 

Jrlem. Ufe alj Means y 

For his Recovery"; tho' yet I love him, 
1 will not force Affe^ton. If the Chriftian, 
Whofe Beauty hath i)Ut-rival'd me, be won 
To be of our Belief, Jet him enjoy her. 
That all may know/ when the Caufe wills, I can 
Command my owri Defires. 

Theoph. Be happy, then. 
My Lord Sapritius — I am confident. 
Such Eloquence and fweet Perfuafion dwells 
Upon my Daughters' Tongues, that they will worl; her 
To any Thing they pleafe. 

Si^. I wifli they may : . 
Yet 'tis no eafy Tafk to undertake, 
To alter a perverfe and obftinate Woman. [^AJhoutwithiit, 
. Jrtem, What means this Shout ! ' \_Loud Mufick. 

Sap. 'Tis feconded with Mufick, 
Triumphant Mufick. — Ha ! [£«/fr Sempronius. 

Semp. My Lord, your Daughters, 
The Pillars of our Faith, having converted, 
(For fo Report gives out) the Chrftiaq Lady, 
The Image of great Jitpiter born before them, 
Sue for Accefs. 

Tkeaph. Mv Soul divin'd as much, 
Bleft be the Time when firft they faw this Light ! 
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Their Mother, when flie bore them to fuppott 
Mj feeble Age, fill'^ not my longing Heart 
With fo much Joy, as they in this good Work 
Have tbrovB uped- me. 

Enter Pr ieft a;//*' rhe Imageof Jupiter, Jm^ft and Cen-- 
ferst folkfSved kf Califte aid Chrifteta, UatS/^ Doro- 
thea. 

Welcome, oh ! thrice welcome, 
Dau^ters, both of my Body and my Mind ! 
Let me embrace in you my Hils, my Comfort ; 
And, Dorothea, now more welcome too, 
Than if you ne'er had fallen off ! I'm ravifh'd 
With the Excefs of Joy — fpcafc, happy Daughters, 
'The bleft Event. 

Qd, We neveir gain'dfomuch' 
By any Undertaking. 

Theopb. O'my dtarGirl ! 
Our Gods reward thee. 

Dor. Norway ever Time 
On my Part better fpent. ' 

C3>rifl. We are all now 
Of 6ne Opinion. 

Theopb, My beft Chrifietj ! 
Madam, if ever you did Grace to Worth,. 
Vouchfafe your princely Hands. 

Artem. Moll willingly 

Do you refufe it ? 
• Cal. Let us firftdeferveit. 

Theoph. My own Child ftill : Here fct our God : preparff 
The Incenfe quickly : Come, fair Dorothea^ 
I will myfelf fupport you ;-7'now kneel down» 
And pay your Vows- to Jupita; 

Dor, I fliall do it 
Better by their Example. 

1'heoph. They fliail guide you f 
They are familiar with the Sacrifice* 
Forward, my Twins of Comfort, and, to teach her, 
Alake a joincOfl&ring. 
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Chrift. Thus [Tbfy htbfpit at the Image» 

CaL And thus fhrow it man andfpum it. 

Hflrp, Praphane, 
And impious ! — Stand you now like a Statue } 
Are you the Champion of the Gods ? Where is 
Your holy %ea\ i Your Anger ? 

Tiieoph. I am blafted ; 
And, as my Feet were rooted here, I find 
I have no Modon; — I would I had no Sight too; 
Or, if my Eyes can ferve to any ot^er Ufe, 
Give me, (thou injjir'd Ppwer !) a Sea of Tears, 
To exiHate thi» Madnefs in my Daughters ; 
For, being theaifelves, they would hjive tfembled at 

So blafphemous a Deed in any others 

For my Sake, hold a while thy dreadful Thunder, 
And give me Patience to demand a Reafon 
For this accurfed A6t. 

Dor. Tvf^a bravely done. 

^heopb. Peace, damn'd EnGbantrefe, Peace ! I ihould 
look on you 
With Eyes made red with Fury, and my H?nd, 
That fhakes with Rage, fhould much out-ftrip my 

Tongiae, 
And feal my Vengeance on your Hearts ; — ^but Nature 
To you that have /all'n once, bids me again 
To be a Father. Oh ! how dur;ft you tempt 
The Anger of great Jove ? 

J)pr. A lack, poor Jopf t 
He is no Swaggerer, how fmug he ftands, 

He'll take a Kick, or any Thing. 

5flf. Stop her Mouth. 

Dor. It is the antient'ft 's Godling ; Do not fear him, 
He would not huft the Thief that ftole away 
Twi^tjfJiisgplden Locks; indeed he could not ; 
And ^11 it 19 the fame quiet Thing. 

"i It ii the antitn^fi QaMi'ig : 
It ii the Patience, nottbeAntiquiij', of the GodUng tjiat ptrjt-' 
ihta txtcli.' ftf.M.' 

Vol, I, K 
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Theoph. Blafphemer ! 
Ingenious Cruelty ftialt punifh this i 
Thou art paft Hope ;, But for you, dear Daughters, 
Again bewitch'd, the Pew of mild Forghrenefi 
May gently fall, provided you defervc it 
With true Contrition : Be yourfelves again ; 
Sue to th' offended Deity, 

Chriji. Not to be 
The Miftrefs of the Earth. 

Cal. I will not offer 
'A Grain of tncenfc to it, moch lefs kneel t ■ 
Nor look on it, but with Contempt and ScAtDj^ 
To have a thoufand Years conferr'd upon itte 
Of worldly Bleffings. We profefs ourfelves 
To be, like Dorothea, Chriftians, 
And owe her for that Happinefs. 

Theopb, My Ears 
Receive, in hearing this, all deadly Charqiti 
Powerful to make Man wretchedi 

Jrt, Are thefe they 
You braM;'d could convert oth«3 ? 

Sap, That want Strength 
To ftand themfelves ? 

Harp, Your Hqnour is engag'd ; 
The Credit of our Caiife depends upon it j 
Something you muft do fuddenly. 

fheoph. And I will. 

Harp. Theymerit Death; but, falling by yjjur-Han^ 
'Twill be recorded for a juft Revenge, 
And holy Fury in you. 

The^h. Do not blow 
The Furnac? of a Wrath thrice hot alrestdy ; 
jEtna is in my^Breaft, Wildfire bunw here, 
Which only Blood muft quench — Incenfed Power I 
Which from my Iqfancy i have ador'd. 
Look doWo with favourable Beams upon 
The Sacrifice-(tho' not allow'd thy Prieft) 
Which I will offer to thee ; and be pleas'd 
(My fiery Zeal inciting me to aft it) 
^o call that Juftice, others may ftile Murther^ 
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Come, you accurfed ! thus by the Hair I drag you 

Before tliis holy Altar ; thus look oa you 

L^fs pitiful than Tygcrs to their Prey : 

And thus with mine own Hand I take that Life 

Which I gave to you. {_KiBs them. 

Dor. O moft cruel Butcher ! 

?',('i'of^.MyAngerendsnothcre:HeirsdreadfulPorter, 
Receive into thy ever-open Gates 
Their damned Souls, and let the Furies* Whips 
On them alone be walled ; and, when Death 
Clofcs thfife Eyes, 'twill be EJ^ium to me. 
To hear "their Shrieks and Howlings ! Make me, PlutQ, 
Thy Inftrument to furniih thee with Souls . 
,Of thgt accurfed Seft i nor let me fall, 
Xill niy fejl Vengeance hath confum'd them all. 

[Exit with Harpax, hugging him. 

Enter Artemia, laUghiftg. 

Art. 'Tis a brave Zeal. 

Dor. Oh, call him back again | 
Call back your Haiwman ! here's one Prifoner Jeft 
To be the Subjeft 01 his Knife. 

Jrt. Notfo; 
We are not fo near reconcil'd unto thee; 
Thou ftialt not perifli fuch an eafy Way : 
Be flic your Chargp, Sapritius, now ; and fuffer 
None to come near her, till we have found out 
Some Torments worthy of her. 

Aw. Courage, Miftrefs ; 
Theie Martyrs but prepare your glorious Fate : 
You Ihali exceed them, and not imitate. [Exeunt^ 

Entfr Spungius and Hjrcius,, ragged^ at feyeral Doors, 

Hir. Spungius! 

Spun. My fine Rogue, how is it? How goes this 
totter'd. World? 
^.\ Hftft aijy Mofic% ? ... ;. ■> 

' K a 
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Spun. Money ? No ; The Tavern Ivy clings abouf 
my Money' and kilts it. Haft thou any Money ? 

Hir. No : My Money is a mad Bui! ; and, finding 
any Gap opened, away it runs. 

Spun. I fee then a Tavern and a Bawdy-houfe have 
Faces much alike j the one hath red Grates next Door, 
the other hath Peeping-holes within Doors : The Ta- 
vern hath evermore a Bulh, the Bawdy-houfe fometirnes 
neither Hedge nor Bufli. From a Tavern a Man come? 
reeling ; from a Bawdy-houfe, not able to Hand. In 
the Tavern you are cozen'd with paltry Wipe ; in a" 
Bawdy-houfe by a painted Whore ; Money may have 
Wine, and k Whore will have Money ; but neither can 
you cry, Drawer, you Rogue ^ or Keep Door, rotten Binvd^ 
without a Silver Whiftle: — ^We are juftly plagued^ 
therefore, for running from our Miftrefs. 

Hir. Thou didft ; 1 did not ; Yet I had run too, but 
that one gave mc Turpentine Pills, and that ftaid my 
running. 

Spun. Well ! the Thread of my Life is drawn thro^ 
the Needle of Neccflity, whofe Eye, looking upon my 
loufy Breeches, cries out it cannot mend *em ; whicl^ 
fo pricks the Joinings of my Body (and thofe are. Hearts, 
Lights, Lungs, Guts, and Midriff,) that I beg on my. 
Knees, to have ^iropos, the Taylor to the Deftmies, to. 
take her Sheers, and cut my Thread in two, or to heat 
the Iron Goole of Mortality, and fo prefs me to Death. 

Hir. Sure thy Father was fome Botcher, and thy hun- 
gry Tongue bit of thefe Shreds of Complaints, to patch 
up the Elbows of thy nitty Eloquence. ' 

^««. And what Was thy Father ? 

Hir. A low-rriinded Cobler : — A Cobler, whofe Zeal 
fet many a Woman upright, the Remembrance of whofe 
Awl (1 now having nothing) thrufts fuch fcurvy Stitches 
into my Soul that the Heel of my H^ppinefi is gone 
awry. 

Spun. Pity that e'er thou trod'ft thy Shpe awry. 

Hir. Long I cannot laft ; for all fowterly Wax of 
Comfort melting away, and Mifery taking the Lengtl( 
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fef' my Foot, it boots not me to fue for Life, when ali 
my Hopes are feam-rent, and go Wet-Hiod. 
, Spun. This fliews th'art a Oablcr's Son; by going 
thro' Stitch : O Hircius i would thou and I were fo 
happy to be Coblers. 

. Hir. So would I ; for both of us being weary of our 
Lives fhould then be fure of Shoemakers Ends. 

Spun. I fee the Beginning of my End, for I am al- 
'moft ftarv'd. 

Hir. Sq am not I ; but t atri more than famifhM. 
, . Spun. All the Members in my Body are in a Rebel- 
lion one againft another. 

, Hiri So are mine ; and nothing but a Cook^ being a 
ponflabley can appeafe them, prefenting to my Nofc, 
mftead of his painted Staff, a Spit full of roaft Meat. 

&(«!. But jn this Rebellion, what Uproars do they 
make ! my Belly cries to my Mouth, Why doft not gape 
and feed me ? 

Hin And my Mouth fets out a Throat to my Hand, 
Why doft not thou lift up Meat, and cram my Chops 
with it? 

•&«Si Then hiy Hand hath a fling at mine Eyes^ be- 
<:aufe they look hot out, and Ihark lor Vitals. 
. Hir. Which mine eyes feeing, full of Tears, cry 
aloud, and cnrfe my Feet, for not ambling up and down 
■to feed C^n, flthence if good Meat be in any Place,' 
'tis known my Feet can fincH, 

Sptttti But then my Feet, like lazy Rogues, lie ftill, 
apd had rather do nothing, than run to and fro to pur- 
chafe any Thing. 

Hin Why,among fo many Millions of People, fliould 
tliou and I only be miferable Tatcer-de-malHons, Raga» 
muffinsj and loufy Defperadoes ? 

^un. Thou art a mere I~am-an-not I-am-an-ai : Con- 
fider the whole World, and 'tis as we arc. 

Hir. Loufy, beggarly, thou Whorelbn ^fa Ftetida ? 

Spun. Worfe, all tottering, all out of r ramc, thow; 
Foliamini ! 
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- Utr. As how, Arfenick ? Come, make the WbrW 
fmart. 

'■ ^n. Old Honour goes on Crutches ; Beggary ridra 
taroched ; honell Men make Feafts ; Knaresnr at Ta- 
bles; Cowards are lapp'd in Velvet; Soldiers ("a^ we) 
in Rags; Beauty turns Whore; Whore, Bawd; and 
both die of the Pox : Why then, when all the World 
Rumbles, ihould thou and I walk upright ? 
Hir. Stop, look ! who's yonder ? 

E/nter Angelo. 

■ Spun. Fellow jngeto ! How (iocs my Httle Man ? well } 

/btv. Yes ; and would you did fo. Where are your 
Ctoathcs? 

Hir. CJoathes ? You fee every Woman almoft go in 
lier loofe Gown, and why ihould Oot we have our 
Clothes loofe? 
• Spun, Would they were loofe ! . 

Jng, Why, where are they > 

Spun. Where many a Velvet Cloak, I warrant, at 
this Hour, keeps them Company; they arc pawned to 
a Broker. 

jing. Why pawned ? Where's all the Gold I left with 
you ? 

Hir. The Gold ? we put that into a Scrivener's 
- Hands, and he hath cozened us. 

^un. ^nd therefore, I pray thee, Angelo^ if thou haft 
another Purfe, let it be confifcate,/ and brought to De- 
vaftation. 

' Ang. Are you made all of Lies ? I know which Way 
■Your guilt-winged Pieces flew ; I will no more 
Be mock'd by you : Be forrj' for your Riots, 
Tame your wild Flelh by Labour ; Eat the Bread 
Got with hard Hands i Let Sorrow be your Whipy 
To draw Drops of Repentance from your Heart. 
When I read this Amendment in your Eyes, 
You fliaii not want ; till then, my Pity djes. \ExtI. 
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^jm. Is it not a Sljame, that this fcurvy Pumlis 
fliould give us LefTons ? 

Hir. J have dwelt, thpu know'ft, a long Time in the 
Suburbs of Confcience, and they are ever bawdy ;' but 
-now Qiy Heart Ihall take a Houfe within the Walls of 
Honelly. 

Euter Harpax, tffo^ 

Spun. O you Drawers of Wine t draw me tip more 
to the Bar of Beggary ; the Sound of Score a Pottle of 
Sack is worfc than tne Noifc of a fcoldiog Oyfter-wedch, 
tor two Cats incorporating. 

Harp. This myft not be — I do not like when Con- 
jSrieoce 
Thaws ; keep her frozen flill : — ^How niow, my Maf- 

ters ? 
Deje£ted? drooping? <irown'din Tears? Cloathes torn? 
Lean, and ill tolour'd } fighing ? Where's the Whirl- 
wind 
Which raifeth all thefe Miichiefs } I have feen you 
.Drawn bettfer on't. O ! but a Spirit told me 
You both would ccwne tp t^is, when you thrull 
Yourfelves^nCo the Service of that Lady 
Who (hortly now muft die. Where's now her Praying? 
What Good got you by wearing out your Feet, 
To run on fcurvy Errands to the Poor, 
And to bear Money to'a Sort of Rc^es, 
And loufy Prifoners ? . 

Hir. Pox on 'em, I never pcofper'd fince I did it. 

Spun. Had I been a Pagan fUlt, I could not have fpit ' 
white for Want of Drink ; but come to any Vintner 
«ow, afid bid him truft me, becaufe I turn'd Chrillian, 
and he criqs, Pho ! 

Harp. Y'are rightly ferv'd; before that peevilh Lady 
Had to do with you. Women, Wine and Money 
^low'd in Abundance with you, did it not ? 

iCr, Ohl tbofe Days ! thofe Days ! 
. ■ ■ K 4 
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Harp. Beat not your BreafU, tear not yoar Hair Ui 
Madnefs, 
Thofe Days ihall come agiun, be nil'd by me ; 
And better, mark me, better. 

Spun. I have feen you. Sir ! as I take it, an AtteI^ 
dant on the Lord ^he&phiUu. 

Harp. Yes, yes ; in Shew his Servant : But hark- 
hither ! Take heed no Body liftens. 

^u». Not a Moufe ftirs. 

Harp. I am a Prince dilguis'd, 

Htr. Di&uis'd : how i drunk ? 

Harp. Yes, my fine Boy ! I'll drink toe, and be 
drunk; 
I am a Prince, ^■b.^ any Man by me, 
(Let him but keep my Rules) fliall foon grow rich. 
Exceeding rich, moft infinitely rich ; 
■Me that ihall ferve me, is not ftarv'd from Pleafures 
As other poor Knaves are ; no, take their FHl. 

Spun. But that. Sir ! we're fo ri^ed 

Harp. You'll fay you'd ferve me. 

Hir. Before any Mafter under the ZoSac. 

Harp. For Cloathes no Matter ; I've a Mind to both* 
And one Thing I like in you ; now that you fee 
'The Bonfire ofyour Lady's State burnt out. 
You give it over, do you not ? 

Hir. Let her be hang'd • 

Spun. And pox'd ! 

Harp. Why, now ye 're mine ! 
Come, let my Bofom touch you. 

Spun. We have Bugs, Sir ! 

Harp. There's Money j fetch your Clothes home»^ 
There's for you. 

Hir. Avoid, Vermin ! give over our Miftrefs ! a Man 
cannot profper worfe, if he ferve the Devil. 

Harp. How j» the Devil ! I'll tell you what now of* 
the Devil : 
He's no fuch horrid Creature ; cloven-footed. 
Black, Saucer-ey'd, his Noftrils breathing Tire, 
As thefe lying CluUtians make.him, 

fip/A.No? 
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Uarp^ He's more loving to Man, than Msn to Man 

Kir. Is he fp ? WouM we two might come acquain- 
ted with him ! 

Barp. You ihall : He's a wondrous good Fellow, 
loves a Cup of Wine, a Whore, any Thing ; if you 
have Money, it's ten lo one but I'll bring him to iomc 
Tavern or other to you. 

Spun* 111 befpcak the beft Room in the Houfe ioj 
him. 

Harp, Some People he cannot endure. 

Ktr. We'll give him no fuch Caufe. 

Harp, He hates a civil Lawyer, as a Soldier dock 
Peace. 

Spun. How a Commoner ? »s 

Harp. Loves him from the Teeth outward. 

Spun. Pray, my Lord and Prince, let me encountw 
you with one foolifli Queftion : Doth the Devil eat any 
Mace in his Broth } 

Harp. Exceeding much, when his burning Fever 
takes him ; and then he hath the Knuckles of a Bailiff 
boiled to his Breakfaft. 

Hir. Then, my Lord ! he loves a Catchpole, doth 
he not ? 

Harp. As a Bear-ward doth a Dog. A Catchpole l 
he hath fworn, if ever he dies, to make a Seijeant hi^ 
Heir, and a Yeoman his Overfcer. 

Spun. How if he come to any great Man's Gate, will 
the Porter let him come in. Sir ? 

Harp. Oh ! he loves Porters of great Men's Gates, 
becaufe they are ever fo near the Wicket. 

Hir. Do not they whom he makes much on, for al|i 
his ftroaking their Cheeks, lead helUfh Lives under 
him ? 

- Harp. No, no, no, no ; he will be damn'd before h? 
^urts any Man ; Do but you (when you are throughly 
acquainted with him) aik for any Thing, fee if It doth 
iiQt come. 

•fi Thuli, a com mon Lawyer. M-.l/f. 
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Atvff. Any Thing? 

Harp. Call for a delicate rare Whore, ihe is brought 
you. 

Hit. Oh ! my Elbow itches . — ^Will the Devil fceep 
the Door ? 

HsTp. Be drunk as a B^gar, he helps you home ? 

^un. O my fioc Devil ! bxsis. Watchman, I ?rarrant; 
I wonder who is his Conftable. 

Harp. Will you fwear, roar, fwaggcr ? he dapa 
you — =- 

Kit. How ? on die Chaps ? 

Harp. No, on the Shoulder ; and cries, O, my brave 
Boys ! WiH any of you kill a Mao ? 

Spun. Yes, yes ; I, I. ' 

Harp. What is his Word ? hang ! hang ! 'tis no* 
thing : — Or ftab a Woman ? , 

Hir. Yes, yes ; 1, 1. 

Harp, Hereie the worA Wood faeg^vesyou; a F<ac 
on't, go on, 

Hir. O inveigling Rafcal \ — X am raviffi'd. 

Harp. Go, get your Clothes J turn up your Glafsof 
Youth, 
And let the Sands run merriiy ; nor do I care 
From what a lavilK Hand your Money flies,. 
3o you give none away to feed Beggars— 

Hit. Hanglem. 

Harp, And to the fcrubbing Foot. 

Hir. I'll fee 'em hang'd.6rft. 

Harp. One Service you muft do me. 

Both. Any Thifig^. 

Harp. Your Miftrcls Dorothea, ere flie fufiers, 
- Zs to be put to Tortures : Have you Hearts 
To tear her into Shrieks ? To fetch her Soul 
Up in the Pangs of Death, yet not to die? 
, Hir. Suppoie thU fiie, and that I had no Hands, 
here's my Teeth. 

Spun. Sup^ofe this fhe, and that I had w Teeth, 
here's my Nails. 
, Htr, But will not you be thcfej Sir I 
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Harp. No, not for Hilli of EKamondi » the GramJ 
Mafler 
Who fchools her in the ChriiUan Difciplinc, 
Abhers my Company : Should 1 be there. 
You'd think all Hell broke loofe, we IhoOld fo quarrd; 
Ply you this Bufinefs ; he, *ho her Fleih Iparci, . 
Is loft,- and in my Lore never more fliares. ■ [Exit. 
Spun. Here's a Mafter, you Rogue ! 
Hir. Sure he cannot chooic but have a horrible Nnmi* 
berpf Servants. [ExetHfi 

End Iff the Third /Vt^ 



A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

4 Bed thruft out, Antoninus span it fick, mth phyftdim 
about him ', Sapritius and Macrinos. . 

Saprltius. 

YOU, that are half Gods, lengthen that Life ** 
Their Deities lend us, turn o'er all the Volamet 
your myflerious MfciAapim Science, 



P. 



0^ >7 Ojww, that art kaJf Gtdi, lengthen that Lift 
Tiiir Dtititsltndm, Ufc. 

Ma^etr, in hit Duit of Miiaiiy hat a Psrflage that bean a greA 
^imilituoc tothk, which I hurc fiere fct down. '' 

— O you «rtby Gods, 



Yob fecoad Nature*, that from your great MaQer 

(Who joia'd the Limbs of torn t^toUtxi, 

And drew upon himfclf the ThuJiQercr's Envy) 

Are taujht thofe hidden Secrets that reilare 

To Lift Death-wounded Men, you have aPatient 

On whom t' exprefi the Excellence of Art, 

WBl bind e'en HeaTcn your Debtor, though it pleaCis 

To make your Hands the Organs of a Work 

The Saints will fmile to Look on , and good Angel* 

Ci^p theii: celeftiil Wing^ xa dvc h Pliudin. 
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T' incrcafe the Number of this young Man's DayS j 
And, for each Minute of his Time prolong'd 
Your Fee fhall be a Piece of Roman Gold, 
With Ce/a/s Stamp, fuch as he fends his Gaptaius 
When in the Wars they earn well ; Do but Jave him^ 
And, as he's half myfelf, be you all mine. 

Th^. What Art can do, we piXHtiife : Phyfi<;k*3 Hanct 
As apt is to deftroy as to preferve. 
If Heav'n make not the Med'cine : All this while 
Ovtr Skill hath Combat held with this Difeafe ; 
But 'tis fo arm'd, and 3 deep Melancholy, 
To fuch '' in Part with Death, wj: are in Fear 
The Grave mull moek our Labours. 

Mac. I have been 
His Keeper in this Sicknefs, with fuch Eyed 
As I have fcen my Mother watch o'er me j 
And, from that Obferration, fure I find ' 

It is a Midwife muft deliver him. 

Sia. A Midwife ! Is he with Child ? 

A&c. Ves, with Child; 
And wUl, I fear, lofe Life, if by a Womati 
He is not brought to Bed : Stand by his Pillow 
Some little while, and in his broken Slumbersy 
Him fliall you hear cry out on Dorothea ; 
And, when his Arms fly open to catch her, 
Clofing together, he falls fall: alleep, 
Pleas'dwitn Embracings of her airy Form., 
— Phyficians but torment him : His Difeafe 
Laughs at their gibbcrifh Language ; let him hear 
The Voice of Dorothea, nay, but the Name, 
He itarts up with high Colour in his Face. 
She, or none, cures him — And how that can be 
(The Princefs' ftriift Command barring that Happinefs), 
To me impoffible feems. 

Sap. To me it ftiall not ; 
111 be no Subjeft to the greatelt Ofar 
Was ever crown'd with Laurel, rather than ceafe 
■To be a Father. [Exit^ 

Mac, Silence, Sir ! he wakca, 

Jnton, Thou kiU'ft me — Dorothea ! Oh, Dmibta t 
«s ThM u, csfucb a Degree; fo much. if. M. 
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Mxc. She's here : — enjoy her. - 

Jntati. Where ?-- — -Why do you rnock me ? 
/Ige on-my Head hath ftuck no white Hairs yet ; 
Vet I'm an old Man, a, fond doating Fool, 
XJpon a Woman. I, to buy her Beauty, 
](Truth, I am bemtched) offer my Life, 
AntJ flie, for my Acquaintance, hazards hers j 
Yet, for our equal Sufferings^ none holds ouc 
A Hand of Pity. 

D<M. Let him have fome Mufick, 

Anton. Hell on your fiddling ! 

Do^. Take again your Bed, Sir : 
Sleep is a fovercign Phyfick. 

Anion, Take an Afs's Head, Sir : 
- Confufion on your Fooleries I your Charms ! 
Thou ftinking; Clyfter-pipe ; where's the God of Re^ 
Thy Pjlis, and bafe Apothecary-drugs, 
Threaten'd to bring to me ? Out, you ImpoftOTs ! 
iQuackfalving, cheating Mountebanks ! Your Skill 
Is, to make found Men fick, and lick Men kill, 

Mac. Oh, be yourfelf, dear Friend ! 
' Anton. Myfcl^ Aherinuf ? 
How can I be myfelf, when I am mangled 
Into a thoufend Pieces ? Here moves my Head, 
But whcrc'5 my Heart ? Wherc-ever— that lies dead. 

^ftffr Sapritiui, i^«i|^/Wtft Dorothea iytbe Hain An* 
gelo atlendi^gf 

Sap, Fdlow me, thou damn'd Sorcerefs ! Call up 
thy Spirits ! 
And, if they can, now let them frpni my Hand 
Untwine thefe witching Hairs. 

Antori. 1 am that Spirit : 
Or, if I be ijQt, (wene you not my Father) 
One made of Iron ihould hew that Hand in 'Pieces 
That fo defaces this fweet Monument 
pf my Love's Beauty. 

%>. Art thou fick?' 

Anton. To Death. 

^*», Wouldft thou recover? 
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Jnton. Would I live in Blifs ? 

Sap. And do thioe Eyes Ihoot Daggers at that Man 
That brings thee Health f 

Jnton. It is not ID the World. 

Sap. It's here. 

jint. To Treafure, by Enchantment locL'd 
tn Caves as deep as Hell, am I as near. 

Sap. Bfeak that enchanted Cave ; entet;, and rifle 
The Spoils thy Luft hunts after : I delect 
To a bafe Office, and become thy Pander 
Jnbringingtheethis proud Thine. Make herthy Whore; 
Thy Health lies here : If fhe deny to give it. 
Force it : Imagine thou alTault'A a Town's 
Weak Wall; to't, 'tis thine own, beat but this dQWn« 
Come, and uefeen be Wttaefi, to this Battery 
tiQH the coy Strumpet yields. *9 

Doa. Shall the Boy Hay, Sir? 

Si^. No Maner for the Boy : — Images are us'd 
To thefe odd bawdy Shufflings; and indeed 
Are thofe Httle young Snakes in a Fury's Head, 
Willfting worfethan the great Ones. 
Let the Pimp ilay. [_fyxuitt ^^ 

Dor. Oh ! Guard me. Angels ! 
What Tr^edy muft bt^in now ?. 

j^ion. When a Tyger 
Leaps into a rim'rous Herd, with rav'nous Jaws, 
peing Hupger-fiarv'd, what Tragedy then begins ? 

Dor. Death i I am happy fo ; you hitherto 
Have ftill had Goodnefs fpher'd within your Eyes, 
Let DotthatOrb bebrokepi *<> 

>« Cttm, qnd ai^pi it Wlintfi, to iBh Baiiety 
How tfie CO)/ Stntmptl yitloi. 
Thefe two Lines are addreflid to Maeritms and the D»$0^ 
U.M. 



-tfihat 7ragt^'<hea hfgii(if\ 



■''Our: Reath: I tun ha^ fo ; yon bltbtrtt 
Havejiill hadGaaAufiAardniiuibiMynr Sifn, 
Lei not that Ori bi brekeH. 
Th( Word Orb in thia UA Line provn that nrc Ibauld itaAj^'J 
iofteidof^rV; the latter, indeed, made tlie SalTa^ Nontcbfe, 
which ii now Tcry poetical. Af.M, ■ . -. .' ■ ^ 
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Jng. Fear not, Miftrcfa : 
3f . he dare offer Violence, we two 
Are ftrong enough for fuch a fickly Man. 

Dor, What is your horrid Purpofc, Sir ? your Eye 
Bears Danger in it. 

Jnton, 1 muft— — 

Dor. What? 

Sap. Speak it out. 

Mton. Climb that fweet virgin Tree, 

Sap. Plague o' your Trees ! 

Jnton. And pluck that Fruit which none, \ think, 
e'er tafted.. 

Si^. A Soldier, and ftand fumbling fo 1 

Dor. Oh, kill me ! IKaetls, 

And Heav'n will talce it as a Sacrifice .: 
But, if you play the Ravilher, there is 
A Hell to fwallow you. 

Sap. Let her fwallow ihee. 

Anton, Rife — For the Roman Empire, Dorethent 
I would not wound thine Honour. Pleafurcs fort^'d 
Are unripe Apples; four, not worth the Plucking: 
Yet, let rne tell you, 'tis my Father's Will, 
That I fliould fdze upon you, as my Prey ; 
Which I abhor, as much as the blacked S)q 
The Villainy of Man did ever ad. 

[Sapritius breaks hj and M«criRU«, 

Ang, Die happy for this Language 1 

Sap. Die a Slave, 
A blockiih Idiot. 

Mac. Dear Sir ! vex him not. 

Sap. Yes, and vex tiiee too ; both, I think, are Geldi 
ii^ : 
Cold, phlegmatick Baftard ! tfiou'rt no Brat of mine ; 
One Spark of me, when I had Hejit like tluK^ 
By this had madea Bonfire. A twmptingW'hore, ' 
For whom thou'rt mad, thnift ev'n into thine Aom?, 
And iland'fi tAtou pt^ing } H^d a Xzyknr feen her , 
At this Advantage, he, with hiscrofi Caperi' . i 

Had ruffled her by this :^^fiut rhau-fiuiit airfe ' 
Thy Dalliance; ^ndhefe^ before herE^ei*/ ::■-■:: l.'K 
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Tear thy Flefli io Pieces, wheo a Slave 
Id hot Luft bathes hunfelf, and gluts thoie Fleafures^ 
Thy Nicenefs durft not touch, — Call out a Slave, 
You, Captain of our Guard, fetch a Slave hither, 
MtOH. What will you do, dear Sir ? 
, &^. Teach her a Trade, which many a one would 

leant 
In Ids than fcalf m Hpur, — to play the Whore, 

Enler a Slave, 

Mk. a Slave is come : What now ? 

S^, Thou haft Bones and Flelh 
Enough to ply-^y Labour. From what Country 
Wert thou ta'eH Priibner, here to be our Slave ? 

Slave. From Britain. 

Sap. In the Wcftem Ocean ? 

Slave. Yes. 

Sap. An Ifland ? 

Slave. Yes. 

Sap. I'm 6tted : Of all Nations 
Our Roman Swords e'er cooquer'd, none ccnnes near 
The Briton for true Whoring.— Sirrah ! Feflow ! 
What wouldft_'thou do to ^in thy Liberty ? 

^ave. Do ? Liberty ? Fight naked with a Lion ; 
Venture to pluck a Standard from the Heart 
Of an arm'd I<egion : Liberty ? I'd thus 
Beftride a Rampire, and Defiance fpit 
I'th' Face of Death ; then, when the BattfringTram 
Were fetching his Career backward, to palh 
Me with his Horns to Pieces : To Ihakc my Chains pffj 
And that I could not do't but by thy Death, 
Stoodft thou on this dry Shore, I on a Rock 
Ten Pyramids high, down would I leap to kill thee 
Or die myfelf. What is for Man to do 
I'll venture on to be no more a Slave, 

Sap. Thou flialt, then, be no Slave ; for I will fet th« 
Upon a Piece of Work is fit for Man, 
Brave for a Briton j — Drag that Thing fiOdc 
And ravifh her^ 



D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 



THE VIRGIN-MARTYR. i6t 

Slave. And ravilh her ? Is this your manly Seivice ? 
A Devil fcoms to do it ; 'tis for a Beafl, 
A Villain, not a Mati. I am, as yet. 
But half a Slave ; bur, when that Work is paft, 
A damned whole one, a black ugly Slave, 
The Slave of all bafe Slaves ;— Do't thyfelf, Romn f 
'Tis Drudgery fit for thee. 

Sap, He's bewitch'd too ; 
Bind him, and with a Baflinado give bim> 
Upon his naked Belly, two hundred Blows. 

Slave, Thou art more Slave than I. [£jci/, carried mi 

Dor. That Power fupemal, on whom waits my Soul, 
Is Captain o'er my Chaftity. 

JnioH. Good Sir, give o'er. 
The more you wrong her, yourfelf s vex'd the more. 

&^. Plagues llghtonher and thee! — Thus downl throw 
Thy Harlot, thus by th' Hair, nail, her to Earth. 
Call in ten Slaves, let every one difcover 
What Lull defires, and furfeit here his Fill, ' 
Call in ten Slaves. 

Jng. They're come. Sir, at your call. 

S^. Oh, oh! [F^downi 

Eater Theophilus. 

Theoph. Where is the Governor ? 

Jnlon. There's my wretched Father. 

Theoph. My Lord Sapritiui-^He'i not dead? — MyLord, 
That Witch there 

jUtlon. 'Tis no Roman Gods can Artke 
Thefe fearful Terrors.' — O, thou happy Maid J 
Forgive this wicked Purpofe of my Father. 

Dor. I do. 

Theoph, Gone, gone ; he's pepper'd.— ^'Tis thoil 
Haft done this Aft infernal. 

Dor, Heaven pardon you'! 
And if my Wrongs from thence pull Vengeance down* 
J can no Miracles work, yet from my Soul ^ 

Pray to thofe Pow'rs I letye, he may recover. 

Vol. I. JL 
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Theopk. He ftirs — Help ! Raife him up. — ^My Lord I 

Sap. Where am I ? 

The^h. One Cheek is blafted. 

Sap.' Blafted ? Where's the Lamia 
That tears my Entrails > I'm bewitch'd— Seize on her. 
, Dor, I'm here ; do what )'ou pleafe. 

Tbeopb. Spurn her to the Bar. 

Dor. Come, Boy ! being there, more near to Hea*'n 
we are. 

Sap. Kick harder ; go out, Witch. \_Exeiint. 

Attton. O bloody Hangman ! thine own Gods give 
thee Breath ! 
Each of thy Tortures is my feveral Death. [£»/. 



SCENE II. 
Enter Harpax, Hircius, and Spungius. 

Harp. Do you Uke my Service now ? Say, am not I 
A Matter worth Attendance ? 

Spun. Attendance ? I had rather lick clean the Soles 
of your dirty Boots, than wear the richeft Suit of any 
infed:ed Lord, whofe rotten Life hangs between the 
two Poles. 

Hir. A Lord's Suit ! I would not give up the cloak 
of your Service, to meet the Splay-foot Eltate of any 
Icft-ey'd Knight above the Antipodes ; becaufe they are 
unlucky to meet. 

Harp. This Day I'll try your Loves to me ; 'tis only 
But well to ufe the Agility of your Arms. 

Spun. Or Legs, I am lufty at them. 

Hir, Or any other Member that hath no Legs. 

Spun. Thou'lt run into fome Hole. 

Hir. If I meet one that's more than my Match ; and 
that I cannot ftand in their Hands, I muft and will creep 
.on my Knees. 

"' Harp. Hear me, my little Team of Villains, hear mc, 
I cannot teach you Fencing with thefe Cudgels, 
Yet you muft ufe them ; — lay thpm on but Ibundly ; 
That's all. 
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iWr. Nay, if we come to mauling once, phoh I 

Spun. But what Walnut-tree is it we muft beat ? 

Harp> Your Miftrefs. 

Hir. How ! my Miftrefs ? I begin to have a Chrif- 
tian's Heart made of fweet Butter ; — I melt, I cannot 
ftrifce a Woman. 

Spun. Nor I, unlefs flie fctatch ; beat my Miftrefs ? 

Harp. Y'areCoxcombs, filly Animals. 

Hir. .What's that ? 

Jiff;^. Drones, Afles, blinded Moles, thatdarenotthruft 
Your Arms out to catch Fortune ; fay, you fall oiF, 
It muft be done : You are converted Rafcals, 
And, that once fpread abroad, why, every Slave 
Will kick you, call you mody Chriftians, 
And half-fac'd Chriftians. 

Spun. The Guts of my Cpnfcience begin to be of 
Whitleather. 

Hir. I doubt me, I fliall have no fweet Butter in me. 

Harp. Deny this, and every Pagan whom you meetj 
Shall forked Fingers thruft into your Eyes. 

Htr. If we be Cuckolds. 

Harp. Do this, and every God the Gentiles bow to> 
Shall add a Fathom to your Line of Years. 

SpuK. A hundred Fathom j I defire no more. 

Hir. I defire but one Inch longer. 

Harp. The Senators will, as you pafs along, 
Clap you upon your Shoulders with this Hand, 
And with this Hand give you Gold; When you are dead^ 
Happy that Man fliall be, can get a Nail, 
The paring, — nay, the Dirt under the Nail 
Of any of you both, to fay this Dirt 
Belonged to Spungius or Hircius, 

. Spun. They ftiall not want Dirt under my Nails, I 
will keep them long of Purpofe, for now my Fingers 
itch to be at her. ■ f 

Hir. ThefirftThingI do, I'll take her over the IJps. 
Spun, And I the Hips, — we may flrike any where. 
Harp. Yes, any where. 
- Hir. Then I know where I'll hit her. 
J, 2 
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Harp. Profper, and be mind own ; ftandby, I muft 
Hot, 
To fee this done ; great Bufinefs calls me hence : 
He's made can make her curfe his Violence. {Exit. 

S^it. Fear it not, Sir! herRibs fliall be bafled. 

Hlr. I'll come upon her with rounce, robble-hobble, 
and ihmck-thwack thirley bouncing. 

Enter Dorothea, led Trifoner, a Guard attending ; a Hang- 
man with Cords, injbtne ugly Shape^ fets up a Pillar in the 
MiiMe of the Stage ; Saprittus and Theophilusjf/, An- 
gelo by her. 

S^, According to our Roman Cuftoms, bind 
That Chriftian to a Pillar. 

'H^eoph. Infernal Furies ! 
Could they into my Hand thruft all their Whips 
To tear thy Flefli, thy Soul, 'tia not a Torture 
Fit to the Vengeance I Ihould heap on thee. 
For Wrongs done me ; me ! for flagitious Fafls 
By thee done to our Gods : Yet (fo it ftand 
To great Cafartti% Governor's high Pleafurt) 
Bow but thy Knee to Jupiter ^ and offer 
Any flight Sacrifice ; or do but fwear 
By Cafar^^ Fortune, and be firee. 

Sap. Thouflialt. 

Thr. Not for all Cafar's Fortune, were it chatn'd 
To more VV'orlds than are Kingdoms in the World, 
And all thofe Worlds drawn after him : — I defy 
Your Hangman ; you now ihew me whither to fly. 

Sap. Are her Tormentors ready ? 

^g. Shrink not, dear Miftrefs ! 

Sptm. and Hir. My Lord, wc are ready for the Bu< 
finefs. 

Dor. You two ! whom I like fofter'd ChiWren fed, 
And lengthened out your ftarVed Life with Bread : 
You be my Hangmen ? Whom, when up the Ladder 
Death hal'd you to be ftrangled, I fetch'd down, 
Cloth'd you, and warm'd you ? You two my Torra*n- 
tors^ 
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Both. Yes, we. 

Dor. Divine Powers pardon me ! 

Sap' Strike. 

[Thpfjlrlke at her : Angelo kneeling, holds her faji. 

^eoph. Beat out her Brains. 

Dor. Receive me, you bright Angels ! 

Sap. Fafter, Slaves ! 

Spun, FaAer i^ I am out of Breath, I am fure : If I 
were to beat a Buck, I can ftrike no harder. 

Hlr. O, mine Arms ! I cannot lift 'em to myHeai}' 

Dor. Joy above Joys ! are my Tormentors weary 
In tort'ring me ? And in my Sufferings 
I fainting in no Limb ! Tyrants, Arike home. 
And feaft your Fury full. 

Theoph. Thcfe Dogs are Curs, \O3mesfr0m his Seat* 
Which fnarl, yet bite not.— Sec, my Lord, her Face 
Hath more bewitching Beauty than before : 
Proud Whore, Jhe Smiles ; cannot an Eye iUrt out 
With thefe > 

Hir. No, Sir, nor the Bridge of her Nofe fall; 'tis 
full of Iron Work. ^ 

Sap. Let's view the Cudgels ; are they not Counter- 
feit ? 

Jng. There fix thine Eye ftill ; — thy glorious Crown 
muft come 
Not from foft Pleafure, but by Martyrdom. 
There fix thine Eye ftill ; — when we next do meet. 
Not Thorns, but Rofes fliall bear up thy Feet : 
There fix thine Eye fUU. [Exlh 

Enter Harpax, fneaiing. 

Dor. Ever, ever, ever. 

The(^h. We're mock'd ; thefe Bats have Power to felj 
down Giants, yet her Skin is not liar'd. 

Sap. What Rogues are thefe? 

Theoph. Cannot thefe force a Shriek ? (^Beats them. 

Spun. Oh ! a Woman has one of my Ribs, and now 
five more are broken. 

1-3 
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Tieofh. Cannot this make her roar ? 

{^Beats t'other ; be roars. 
Sap. Who hir'd thefe Slaves ? What are they ? 
Spun. We ferv'd that noble Gentleman, there ; He 
cntic'd us to this dry-beating > Oh ! for one half Pot. 
Harp. My Servants ? Two bafe Rogues, and feme- 
times Servants 
To her, and for that Caufe forbear to hurt her. 
Sap. Unbind her, hang up thefe. 
Theoph. Hang the two Hounds on the next Tree. 
Htr. Hang us ? Matter HarpaXy what a Devil, fliall 
vi^e be thus us'd ? 

Harp. What Bandogs but you two would worry a 
Woman ? 
YourMiftrefs ! I but clapt you, you flew on. 
Say I fliould get your Lives, each rafcal Beggar 
Would, when he met" you, cry our, Hell-hounds! 

Traitors ! 
Spit at you, fling Dirt at you, and no Woman 
Ever endure your Sight : 'Tis your belt Courfe 
Now, had you fecret Knives, to ftab yourfelves ; 
But, fince you have not, go and be hang'd. 
Hir. I thank you. 
Harp. 'Tis your beft Courfe. 
Theoph. Why flay they trifling here ? 
To Gallows drag them by the Heels ; — away. 

Spun. By the Heels ? No, Sir ! we have Legs to do 
lis that Service. 

Hir. I, I, if no Woman can endure my Sight, away 
with me. 

Harp. Difpatch them. 
Spun. The Devil difpatch thee. 
Sap. Death this Day rides in Triumph, Theophtlus., 
See this Watch made away too. 

Theoph. My Soul thirfts for it ; 
Come, I myfelf the Hangman's Part could play. 
JDor. O hailen me to my Coronation Day ! [£jv«(/. 
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SCENE III. 
£«/«• Antoninus, Macriaus, and Servants. 

Anton. Is this the Place, where Virtue is to fuffer ? 
And heavenly Beauty, leaving this bafe Earth, 
To make a glad Return fronj whence it came ? 
Is it Macrinus ? {J Scaffold tbruft ferlh^ 

Mac. By this Preparation, 
You well may reft aflbr'd, that DorothcigiL 
This Hour is to die here. ^'.* 

Alton. Then with, her dies 
The Abftratfl of all Sweetnefs that's in Woman ; 
Set me down. Friend ! that, ere the Iron Hand 
Of Death clofe up mine Eyes, they may at once 
Take my laft Leave both of this Light and her : 
Fof , flie being gone, the glorious Sun himielf ■ 
To me's Cimmerian Darknefs, 

Mac. Strange AfFeftion ! 
Cupid once more hath chang'd his Shafts with Death, 
And kills, inftead of giving Life. 

. Jnton. Nay, weep not ; 
Tho'Tears of Friendship be a fov'reign Balm, 
On me they're caft away : It is decreed 
That I muft die with her ; our Clue of Life 
Was fpun together. 

AJac. Yet, Sir, 'tis my Wonder, 
That you, who, hearing only whatihe fufferS, 
Partake of all her Tortures, yet will be. 
To add to your Calamity, an Eye-witnefs 
Of her laft tragic Scene, which muft deeper pierce. 
And make the Wound more defperate. 

Anton. Oh, Macrinus ! 
'T would linger out my Tormc.nt:s elfe, not kill me ; 
Which is the End I aim at : being to die too. 
What Inftrument more glorious can I wifii for, 
Than what is .made fligrp by my conftant Love 
And true Affedtion i It may be, the Duty • 
L 4 
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And loyal Service, with which I purfu'd her. 
And feal'd it with my Death, will be remembcr*d 
Among her blefled Aftions ; and what Honour 
Can 1 dcfire beyond it? 

Enter a Guard, bringjag in Dorothea ; a ffeadJhtOM hefori 
her, followed by Theophilus, Sapritius, and Harpax. 

Aition. See ! flic comes ; 
How fweet her Innocence appears ! more like 
"To Heav'n itfelf, than any Sacrifice 
That can be ofe? 'd to it. By my Hopes 
Of Joys hereafter, the Sight makes me doubtful 
In my Belief ; nor can I think our Gods 
Are good, or to be ferv'd, that take Delight 
In OtTrings of this Kind ; that, to maintain 
-Their Pow'r, deface the Mafter-plece of Nature 
Which they themfelves come fliort of: — Sheafcends, 
And every Step raifes her nearer Heaven. 
What God foc'er thou art, that muft enjoy her. 
Receive in her a boundlefs Happlnefs ! 

Sap. You are to blame to let him come abroad. 

Mac, Ic was his Will; 
And we were left to ferve him, not command hiiji, 

Anton. Good Sir, be not offended j nor deny 
My laft of Pleafures in this happy Objed, 
That I fliaU ere be bleft with. 

7he(fh. Now, proud Contemner 
Of us, and of our Gods, tremble to think, 
It is not in the Pow'r thou ferv'ft to fave thee. 
Not all the Riches of the Sea, increas'd 
By violent Shipwrecks, nor th' unfearch'd Mines, 
Mammon's unknown Exchequer, Ihall redeem thee ; 
And therefore, having firft with Horror weigh'd 
What 'tis to die, and to die young, to part with 
All Pleafures and Delights ; laftly, to go 
Where all Antipathies to Comfort dwell ; 
Furies behind, about thee, and before thee. 
And, to add to Afflidlion, the Remembrance 
Pf the E^^ Joys thou njightli have tailed, 
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Hadft thou not turn'd Apoftate to thofe Gods 
That fo reward their Servants, let Defpair 
Prevent the Hangman's Sword, and on this Scaffold 
Make thy firft Entrance into Hell. 

Jnioft. She fmilea 
Unmov'd, by Mars, as if flie were affur'd 
Death, looking on her Conftancy, would forget 
The Ufeofhis inevitable Hand. 

Theoph. Derided too? Difpatch Ifay. 

Dor. Thou Fool ! 
That glorieft in having Power to raviih 
A Trifle from me I am weary of: 
What is this Life to me ? Not worth a Thought : 
Or, if to be efteem'd, 'tis that I lofe it 
To win a better : Ev'n thy Malice ferves 
To tne but as a Ladder to mount up 
To fuch a Height of Happinefs, where I Ihal! 
L,ook down with Scorn on thee and on the World ; 
Where circled with true Pleafores, plac'd above 
The Reach of Death or Ti^ie, 'twill be my Glory 
To think at what an eafy Price I bought it. 
There's a perpetual Spring, perpetual Youth. ■« 
Nojoint-benumming Cold, nor fcorching Heat, 
Famine nor Age, having any Being there. 
, Forget, for Shame, your Tempe ; bury in 
Oblivion, your feign'd Hefperian Orchards : 
The Golden Fruit, kept by the watchful Dragon, 
Whicli did require a Hercules to guard it, 
Compar'd with what grows in all Plenty there, 
Deferves not to be nam'd^. The Pow'r I ferve 
Laughs at your happy Jrabie^ or the 
BlyJMn Shades ; for he hath made his BoVrt 
- Better in deed than you can fancy yours. 
Jnton. O, take me ibither with you 1 
Dor. Trace my Steps, 
And be ajTur'd you fhall. 

fir »i thirt'i a ftrpeUi^ SfrUg, ftrfetM^joudf, Uc. 

Thit fliort but fine Defcripiion of £ly&uiB u.equal, if not ia^tnai, 
Kuwj giycn by the ancient Poeii. 
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Sap. With my own Hands 
I'll rather flop that little Breath is left thee. 
And rob thy killing Fever. 

Theoph. By no Means ; 
Let him go with her : do, feduc'd young Man, 
And wait upon thy Saint in Death ; do, do : 
And, when you come to that imagin'd Place, 
That Place of all Delights — pray you, obferve me. 
And meet thofe curfcd Things I once called Daughters, 
Whom I have fent as Harbingers before you. 
If there be any Truth in your Religion, 
In Thankfulnefs to me, that with Care haften 
Your Journey thither, pray fend me fome 
Small Pittance of that curious Fruit you boafl: of. 

Jttltm. Grant that I may go with her, and I will. 

Sap. Wilt thpu, in the laft Minute, damn thyfelf ? 

Theoph The Gates to Hell are open. 

Dor. Know, thou tyrant ! 
Thou Agent for the Devil thy great Mafter ! 
Tho' thou art mofl unworthy to tafte of it, 
I can, and will. 

V Enter Angelo, in the Atgeti Hahit. 

Harp. Oh ! Mountains fall upon me. 
Or hide me in the Bottom of the Deep ; 
Where Light may never find me ! 

Theoph. What's the Matter ? 

Sap. This is prodigious, and confirms her Witchcraft. 

Theoph. Harpax, my Harpax, fpeak ! 

Harp. I dare not flay : 
Should I but hear her once more, I were loft. 
Some Whirlwind fnatch me from this curfed Place, 
To which compar'd, and with what now I fuffer. 
Hell's Torments are fweet Slumbers ! [£n;Harpai. 

Sap. Follow him. 

Theoph. He is diftraded, and I mull: not lofe him. 
Thy Charms upon my Servant, curfed Witch, 
Give thee a Ihort Reprieve. — Let her not die 
Till my Return, [_Exeunl Sap. andThtQph* 
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Anton. She minds him not : What Object 
Is her Eye fix'd on ? 

Mac. I fee nothing. 

Anion. Mark. her. 

Dor. Thou glorious Miniftcr of the Power I ferve ! 
(For thou art more than mortal) is't for me, 
I'oor Sinner, thou art pleas'd a while to leave 
Thy heavenly Habitation, and vouchfaf ft 
(Tho' glorify'd) to take my Servant's Habit? 
For, put off thy Divinity, lb look'd 
My lovely Angela. 

Ang. Know, I'm the fame ; 
And ftill the Servant to your Pietj'. 
Vour zealous Prayers, and pious Deeds firft won me 
(But 'twas by his Command to whom you fent them) 
To guide .your Steps. I try'd your Charity, 
When in a Beggar s Shape you took me up. 
And cloth'd my naked Limbs, and after fed 
(As you believ'd) my faraifli'd Mouth. I-£arn all. 
By your Example, to look on the Poor 
With gentle Eyes ; for in fuch Habits, often. 
Angels defite an Alms. I never left you. 
Nor will I now ; for I am fent to carry 
Your pure and innocent Soul to Joys eternal. 
Your Martyrdom once fufFer'd ; and before it, 
Aflt any Thing from me, and reft aflur*d 
You Ihall obtain. 

Dor. I am largely paid 
For all my Tonnents : fince I find fuch Grace, 
Grant that the Love of this young Man to me. 
In which he languiflieth to Death, may be 
Chang'd to the Love of Heaven. 

Ang. I will perform it ; 
And in that Inftant when the Sword fets free 
Your happy Soul, his ihall have Liberty, 
Is there aught elfe ? 

Dor. For Proof that I forgive 
My Perfecutor, who in Scorn defir'd 
To tafte of that moft facred Fruit I go to : 
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After my Death, as feotfrom me, be pleas'd 
To give him of it. 

Aug. Willingly, dear Miftrcfs.! 
• Amc. I am amaz'd. 

JntoH^ I feel a holy Fire» 
That yields a comfortable Heat within me : 
I am quite alter'd from the Thing I was ; 
See! I can Hand, and go alone; thuskned 
To heav'nly Dorothea^ touch her Hand 
With a religious Kifs. 

Enter Sapritius tau/Theophilus* 

Sap, He is well now ; _ 
But will not be drawn back. 

Theoph. It matters not ; 
We can difcharge this Work without his Helpi 
But fee your Son. 

Sap, Villain! 

Anton. Sir, I befeech you. 
Being Co near our Ends, divorce us not. 

Tbeoph. I'll quickly niake a Separation of 'em : 
Haft thou aught elfe to fay ? 

Dor. Nothing, but blame 
Thy Tardiness in fending me to reft ; ' 

My Peace is made with Heaven, to which my Soul 
B^ins to take her Flight : Strike, O f ftrike qmcklyj 
And, tho' you are unmov'd to fee my Death, 
Hereafter, when my Story fhall be read, 
As they were prefent now, the Hearers fliaU 
Say this of Dorothea, with wet Eyes, 
She liv'd a Virgin, and a Virgin (Ues. [^Her Headjiruck off^ 

Anton. O, take my Soul Song to wait on thine ! 

Mic. Your Son finks too. £Antoiunu8ji«^J« 

Sap. Already dead ? 

tbeoph. Die all ■ 
That are of, or favour this accurfcd SeA : 
I triumph in their Ends, and will raife up 
A Hill of their dead Carcafles to o're-loafc 
The Pyrensan Hills, byt I'll root out 
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Tliefe fuperititious Fools, and leave the World 
No Name of Chriltiao. 

{^Loud Mujick : Exit Angelo, having firft iatd bt^ 
Hand upon their Mouths, 
Sap. Ha I be3venl7 Mufick ! 
Mk* 'Tis in the Air. 
Theoph. Iliufions of the Devil, 
Wrought by fome Witch of her Religion 
That fain would make her Death a Miracle : • 
It frights not me. — Becaufche is your Son, 
Let him have Burial ; but let her Body 
Be call forth with Contempt in fome Highway, 
And be to Vultures and to Dc^ a Prey. [Extum* 

End vf the Fourth Aa. 



ACTV. SCENE I, 

Ejiter Thajphilus in his Stu^. Booh about him, 

Theophilus. 

J' S'T Holiday, O Ce/ar ! that thy Servant 
(Thy Provoft to fee Execution done 
n thefe bafe Chriftians in Cafirea ) 
Should now want Work ? Sleep thefe Idolaters, 
That none arc ftirring ? — 'As a curious Piunter , {^RSJeSt 
When he has made fome honourable Piece, 
Stands off, and with a fcarching Eye examines 
Each Colour, how 'tis fweetcn'd ; and then hugs 
Himfelf for his rare Workmanlhip. — So here [HeJitS* 
Will I my Drolleries, and bloody Landfcapes , 
(Long paft wrapt up) unfold, to make me merry 
With Shadows, now I want the Subftances. [Takes a Book* 
My Mufter-book of Hell-hounds ; Were the Chriftians, 
Whofe Names fland here, alive and arm'd, not Rome 
Could move upon her Hinges. What I've done, 
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Or Ihall hereafter, is not out of Hate 
To poor tormented Wretches ; no, I'm carry'd 
With .Violence of Zeal and Streams of Service 
I owe our Roman Gods. — Great Brilain — what ? 
A thoufand Wives with Brats fucking their Bfeafts, 
Had hot Irons pinch'd *em off, and thrown to Swine ; ** 
And then their flefliy Back-parts, hew'd with Hatchets, 
Were minc'd and bak'd in Pies to feed ftarv'd Chriftians. ■ 
Ha ! ha f 

Again, again, — EaJl-AngleSj — Oh, Et^-JagUs-^-^ 
Bandogs (kept three Days hungry) worriol 
A thoufand £rilijh Rafcals, ftied up fat. 
Of Purpofe ftripped naked and djfarm'di 
I could outftare a Year of Suns and Moons, 
To fit at thefe fweet Bull-baitings, fo I 
Could thereby but one Chriftian vl-in to fall 
In Adoration to my Jupiter. — Twelve hundred 
Eyes bor'd with Augres out — Oh ! Eleven thoufand 
Torn by wild Beafts : Two hundred ramm'd i' th' Earth 
To th' Armpits, and full Platters round about 'em, 
But far enough from reaching : Eat, Dc^, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

IHerfes. 
Tufli, all thefe Tortures are but Fillipings, 
Flea-bitings : I, before the Deftinies 

Esler Angelo, with a Bajketyjilltd with Fruit and Fkwers. 

My Bottom did wind up, would flefli myfelf 

Once more upon fome one remarkable. 

Above all theie ; This Chriftian Slut was well, 

A pretty one ; but let fuch Horror follow 

The next I feed with Torments, that when Rome 

Shall hear it, her Foundation at the Sound 

May feel an Earthquake. How now } {A Conca-t* 

i« j1 thoufanj Jflvrs •aiili Brail fucUng their BreaJIt, 

Had hat Irani finclid 'era off, andihrfwa it Scui/te. 

Thefe two Lines are not grammaticiil, but that feems to be wioj 
to the iiiad?ertenc)' of the Author. M. M. 
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^£. Are you amaz'd. Sir ?— So great a Roman Spirit! 
And doth it tremble ? 

Theoph. Howcam'ftth6uin?Towhomthy Bulinefe? 

An?. To you ; 
I haa a Miftrefs, late fent hence by you , 

Upon a Bloody Errand ; You intreated 
That, when Ihe came into that blefled Garden 
Whither ftie knew flie went, and where (now happy) 
She feeds upon all Joy, flie would fend to you 
Some of that Garden : Fruit and Flowers, which here. 
To have her promife fav'd, are brought by me. 

Theoph. Cannot I fee this Garden ? 

Ang. Yes, if the Mafter 
Will give you Entrance. [Angelo vantjfjsth. 

Theoph. 'Tis a rempting Fruit, 
And the moft bright-cheek'd Child I ever view'd ; 
Swect-fmelling, goodly Fruit : What Flowers are 

thele? 
In DiocUfiin's Gardens, the moft beauteous, 
Compar'd with thefe, are Weeds : Is it not February ? 
Th« fecond Day ihe died : Froft, Ice, and Snow 
Hang on the Beard of Winter.: Where's the Sun 
Th^ gilds this Summer ? Pretty, fweet Boy, fay. 
In what Country fliall a Man find this Garden ? 
My delicate Boy, gone ! vanilhed ! — ^Within there — 
Julianus and Geta- 

Enter two Servants. 

Both. My Lord. 

Theoph. Are iny Gates fliut ? 

1 Serv. And guarded. 
Theoph. Saw you not a Boy ? 

2 Serv. Where ? 

Theoph. Here he entered, a young I,ad ; a thoitland 
Bleffings danc'd upon his Eyes; a fmooth fac'd glorious 
Thing, that brought this Balket. 

I Serv. No, Sir ! {_Exeunt. 
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Tkafb. Away — ^but be in Reach, if my Voice calls 
you. 
No ! — ^vaniih'd, and not feen ! — Be thou a Spirit 
Sent from that Witch to mock me, I am fure 
This is eilential, and, howe'er it grows. 
Will tafte it. [Eau. 

Harp, Ha, ha, ha, ha ! f Harpaz witbin^ 

neopb. So good ! 1*11 have fome more fate. 

Harp. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! great liquorilh Fool ! 

Theoph. What art thou t 

Harp. AFiiherman. 

Theopb. What doft thou catch ? 

Harp. Souls, Souls ; a Fifh calPd Souls. 

Ejtttra Servant, 

Tbeoph. Getal 

1 Sen/. My Lord, 

Harp. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! l^ilhin. 

Tbeopb. What infolent Slave is this dares laugh at 
me? 
Or what is it the Dog grins at ? 

I Strv. I neither know, my Lord, at what, nor whom; 
for there is none without, but my Fellow JuGanuSf and 
he is making a Garland for Jupiter. 

Theopb. Jupiter ! All within me is not well ; 
And yet not lick. 

Harp. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! \JJ)udtr. 

Tbeopb. What's thy Name, Slave I 

Harp. Go look. {,At one Etil 

I Serv. 'Tis Harpax* Voice. 

Tbeopb. Harpax ! Go, drag the Caitiff to my Foot, 
That I may ftamp upon him. ' 

Harp, Fool, thou lyeft ! . [_JU tbe other Eni. 

I Serv. He's yonder, now, my Lord, 

theopb. Watch thou that End^ 
- Whilft I make good this. 

Harp, Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! ^At the Mdtlle, 
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Theoph. He is at B'arii-brtak, and the laft Couple arc 
now in HeH ; »3- 
Search for him — Alt tltts Ground, methinks, is bloo^, 
And pav'd with thoulands of thofe Cbriftiam' Eyes 

■SThccpli. M i» tffZhr^brtak, and the laB CnA art *»vi i» 
HtU. 
There are fevetal Allufiom in thefe Plwt of Mt^ngir^ and fom^ 
ID ihore of hii coteinporary Wtitera, to the ancient Pallime of Barr 
ii-tmti ; but m there are mnjr parts of riic Country in which thV 
Sport ii Dot now ia Ufe, ikete AUufioni will no longer be gcnet^ly' 
underftood: I fliould therefore fuppofe that it would not be unac< 
citable to the Readen, to be furmlhcd with a poetical Defcription 
01 it, written by the famous Sir PhUiji Sidney, the inoft dillinguiihed 
Charader of his Tmt, for Valour, and every elegant Aceomplifli- 
ment. It is talccn from the Smg of Lamta, in ibe FirS Book of the 
jircaiiia^ wKete he iclatei the RiSlod of Claius and Sirrfbea for the 
beautifal Urania, . 

But glad Defirc, his late embofotn'd Gueft, 

Yet but a Babe, with Milk of Si'gha hr * nurft ; (• Strtfltn. 

Defire, the morehefucty, more fwueht the BreaJA, 

As Dropfy-folk iKTl drink tdbc atturlT; 

Tillone Fair Ev'n, an Hour ere Sun did reft, 

Who then in Lion's Cave drd enter iirft ; 

By Neighbours pray'd^t \ went abroad, thereby [^Vrema, 

A Barley-»«eak her fweel, fivift Feet to ti^-. 

Never the Earth on hia round ShnuTders bare 
A Maid irain'd up from high or low Degree, 

That in her Doing* belter could compare 
Mirth, with Refpeft; few Words, with Courtefy ; 

A carcleik Coroelinefs, with comely Care ; 
Self-guardi with MilJneft ; Sport, with Majeftv i 

Which madr her yield to deck the JjheplienV Baud, 

And, ftiil beliere me, Strefhan was ^ tl-jud. 

Afield they go, where many Lookers be. 
And thou feek-forrow CLiius them among ; 

Indeed, thou faidft it was thy Friend to fee, 
Sn-ffhea, whole Abfenfe leeni'd unto thee long. 

While, moll with her, ha lefs did krep with thee. 
No, no, it was in Spite of Wifdom's Sung, 

Which Abfence wifli'd j Love play'd a' Vigor's Pi:rt, 

The heavy Love-loudliune drew thy Iron Head. 

Vol. I. M 
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Whom I have tortur'd, and they ftare upon me. 

What was this Apparition ? — Sure be had 

A Shape angelical : Mine Eyes (tho' dazzl'd 

And daunted at firft Sight) tell me, it wore 

A Pair of glorious Wingg ; yes, they were Wings ! 

And hence he flew : 'Tis vanished. Jitter,. 

For all my Sacrifices done to him. 
Never once gave me Smiles. — How can Stones finile? 
Or Wooden Image laugh ? \_MuJick,'\ Ha ! I remember 
Such Mulick gave a Welcome to mme Ear, 

Then Couples three be flraight allotted there ; 
They of both Ends, the Middle two, do fly ; 

The two that, in Mid-ftace, Hell called were, 
Muft firive, with waiting Foot and watching Eye, 

To catch of them, and them to Hell lobAtr, 
That they, as well as, they, may Hell fupply ; 

Like fome that feck to falve their blotted Name 

Will others blot, till all do talle of Shame. 

There you may fee, fbon ai the Middle two 
Do coupled, towarde either Couple make, ' 

They, falfe aod fearful, do their Hands undo ; 
Brother his Brother, Friend doth Friend for&fce. 

Heeding himfclf, cares not how Fellow do, 
But of a Stranger mutual Help do^i take ; 

As perjur'd Cowards in Advetfity, 

With Sight of Fear from Friends to Friend do fly. 

Thefc Sports Shepherds devifed, fueh Faults TO fkeVf' 
Ceron, tho' old, yet gamefome, keptone End 

With Co/ma ; for whofe Love Pas pft in Woe 
Fair Neut with Pat the Lot to Hell did fend ; 

Pai thought ir Hell while he was Cefma fro ; 
At other End Uraa &.AStrethon lend 

Her happy-niakingHana, of whom one Look . 

From lieus and Cj^ all their Beauty took. 

The Flay began j Pai dorft not Cifma chrfe. 
But did intend, nest Bout, with her to meet ; 

So he with NoHi to Geren rurn'd their Race, 
With whom to join fad ran Urania fwcet ,• 

But iightlpgg'd Pai had got the middle Space; 
Gcron llrove hard, but aged were his Feet, - 

And therefore finding Force now &int to be, 

He thought grey Haire afibrded Stibtlcty. 
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When the fair Youth came to me : — 'Tis in the Air, 

Or from fome better : a Power divine, 

Thro' my dark Iga'rance on my Soul does fliifte, 
And makes me fee a Confeience all ftain'd o'er. 
Nay, drow ti'd and damn'd for ever in Chriftian Gore. 
Harp. Ha, ha, ha ! [/^/iw- 

Theoph. Again ? What dainty Relifli on my Tongue 
This Fruit hath left ! Some Angel hath me fed ; 
If fo toothfome, I will be banqueted. [£f>/i another. 



koA to, when Pai' Hand reached him (o take, 
The PoxonKncei and Elbows tumbled down; 

Pat could not fiay, hut over him did rake, ] 

And crown'dthc Earth with his firil- touching; Crown ; 

Hii HecU, grown proud, did feein at Heaven to (hake ; 
But Hem, that flipp'd from Pai, did catch the Clown ; 

So, kiughing all, yet, Pat to cafe fome deal, 
GrrtH with VTon were condcmn'd to Hell. 

Lamm then proceeds todcfcribe the vaiious Incidenis of a fecond 
Bout. 

Sir Jtht SuekUng alfo haa given the fotlowJog Defcriptlon of this 
PaAime with allegoiical Perfenagn^ 

Love, Reafon, Hate did once befpeak 
Hitee Mates ta ^\vf U Barlry-hrtak , 
Z^ve Folly took ; and Rcafon Fancy ; 
And Hate conforts with Pride, fo dance they i 
Love coupled laft, and fa it fell 
That Love and Folly were in Hell. 

They break ; and Love would Reafoo meat, 
But Hate waa nimbler on her Feet ; 
Fancy looks for Pride, and thither 
Hies, and they two hug together ; 
Yet this new coupling Hill doth tell • 

That Love and Folly were in Hell. 

The refi do break again, and Pride 
Hath DOW got Reafon on her Side i 
Hale and Fancy meet, and lland 
Untouch'd by Love in Folly's Hand ; 
. Folly was dull, hut Love ran well, 
So Love aad Folly were in Hell. M. M. 
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£a/(r Harpax in a fearful Shape, Ftre jiqfhing out of the 

Sludji. ■ 

Harp. Hold! 

"Theoph, Not for C^far. 

Hatf. But for me thou Ihalt. 

Theoph. Thou art no Twin to Him that laft wa! here. 
Ve Powers ! whom my Soul bids me reverence. 
Guard me ! — ^What art thou ? 

Harp. I'm thy Mafer. 

Theoph. Mine ? 

Harp. And thou my everlafting Slave : ThaXHarpax, 
Who Hand in Hand hath kd thee to thy Hell, 
Am r. 

Theoph. Avaunt ! , 

Harp. I will not : Caft thou down 
That Bafltet with the Things in't, and fetch up 
What thou haft fwallow'd, and then take a Drinfc, 
Which I ftiall give tliee, and I'm gone. 

Theoph, My Fruit ; 
Does this offend thee ? fee \ 

Harp. Spit it to th' Earth, 
And tread upon it, or I'll piece^meal tear thee. 

Theoph. Art thou with rhia affrighted ? See ! here's 
more. \_Flmoers.'] 

Harp. Fling them away, I'll take thee elfe, and hang 
thee 
In a contorted Chain of Ificles 
I'th' frigid Zone: Do ivn with them. 

Tbeoph. At the Bottom 
One Thing I found not yet. lACrefs of Flmers. 

Harp. C)h ! I am tortur'd. 

Theoph. Can this do't ? Hence ! thou Fiend infernal ! 
hence ! 

Harp. Clafp Juprters Image, and away with that. 

Theoph. At thee I'll fling that Jupiter ; for, tnCthinks, 
1 ferve a better Mafter : He now checks me 
For murd'ring my two Daughters, put on by thee. 
By thy damn'd Rhct'rick did I hunt the Life 
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Of Dorothea^ the holy Virgin-martyr. 
She is not angry with the Axe, nor me. 
But fends thefe Prefents to me; and I'll travel 
0*er Worlds to find her, and from her white Hand 
Seg a Forgivaicfs. 

Harp. No i I'll bind thee here. 

Theopb. I ferve a Strength above thine : This fmall 
Weapon, 
Methinks, is Armour hard enough. 

Harp. Keep from me. [S'lniis a little, 

The<^h. Art porting » thy Centre ? Down, Hell- 
hound ! down ; 
Me haft thou loft ; that Arm, which hurls thee hence. 
Save me, and fet me up the ftrong Defence 
Jn the fair Chrillian's Quarrel ! 

Enter Angelo. 

Jap. Fix thy Foot there ; 
Nor be thou ftiaken with a Cefar'^ Voice, 
Tho' thoufand Deaths were in it ; and I then 
Will bring thee to a River, that ihal! wafli 
Thy bloody Hands clean and more white than Snow ; 
And to that Grarden where thefe bleft Things groW ; 
And to that martyr'd Virgin, who hath fenr 
That heavenly Token to thee; fpread this brave Wing, 
And ferve, than Cafar, a far greater King. \^Exit. 

Theopb. It is, it is fome Angel — Vanilh'd again ! 
Oh, come back, raviihing Boy ! bright Mcffenger ! 
Thou haft (by thefe mine Eyes fix'd on thy Beauty) 
lUumin'd all my Soul : Now look I back 
On my black Tyra"hnies, which, as they did 
Out-dare the bloodieft, thou, bleft Spirit, that leadft 

me. 
Teach me what I muft do, and, to do well. 
That my laft Aft the beft may parallel. {Exit. 

■ M 3 . 



D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle_ 



I7i THE VIRGIN-MARTYR. 



SCENE II. 

Enter Dioclefian, Maximinus, the Kings of Epire, Pott^ 
tus, and Macedon, meeting Artemia ; Alendrntj, 

jirtem. Glory and Conqueft ftill attend upon 
Triumphant Cafar ! 

Diode. Let thy Wifli, fair Daughter, 
Be equally divided ; and hereafter 
Learn thou to know and rev'rence JWan'wi»«j, 
Whofe Power, with mine united, make one Ctfeff, 

Mix, But that I fear 'twould be held Flattery, 
The Bonds confider'd in which we ftand tied. 
As Love, and Empire, Ilhould fay, till now 
I ne'er had feen a Lady I thought worthy 
To be my Miftrefs. 

Artem. Sir, you ihcw yourfelf 
Both Courtier and Soldier : But take heed. 
Take heed, my Lord ! tho' my dull-pointed Beautj^, 
Stain'd by a harfh Refufal in my Servant, 
Cannot dart forth fuch Beams as may inflame you, 
You may encounter fnch a powerful one. 
That with a pleafing Heat will thaw your Heart, 
Tho' bound in Ribs of Ice Love ftiH is Love, 
His Bow and Arrows arc the fame. Great Julius, 
That to his Succeflbrs left the Name of C^far, 
Whom War could never tame, that with dry Eyes 
Beheld the large Plains of Phar/alia, 'cpver'd 
With the dead Carcaffes of Senators 
And Citizens of Rome, when the Wofld knew 
No other Lord but him, (truck deep in Years too, 
(And Men grey-hair'd forget the Lulls bf Youth) 
After all this, meeting fair Cleopatra, 
A Suppliant too ; the Magick of her Eye, 
E'en in his Pride of Conqueft took him Captive; 
Nor are you more fccure. 
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^dax, Were you dcfofm'd, 
(But by the Gods you are moft excellent) 
Your Gravity and Difcretion would o'ercotne me; 
And I ftiould be more proud in being a Prifoner 
To your fair Virtues, than of all the Honours, 
Wwlth, Title, Empire, that my Sword hath purchas'd. 

Deocie. This meets my Wifties : Welcome it, Anemia^ 
With outftretch'd Arms, and ftudy to forget 
That Antoninus e\er was ; thy Fate 
Referv'd thee for this better Choice, embrace it. 

Epirt, This happy Match brings new Nerves to give 
Strengtn 
To our continu d League. 

DiocU. Hymen himfelf 
Will blefs this Marriage, which we'll folemnlze 
In the Prefence of thefe Kings, 

Ponius. Who reft moft happy. 
To be Eycwitnefles of a Match that brings -j 

Peace to the Empire. 

Diock. We much thank your Loves : 
But where's S^pritmsy our Governor, 
And our moft zealous Provoft, good Theophiki ! 
If ever Prince werebleft in a true Servant, / 

Or could the Gods be Debtors to a Man, 
Both they, and we, ftand far engag'd to cheriOi 
His Piety and Service. 

Artem. Sir, the Governor 
Brooks fadly his Son's Lofs, altho' he turn'd 
Apoflate in Death ; hut bold fheophilus. 
Who, for the fame Caufe, in my Prefence, feal'd 
Hjs holy Anger on his Daughters' Hearts : 
Having with Tortures firft try'd to convert her, 
Draggd the bewitching Chriilian to the Scaffold, 
And law her lofe her Head. 

DiocU. He is all worthy. 
And from his own Mouth I would gladly hear 
The Manner how ihe fuffer'd. 

Arlem. 'Twill be deliver'd 
With fuch Contempt and Scorn (I know his Nature) 
M 4 
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That rather *tw'ill beget your Highnefs' Laughter, 
Than the leaftfity. 

Enter Theophilus, Sapritius, md Macrinus. 

DiocU. To that End I would hear it. 

Jrtem. He comes. — -With him the Governor. 

Diocle. O Sflpridus, 
I am to chide you for your Tendemefs ; 
But yet, remembering that you are a Father, 
I will forget it. Good TheophiluSf 
1 will fpeak with you anon. — Nearer your Ear. 

[To SaprJtius. 

Theoph. By Anloninus' Soul, I do conjure you, 
'And, tho' not for Religion, for^his Friendihip, 
Without demanding what's the Caufe that moves me. 
Receive my Signet ; — by the Power of this. 
Go to my Prifons, and releafe all Chriftians 
That are in Fetters there by my Command. 

Mac. But what (hall follow ? 

Tkeoph. Hafte then to the Port ; 
You there fhall find two tall Ships ready rigg'd. 
In which embark the poor diftrpffed Souls, 
And bear them from the Reach of Tyranny. 
Enquire not whither you are bound, the Deity 
That they adore will give you profp'rous Winds, 
And make your Voyage fuch, and largely pay 
Your Hazard, and your Travel. — Leave me here ; 
There is a Scene that I muft aft alone. 
Hafte, good Macrinui ; and the great God guide you ! 

Msc. I'll undertake't : There's fomething prompts 
me to it ; 
'Tis to fave innocent Blood, a faint-like Aft ; 
And to be merciful has never been 
By mortal Men themfelves efteem'd a Sin. 

{Exit Mac. 

Diock. You know your Charge. 

Sap. And will with Care obferve it. 

Diode, For I profefs, he is not C^/ar's Triend, 
That flieds a Tear for any Torture that 
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A Chriftian fuffers. Wdcome, my beft Servant J 

My careful zealous Provoft ! thou haft toil'd 

To fatjsfy my Will, tho' in Exrrenies : 

I love thee for't ; thou art firm Kock, no Cbwgeluig. 

Prithee deliver, and for my Sake do it. 

Without Exccis of Bitternefs, or Scoffs, 

Before my Brother and thde Kings, how tftdc 

The Chriftian her Death ? 

Theoph. And fuch a Frcfence, 
Tho' every private Head in thb Jarge Room 
Were circled round with an Inmenal Crowii« 
Her Story will deferve, it is fo full 
Of Excellence and Wonder- 
Diock. Ha ! How's this ^ 

Tbeoph, O ! mark it, therefore, and with that Atten- 
tion, 
As you would hear an Embafly from Heaven 
By a wing'd L^^te ; for, the Truth deliver'd. 
Both how, and what, this bleffed Virgin fuffer'd ; 
And Dorothea but hereafter nam'd. 
You will rife up with Rev'rencc ; and no more. 
As Things uQWorthy of your Thoughts, remember 
What the canoniz'd Spartan Ladies were. 
Which lying Greece «> boafta of. Your own Matrons, 
Your Roman Dames, whofe Figures you yet keep 
As holy Relicks, in her Hiflary 
Will find a fecond Urn ; ■* Gracchus* ComeUa ; 
Paulina, that, in Death defir'd to follow 
Her Hulband Seneca; nor Brntui' Portia 
. That fwallow'd burning Coals to overtake him, 
Tho' all their feveral Worths were given to one. 
With this is to be mentioo'd. 
Max, Is he mad ? 

Diock. Why, they did die, TheephiltUt and boldly j 
This did no more. 

■4 This Paflige, ai printed, in the oM Edition, iB noBfenfc; it 
Should ^bc pointed thus : 

I ^ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ! Gracchus't CemcUu i 

Paulina, that, in Doth, defir'd to follow 
Her Halbond Seneca j nor Brutui' Pcrtia, tec. M. M. 



,,-.rihyG*oo^le 



176 THE VIRGIN-MARTYR. 

Tbeoph. They, out of Defperation, 
Or for vain Glory of an After-name, 
Parted with Life ; This had not mutinous Sons, 
As the rafli Gracchi were ; nor was this Saint 
A doating Mother, as Cornelia was : 
This loft no Huftiand, in whofe Overthrow 
Her Wealth and Honour funk ; no Fear of Want 
Did make her Being tedious ; but, aiming 
At an immortal Crown, and in his Caufe 
Who only can beftow it, who fent down 
Legions of minift'ring Angels to bear up 
Her fpotlcfs Soul to Heav'n ; who entcrtdn'd it 
With choice celeftial Mufick, equal to 
The Motion of the Spheres, fhc, uncompell'd, 
Chang'd this Life for a better. My L«rd Sapriiii/s, 
You at her Death were prefent ; did you e'er bear 
Such ravifhing Sounds ? 

Sap. Yet you faid then 'twas Witchcraft 
And devilifh Illufions. 

Theoph. I then heard it 
Withfinful Ears, and belch 'd out blafphemous Words 
Againft his Deity which then I knew not. 
Nor did believe in him. 

Diock. Why, doft thou now ? Or dar'ft thou, in out 
Hearing ? 

Theoph. Were my Voice 
As loud as is his Thunder, to be heard 
Thro' all the World, all Potentates on Earth 
Ready to burft with Rage, ftiould they but hear it ; 
Tho' Hell, to aid their Malice lent her Furies, 
Yet I would fpeak, and fpeak again, and boldly, 
I am a Chriftian, and the Powers you worihip 
But Dreams of Fools and Madmen. 

Max, Lay Hands on him. 

Diocle. Thou twice a Child ! (for doting Age «> 
makes thee) ' 
Thou Couldft not elfe, thy Pilgrimage of Life 
Being almoft paft thro', in this laft Moment, 
Deftroy whate'er thou haft done good, or great ; 
Thy YoBth did Promife much j and, grown a lAdXtj 
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Thou mad'ft it good, and with Increafe of Years 
Thy Aftions ftill becter'd : As the Sun, 
Thou didft rife glorioufly, keepft a conftanr Courfc 
In all thy Journey ; and now, in the Evening, 
When thou ihouldft pafs with Honour to thy Reft, 
Wilt thou fall like -a Meteor ? 

Sap, Yet confefs 
That thou art mad, and that thy Tongue and Heart 
Had no Agreement. 

Max. Do; no Way is left, elfe. 
To fave thy Life, Theophihis. 

Diocle. But, refufe it, 
Deftrudtion as horrid, and as fudden. 
Shall fall upon thee, as if Hell flood open. 
And thou wert finking thither, 

Theoph, Hear me, yet; 
Hear for my Service paft. 

Artem. What will he fay ? 

Theoph. As ever I deferv'd your Favour, hear me. 
And grant one Boon ; 'tis not for Life I fue ; 
Nor is it fit that I, that ne'er knew Pity 
To- any Chriftian, being one myfelf. 
Should look for any ; no, 1 rather beg 
The utmoft of your Cruelty ; I ftand 
Accomptablc for thou^nd Chriilians' Deaths : 
And, were it polEble that I could die 
A Day for every one, then live again 
To be again tormented, 'twere to me 
An eafy Penance, and I fliould pafs thro' 
A gentle cleanfing Fire ; but, that deny'd me. 
It being beyond the Strength of feeble Nature, 
My Suit is, you would have no Pity on me. 
In mine own Houfe there are a thoufand Engines 
Of ftudled Cruelty, which I did prepare 
For miferable Chriftians ; let me feel. 
As the J/aV/flffdid his brazen Bull, 
The horridfl: you can find, and I will fay. 
In death, that you are merciful, - : 
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Diode. Defpair not : 
In this thou Ihak prevail — go fetch 'em hither : 

\_Somegofor the Rack, 
' Death fiiall put on a thoufand Shapes at once. 
And fo appear before thee ; Racks, and Whips, 
Thy Flefti, with burning Pincers torn, Ihall f^d 
He Fire that heats them ; and, what's wanting to 
The Torture of thy Body, I'll fupply 
In puniihing thy Mind. — Fetch all the Chriftiaas. 
That arc in Hold ; and here, before his Face, 
Cut 'em in Pieces. 

Theopb. 'Tis not In thy Power — 
It was the firft good Deed I ever did ; 
They are remov'd out of thy Reach ; howc'cr 
I was detcrmin'dfor my 3tns to die, 
I firft took Order for their Liberty, 
And ftill I dare thy worft. 

Dlocle. Bind him, I fey ; 
Make every Artery and Sinew crack ; 
He that makes him give the loudeft Shriek, 
Shall have ten thoufand Drachmas : Wretch ! Ill force 

thee 
To curfc the Power thou worihipH: : 

theopb. Never, never. 
No Breath of mine ihall e'er be fpent on him, 

\fb^ torture bim. 
But what fliall fpeak his Majefty or Mercy : 
I'm honour'd in my Sufferings — Weak Tormentors- 
More Tortures, more — alas ! you are unfltilful — 
For Heav'n's Sake more : My Breaft is yet untom : 
Here purcbafe the Reward that was propounded. 
The Irons cool,— here are Arms yet, and Thighs; 
Spare no Part of me. 

Max, He endures beyond 
The SufTrance of a Man. 

Sap. No Sigh nor Groan, 
To witnefs he hath Feeling. 

Dioi'ii. Harder, Villains ! 
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Enter Harpax. 

Harp, Unlpfs that he blafpheme, he's loft for ever : 
If Torments ever could bring forth Defpair, 
I^et thefe compel him to it : Oh me ! 
\fy ancient Enemies again } [^Faih tiam. 

Enter Dorothea in a white Rohty Crmms vpon her Rote^ 
a Crown upon her Head, Uadiu hy the Jegei ; Antoninus, 
Califte, and Chrifteta jbUowingy ait in white, hut iefs.gk' 
rietti ; the jingel with a Crown for him. 

Theoph. Moft glorious Vifion ! 
Did e'er fo hard a Bed yield Man a I>eam 
So heavenly as this ? I am confirm'd, 
Confirm'd, you blcffcd Spirits, and make Hafle 
To take that Crown of Immortality 
You offer to me ; — Death, till this blelTed Minute, 
I never thought thee flow-pac'd ! nor would I 
Haften thee now, for any Fain I fuffer. 
But that ihou keepft me from a glorious Wreath, 
Which, thro' this flormy Way,! would creep to. 
And humbly kneeling with Humility wear it. 
Oh ! now I feel thee : — Bleffed Spirits ! I come. 
And, witnefs for me all thefe Wounds and Scars, 
I die a Soldier in the Chriftian Wars. [Z)«i. 

Sap. I've feen thoufands tortur'd, but ne'er yet 
A Conftancy like this. 

Harp. 1 am twice damn'd. 

Ang. Halle to thy Place appointed, curfed Fiend ! 
In Spite of Hell, this Soldier's not thy Prey, 
Tis I have won, thou that hath loft, the Day. 

[£i// Angclo. 

Diock. I think the Centre of the Earth be crackt, 

[_The Devil Jinks with Thunder and Lightning. 
Yet I ftand ftill unmov'd, and will go on ; 
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The Perfecution that is here begun. 
Thro' all the World with ViolencefliaU run. 

[^Fhurijb. Exeunt. 

ThcTC it not much to be laid in Favour of this Play, which I caa- 
fider u the worfl in this CoUeaion. The Subject is unplealiDg ; the 
Inddcots tuuuuural ; and the fupernatural Agents that are introdu- 
ced to bring them about, afTuming merely the chancers of Men, 
are deflinite of the Singularity, Wildnefs and Fancy, which lendera 
thofcfiftitiouBBeiDgBfae^cbaatingjWhicharerBifedbytheniai^calPnt 
QiSI/ah^are: the Scenes between ffi'mvi and ^tut^/jti are deteSa- 
ble ; replete with Ribaldry of the moll abominable Kind, without 
any Undlure of Wit or Humour : yet perhaps it is to thofe that the 
Piece wai indebted far the Applaufe it received on its Rcprefenca- 
tion. The firft Afl, however, is well written ; and there are many 
poetical Paflages difperfed through tbeReftof the fcrious Pansofii; 
yet, even in thefe, the Language is unequal; and I think it is not dif- 
ficult to diftinguifh the Hacui of Decier from that of Majjixgir. I 
wilh T was authorized to pronounce with Certunty, that all theCo- 
injck Scenes weit the Produftion of the former. 



End of The Virgim Mabttr. 
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As it hath been often Acted by His Majesty's 
Servants, at the Black- Friars , in the Year 1623. 

WKITTENBY 

PHILLIP MASSINGER, Gent. 
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The Right Honourable, and much efteemed for her 
High Birth, but more admired forherVirtue, 

The Lady K at h^ r i ii e Stanhope, 

Wife to Philip Lord Stanhope, 

Baron of-SaELFORD. 

MADAM, ' ' " 

e/i Princes 0/ Italy, endare.tt this ^Ih^.cber^dhy 
Perfons mojl eminent in our Kinzdom, Ijhoufd ifof^^mt'lt 
<ffer thefe my wtakand mipe^St iMhettrs^at thf:jiitar t^ 
your Favour. Let the Example of others, mire kmiutfg^pa^d 
fKoreexperienaiiritiirtSinAteJs{ifmyBf&^.^Md^firgdi^ 
Pardon, and the rather fince there is ^ a»her:'A^ifiis,kfi_iB«, ti^ 
Msfartw^iiamiKgd^ nu tntint{^r/e):t&:p4^ I9 Bli 
• World (if it hold the k<0 good (^mvil ^ mej 0ai il am ivet 
your Zjitfi^hip's Crcatart.. .fimJk/iffi^ ti'^'f^re,.tiit^'ji« lit- 
ver-failing Clemency of your Noble Difpojition, no! to contemn 
the tender of his Du^', 'ivho ■while he is, will ever be 

An humble Servant to your 

Ladyfliipi and yours, 

Philip Massikger. 
Vol.1. ■ N 
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LvDovico Sfo&za, Duke of Mtlak. 
SiGNioR F&ANcisco, bis efpcdal FaTouritt. 

PsscARAj, aMarqais and Friend toSvtfxzA. 
GkaccrO} ■ Creature of Makiaka, Sifter to^onzA* 
COMLBSt die Emperor. . 

'MssiKA> i Captains U) tkc EmperM. 

AtVBOtUO, J 

Makcilu^ Che Dutchels, Wife to Sforza. 

iiABiLLA, Mother to Sfohza. 

Makiama, Wdt to F&AMCJsco, and Sa&a to Sf(»za« 

Epcisia, Si^ to Francisco. 

Two ?o&$, a BfwUe, Waiters, Mures. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

S(enit a public Paiaee in Pifa 

Graoclio, Jovio> MdGi<mxm,witb ftag^ons* 

C^cchoj 

TAKE every Man his FI^^;on : give the Oatfa 
To all you meet : \'m this Day the State-draDkard j 
Aire againft my Will)— And if you find 
A Man, at ten, that's fober, b^s a Traitor^ 
And, in my Name, arrcft him. 

Jov, Very good. Sir : 
Eat, fay he bp a Sexton i 

Grac. If the Bells 
Ring odt of Tune, as if the Street were burabgl, 
Andne cry, 'tis rare Muficlc ; bid him lleep : 
'Tis a Sign he has took his Liquor ; and,it jrou meet 
Ad Officer preaching of Sobriety^ 

tf * I fball not girc way rnrthcr Account of the Tale in general, 
tbanthat it ereatlp refcmUei the lamcnit obe m HttaJtad ilariamt. 
Sfgrxa the Duke of Milan it dnwn su rtdh, uxorious, and jeal^ui, 
tmiMatvetiahK Wife u beautiful, proud aod rcfcntful. .Sj^rsadlf' 
obligei die Emperor Charlti V. u Hiffii hid done OSaviut, abd wal 
obliged to pay bii Complimenti in Periba to make hia Puce. Dnriri^ 
bit Abfence,^e leavct the fame Charge with /'rA<i;y!'D, hi* Farourite, 
to cut off bit Wife, that Hn-iid did ; and Marcflia difcovcn it, in the 
tuae Manser with Mttriamnf. Some other Circutnnapcei are diffe* 
rem; and the modern Play of that Name ii more uniform and eonfif* 
lent than tbit, but m my Opinion hat not fo many fine independent 
Pa^el. 

N 1 
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Unlefs he read it in Geneva ' Print, 
Lay him by the Heels. 

Jffv. But think you 'tis a Fa;ilt i 

To be found fotier ? 

Grac. It is Capital Trcafon; 
Or, if you mitigate it, let fuch pay 
F&rty Crowns to the Poor":'But give a Penfion 
To all the Magiftrates you find finging Catches 
Or their Wives dancyig ; for the fourtiers peeling, 
And the Duke himfelf, (I dare not faf diilrtnper'd. 
But kind, and in his tott'ring Chair caroufing) 
. They do the Country Service. If you meet 
One that eats Bread, a Chiid of Ignorance, 
And bred up in the Darknds of no driuking, , 
Againft his' Will, you may initiate him. 
In the true Pofture ; tho' he die in the taking 
His Drench- it fltills not : what's a private Man 
For th' pliljlick Honour ? We've nought eHe'tD diiak Qn.'' 
And fo, dear Friends, Copartners in my Travels, ' 
. Drink hard; and let the Health run thro' the Cit}', 
Until it reel again, and with me cry 
Long live the Dutchefs ! 

Enter Tiberio and Steph'ano. 

yov. Here are two Lords ; — what think you ) 
Shall we give the Oath to them ? 

Grac. Fiej no : I know them, 
■ You need not fwear 'em ; your Lord, by his Patent, 
Stands bound to take his Roufe. Long Jive the Dutchefs! 
[Exetmt Graccho and Jovio. 

Steph. The Caufe of this ? But Yefterday the Court 
Wore the fad Livery of Diftruft and Fear ; 
I^o fmile, not in a Buffoon to be feen 
Or common Jefter : The Great Duke himfelf 
Kad Sorrow in his Face; which, waited on 
^- his Mother, Sifter, and his faireft Dutchefs, 
Difperfed a filent Mourning thro' all Milan ; 

» Alluding eo the fpiiicuoos Liquor fo called. M, M. ' 
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As if Ibme great Blow had Jjeen given the State, 
Or were at leafl .expe£ted. 

77i. Stepbam, 
I know, as you are noble, you are honcft. 
And capable of Secrets of more Weight 
Than now I Ihall deliver.. If that Sforza, 
The prefent Duke, (iho' his whole Life hath been 
But one continu'd Pilgrimage thro' Dangers, 
Affrights, and Horrors, which his Fortune, guided 
By bis ftrong Judgment, ftill hath overcome) 
Appears now fiiaken, it deferves no Wonder : 
All that his Youth hath labour'd for, the Harveft 
Sown by his Induftry, ready to be reap'd too. 
Being now at Stake ; and all his Hopes confirm 'd. 
Or loft for ever. 

S(tph. I know no fuch Hazard : 
His Guards are fttong, and furc : His Coffers full; 
The People well affected ; and fo wifely ' 

His provident Care hath wrought, that tho' War rages 
In nioft Parts of our Weftern World, there is 
No Enemy near us. 

Tih. Dangers, that we fee 
To threaten Ruiii, are with Eafe prevented ; 
But fliofe ftrite deadly, that come unexpected ; 
The Lightning is far off, yet, foon as feen. 
We may behold the terrible Efleds 
That it produceth. But I'll help your Knowledge, 
And make his Caufe of Fear familiar to you. 
The Wars, Td long continued between 
The Emperor CkarkSy and Fjvzwwthe French King 
Have int'refted, in either's Caufe, the moft 
Of the Italian Princes ; Among which, Sforza, 
As one of greateft Power, was fought by both j 
But with AlTurance having one his Friend, 
The other liv'd his Enemy. ■, 

Step, 'Tis true ; 
And 'twas a doubtful Choice. 

Tik But he, well knowing 
And hating too, (it feems) the SjianiJ) Pride, 
Lent his AlMance to the King o{ France .'' 
N 3 

, - D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 



i8i THE DUKE OF MILAN. 
Which hath fo far incens'd the EmpenM-, 
That all his Hopes and Honours a» embark'd 
With bis great Patron's Fortune. 

Sifpl>- Which ftands fair, 
For aught I yet can hear. 

Tih. But fliould it change. 
The Duke's undone. They have drawn to the Field 
Two Royal Armies, full of fiery Youth ; 
Of equal Spirit to dare, and Power to do : 
So near intrench'd, that 'us beyond att Hope 
Of Human CounfeJ they can e'er be fever*!! 
Until it be dctermin'd by the Sword, 
Who hath the better Caufe ; For the Succefc 
Concludes the Vidor innocent and the Vaqquifli'd 
MoA roiferatily guUty. How uncertain 
The FcKtune of the War is. Children know • 
And, it being in Sufpenfe, on whofe fair Tent 
Wing'd Viftory will make her glorious St?nd, 
You cannot blame the Duke tho he appear 
Ferplex'd and troubied. 

Stepb. But why, then. 
In fuch a Time when every Knee ftould bend 
For the Succefs and Safely of his Perfoji, 
Are thefeloud Triumphs ? — In my vrcak Opinion, 
Th^ are unfeafonable. 

?^. I judee fo too ; 
But only in the Caufe to be excus'd ; 
It is the Dutches* Birth-day, once a Year 
Solemnized, with all Fomp and Ceremony ; 
In which the Duke is not his own but hers* 
. Nay, every Day indeed he is her Creature, 
For never MmHo doted : But to tell 
The tenth Fart of his Fondnefs to a Stranger, 
Would are;ue me of Fiftion, 

Sleph. She's, indeed, i 

J4 Lady of moft exqujfite Form. 

Tib. She knows it. 
And how to prize it. 

Stepb. I ne er heard her tainted^ 
In any Point of Honour, 
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fii. On my Ltftf 
She's conibnt to his Bed» and well defervcf 
IJis lai^;eft Favours. . But, when Beauty ii 
ScampcoD ««u Women (great in Birth and Fortune, 
Aod bkmniby Flatt'ren greater than it is) 
*nf feldotn unaccompany'd with Pride ; 
Kor is ihe that Way free : Frefumi^ on 
The Duke's ASeaion and her own Defett, 
She bean herfelf with Aich a M^efty, 
Looking with Scorn on all, ai Thiiies beneath her ; 
That Sfirza'i Mother, (that would bfe no Part 
Of what was once her own ;) nor his fair Sifter, 
(A Lady too, acquainted with her Wcntb) 
Will brook it well ; and howfbe'er their Hate 
Is fmother'd for a Time, *ti« more than fear'd. 
It will at length break tnit. 

&tfb. He, in whofe Pow'r it is, 
Tumalltoth'beft! 

77^. Come, let us to the Court, 
We there &all fee all Bravery, and Coft, 
That Art can boaftof. 

Sttpb. I'll bear you Company. [Exeunt, 

SCENE. II. 

Scat chaises to the Court. 
Enter Francifco, IlkbeUa, and Mariana* 

Mar'u Iwillnotgo; IfcorntobeaSpot 
\si her proud Train. 

Jf<^. Shall I, that am his Mother, 
Be fo indulgent as to wait on her 
That owes me Duty ? 

Fran. Tis done to the Dulce 
And not to her. — And, my fwcet Wife, remember. 
And, Madam, if you pleafe, receive my Counfel, 
As Sforza is your Son, you may command him ; 
And, as a Siiler, you may ch^tengc from him 
N 4 
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A Brother's Love and Favour : But, this granted, 
Confider he's the Prince,, and you his Subjeds-; 
And not XS} qiieftioh or contoedwith her ■ - 
Whom he w p^as'd to honour. Private Mem 
Prefer their WiVes ; snd ffmllliej feeing^a' PrinCe, 
And bleft with one that is thie Paredlji 
Of Sweetnefs, and of Beaiftj;, te whofe Charge 
The Stock ofWomen's Goodttefe is given up. 
Not ufe her like herfelf? 

Ifak. You're ever forward ' 
To fing her Pmfes. 

Mari. ^)i*crs are as fj^lr ; 
I'm fure as noble. ,' 

Fran. I deo-aft from none; ' 
In giving her what's due. Were flie deform'd, 
Yet being the Dutchefs, I ftand bound to ferve her ; 
But, as Ihe is, to admire her. Never Wife 
Met with a purer Heat her Hufband's Fervour;' 
A happy Pair, orie in the other bleft ! 
She confident in herfelf, he^s wholly hers. 
And cannot feek for change : and he fecure 
That 'tis not in the Powcrof Man to tempt her. 
And therefore, to conteft with her, that is 
The ftrongcr and the better. Ear( of him, 
Is more than folly. You know him of a Nature 
Not to be play'd with ; and, fhould you forget 
To obey him as.your Prince he'll not remember 
The Duty that he owes you. 

Ifa^. 'Xis.but,Truth4 
Come, clear our Brows, and let us to the Banquet } 
•—But not toftrve his Idol, - . 

Maru I ihall do 
What may become the Sifter of a Prince ; 
But will not ftoop beneath it. 

Fran. Yet, be wife ; 
Soar not too high to fall ; but ftoop to rife. [&«»'< 
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SCENE in. 

Enter three Gentlemeu fetting forth a Ban^t 

I Gent. Quick, quick, for Love's Sake! let the Coiut 
put on 
Her choiceft Outfide : Coft and Bravery 
Be only thought of. 

z Genu AH that may be had 
To plcafe the Eye, the Ear, Tafte, Touch, or Smell, 
Are carefully provided. 

3 Gent. There's a Mafque : 
Have you heard what's the Invention ? 

I G^nt. No Matter : 
It is intended for the Dutchefs' Honour ; 
And if it give her glorious Attributes, 
As the nioft fair, moft virtuous, and the tell, 
'Twill pleafe the Duke. — They gome. 

3 Genl. All is in Order. 

Ester Tiberio, Stephano, Francifco, Sforza, MarceUs* 
Ifabella, Mariana, and- JlteitdantSt 

Sfor. You are the Miftrefs of the Feaft— Sit her^ 
O my Soul's Comfort ! and when Sforza bows 
Thus low to do you Honour, let none think 
The meaneft Service they can pay my Love, 
But as a fair Addition to thofe Titles 
They ftand poffeft of. Let me glory in 
My Happinefs, and mighty Kings look pale. 
With Envy, while I triumph in mine own. 
O Mother, look on her ! Sifter, admire her ! 
And, fince this prefent Age yields not a Woman 
Worthy to be her fecond, borrow of 
Times paft: And let Imagination help' 

3 And let Imagination, &c. 
Thi* PaHage ig fotnewhat embarrafled, but the Scofc of it ii tli« ; 
That tho' in fathioning in rheir Minds the Phtenix of PeifeAioo 
they fhoutd be alMed by a |leco]lc^oa of the motl boafl<d Ladie* 
of Antiquityi (h«y mull Aill confer) that PcrfcAioii waa to be found 
in Mtrctlia only. M> M, 
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Of thofc canoniz'd Ladies Sparta boafb of. 
And, in Iwr Greatnefs, Rome was proud to owe. 
To FaihioD, and yet ffiU you muft confds. 
The Phenix of Perfediou ne'er was few. 
But in my fair Mfirceiia. 

Fran. She's, indeed, 
The Wonder of* aW T-imes. 

Tih. Your Excellence, 
(Tho' I confeft you give her but her own) 
Enforces her Moddly to the Defence 
Of a fireci Biufli. 

Sfor, It need nor, tny MtrteM ; 
When moft I flrive to praife thee, I appear 
A poor Detraftor : For thou art indeed 
So pcrfcd both jn Body and in Mind, 
That, but to fpcak the leaft Part to the Height, 
Would aik an Angel's Tongue !— and yet wen end 
In filent Adtoiration ! 

Jfab. You flill court her. 
As if fliewere a Miftrefs, not your Wife. 

Sfar-. A Miftrefe, Mttther ? She is more to roc. 
And er'ry Day defervey more to be fu'd to. 
Such as arecloy'd with thofc Aey have embric'd. 
May think their woptng don^. No Ni^t tt> me 
But is a bridal one,Vhere Hymen lights 
His ToTcheS'frdh and new ; and thofe Delights, 
Which are not to be cloth'd in airy Sounds, 
Enjoy'd beget Defires as full of Heat 
And jovial rervour, as when firft I tailed 
Her Virain Fruit : — Bleft Night ! and be it number'd 
Amonglt thofe happy ones, in which a Bleffing 
Was, by the full Confent of all the Stars 
Conferr'd upon Mankind. 

Mare. My worthieft Lord ! * 

4 Mf woTtb^fi Ltrd! 
t!t Miiua feemi to have copied this in lus Parajifi Lffi. £«< ^ 

" O Sole in wfaom my Thoiwlus fiud all Repore, 
<t My Glory, my Perfc^on." Book 5. V. ti. 
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The onlv Objeft I behold with Plcafure ! . 

My Pride, my Glory F in a Word, my all ! 

BearWitnefs, Heaven, that I efteem myfelf 

In nothing worthy of the meaneft Praife 

You can bellow, unlefs it be in this. 

That in my Heart I love and honour you. 

And, butthac ic would fmell of Arrogaace, 

To jpeak my fhong De&te and Zeal fo ferve yoa, 

J then could Iky, thefe Eyes yet never faw 

The rifing Sun, but that my Vow«, and Prayers 

Wepe fent to Hcav'D for the Profperity 

And Safety of my Lord : Norhaye I ever 

Had other Study but how to appear 

Worthy your Favour ; and that my Embraces 

Might yield a fruitful Harvcft ^ Content 

For ail your npble Travel, in the Purchafe 

Of her that's ftill your Servant ; by thefe Ups, 

(Which, pardon me, that I prefume to kifs) — ■■• — - 

Sfor. O Sweet, for ever fwear ! 

Mirc. I ne'er will feek 
Delight, but in your Pleafure; anddefire. 
When you are uted with all earthly Glories, 
And Age and Honours make you fit for H«iTai| 
That 00c Grave may receive «s. 

S^. Tisbelicv'd, 
Bebev'd, m^ hleft One. 

Miri, How the winds h^lf 
Into hU Soul! l4/iAi 

SJor. Sitall.—Lef others feed 
On thofe oofs Qates, while SfatT^a banquets with 
Immortal Viands ta'en in at his Eyes. 
I could live ever thus. Command the Eimucb . 
Tp ^tig the Duty that I lail compofed, 

Ettter P^. 

Jn Praife of my Ma-celia.-^. — From whence ? 
P^. From Pavia, my dread Lord, 
Sfer. Speak, is ail loft ? 
poft. The Letter will inforrp you, 
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Fran. How' his Hand fhakes. 
As he receives it ! l^dr, 

Mn'i. Tfei& is fomt Allay 
To his hot Paffion. ^A^de. 

Sfor. Tho' it bring Death, I'll read it. 

Mrf it pieafi yew Excellence to im^Jfandy that the 
very Hour I wrote thiSf I heard a 5hld Defiance delivered 
6y a Herald from thi Emperor, which 'suas chearfiAly n- 
eeived hy the King of France. The Battle being' rea^ 
lo Join, and the Fan-guard committed to my Charge, in- 
. farces me to end abrupt^. 

Tour Highnefis Servant^ 

Gafpcro, 

Ready to join ? — By this, then, I am nothing; 
Or my Eftaie fecure. 

Marc. My Lord ! 

Sfor. To doubt, 
Is worfe than to have loft ; and to defpair, 
Is but to antedate thofe 'Milerics 
That muft fall on us; all my Hopes depending. 
Upon rfiis Battle's Fortune. — In my Soul, 
Methinks, there fliouW' be that imperious Power, 
By fupernatural, not ufual Means, 
T' inform me what I am, TheCaufe confidcry. 
Why flioiild I fear ? The French are bold and ftrong, 
Their Numbers full, and in their Councils wife : 
But then, the haughty Spaniard is all Fire, 
Hot in his Executions : fortunate 
In his Attempts ; married to Viftory : 
Aye, there it is that ihakes me. 

Fran. Excellent Lady, 
This Day was dedicated to your Honour ; • 
One Gale of your fweet Breath will eafily 
Difperfe thefe Clouds : and, but yourfelf, there's none 
That dare fpeak to him. 

Marc. I will run the Hazard, 
My Lord ! 
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Sf>r. Ha ! — ParidoB m«> J\^af«C4i I am troubled- 
Ana ft^nd uncertaio, whether I »{a Maft«c : 
Of aught thtt'8 worth, the owoing, 

Man, I am yours. Sir ; . J . ■ ■ ■ ■ 'S 

And I have heard you fwear, I be'mg fafe. 
There was no Lofs could move you. This Day, Sr, 
Is by your Gift made nvne : Can you revoke 
A Grant made to Marcelia P Your Marcelia f 
For whofe Love, nay, whofe Honour, gentle Sit, ' 
(All deep Defigns, and StaJSrsffiiiri dwn'd) : 
Be, as you purpos'd, merry. 

Sfor. Out ofmy Sight,' ■'■ 

And aU Thought! that rmy i^rwglc MirA {«riaI(«'iDek' 
Fall what can fall, I dare the worit (tf Fate'j 
Tho' the Foundation of the Eiarth fltwld fluiiak. 
The glorious Eye of HcAVea lofe his Spkndftf ; ' ' 

Support^ thus, I'll lUnd upon che SAuns, . 
And feekfor new Life. here— — Why-aTe you fad? 
No other Sports ? By: H^vi'n ho'i not xxgf Ftiead, 
Thatrvcp^rs one Funrow-in lua Face. Iwasiphl 
There was a Mafque. ■ i 

Fran, They wait your Highnefs' Pilc^ire> 
And when you pkafe tQ have it. . 

^. Rid. !e*n enter. ^. 
Come, make me happy once again. lam rap't, 
*Tis not to-day, to-morrow, ot the next. 
But all ray Days, and Yeats, ihall be onploy'd 
To do thee Honour. 

Marc. And my Life to fvve you. — \_A Hen. 

Sfor. Another Poll ?*— — Go hang him, hang him,; 

Ifay; 
I will aot interrupt my prefect Pictures, 
Altho' his Meffage fhould import my Head : ■ 
Hang him, I fay. 

j Oai •/ ■jji Sight, &c. 

He i) here fuppofcil to ihrow away the Letter, to wiich ttdi 
Wgidi sre »ddreBed. M. M. 
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Marc, Na^, good Kr^ I am pleu'd 
To grant a litde Intmn^oo to you ; 
Who knows but he briogs News we wUh to htfar. 
To heigbten Our Delights. 

Sfor, As mfe as fair. 

Enter another Pi^* 

ftomGsAerof 

P^. TlutrWasmy Lord. 

Sfor. How, dead ? 

Pefi, With the Delivery of thU| and Prayers, 
To guard your Excdleocy from certain Dugers, 
He ceas'd «> be a Man. 

^or., All that my Fears 
Could fafliion to me, or my E&onies vnfii, 
Is&ll'n upoQ.mc. — Silence that harfli Miifick : 
*Tis now ufricAfonable. A tollii^ Bell, 
As a lad Hartringer to tell me, that 
This pamper'd Lump of Fkfh muft feaft the Worms i 
Is fitter for me 1 am ficlc. 

Mirc My Lord ? 

Sfor, Sick to Death, JtfrctAt.— Remove 
Tbefe Signs of Mirth ; they were omiBousi Aid botudiei'd 
Sorrow,and Rain. - 

Mirc. Blefs u«. Heaven ! 

IM. MySpn! . 

Marc. What fuddea Change is this t 
- Sfor. AU leave the Room ; 
ni bear alone the Burden ol my Grief, 
And muft admit no Partner. — I am yet 
Your Prince, where's your ObetSence ? Stay, MiraJit; 
I cannot be fo greedy o( a Sorrow 
In which you muft not fhare. 

Mirc. And chearfully 
I will fuftain my Part— Why look you pale > 
WVrc is that wonted Conftancy, and Couf^, 
That dar'd the worft of Fortune ? W&ere is HJbrm, 
To whom all Dangers diat fright common Hfci^ 
Appejtf'd but panick Terrors ? — ^Why do you eye ine 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 



J 



THE D.UKE OF MILAI^. i9> 

^^ith fuch fix'd Looka? Love, Coun&l, Duty, Scrriec, 
IMay Siavf from me, mt Dango*. 

Sfor. OMarctIi4l 
■ It is for thee I fear : For thee, thy ^bna 
Shakes like a Coward ; for myfelf, uotnoVd 
I could have heard my Troops were cut in Pieces, 
My General Hain ; and he, on whom my Hopes 
Of Rule, of State,of Life^had tbeirDependeoce, . . 
The JijB^ n^ Rimet my gresteft Friend, nude Vv&mx 
To ft) proud Enonies.— 

Jl£in:. Then you have juftCaufe 
To ihew yoy are a Mvi> 

jjfpr. All this were nothing; 
Tho' I add to it, that I am anur'd, 
Fpr nvii^ Aid to this unfortunate King, 
The Emperor iKcns'd lays hit Command 
On his vidorious AtTmjj fleft'd with Spoil, 
And bold of Conquefi, to march up againft me. 
And &i2e on my Eilatcs : Suppofe t^ done too^ 
The City tak'n, the Kenn^s running Blood, 
The ianl9Ck'd Temples falling on.their Saiflts : 
My Mother, in my Sight, tofs'd oa their Pikes, [ 
Aod Sifter ravtfit'<l ; wd myfelf bound fait 
Id Chains, toaaict their Tritunph ; <tx v^at elfe 
Aq Enemy's m&lence could load ate with, 
I would be ^^rzid flill. But, when I think 
That my MarctUa (to whom, all thefe 
Are but aa Atoms to the greetefi Hill) 
Moft i^^Bes inmy Caufe ; and for mefufier ! 
AW cprth^ Tormeitfs, nay, cv'q thofe the Pama'd 
Howl for in Hell, are gentle ^rokes, compar'd . 
*TKi what I feel, Marcelia. 

Marc. Good Str^ have Patience : 
I can as well partake your adverfe Fortune, 
As I thus long have had an ample Share 
lo your Profpcrity. 'TIs not in the Power ' 
Of fate to alter me : For while lam, 
^D fpight of it, I'm yours. ■ 

Sfor. But were that Will, 
Tobefo, forc'dj,MjrtW/'fl^ andlUye 
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To fee thofe Eyu I prize above my own^ . 
Dart Favours (tho' compell'd) upon another > 
Or thofc fweet Lips (yielding immortal Neftar) 
Be gently toucfa'd by any but myfelf ? 
Think, think, MarceUa, what a curfed Thing 
1 were, beyond Eipreffion. 

Marc. Po not feed 
Thof& jealous Thou^tB : the only Blelfing that 
Heav'n hath beflow'd on us> mcfct than on Beafii> 
• Is, that 'tis in our Fleafure when to die. 
BefideSf.were I now in anothet's Power, 
There are fo many Ways to let out Life, 
I would not live, for one Ihorc' Minute, hig; 
1 was born only yours, and I willdie fo. 

Sfor, Angela rewtrd the Goodnefff of this WomtD I 

Enter Francifco. 

All I can pay is nothing, [^fisfc-}— Why uiicaU'd for ? 

Fran. It is of Weight, Sir, that m^es me thusprefs 
Upon your Privacies. Your conftant Friend, 
The Marquis of Pifcars, tired with Hafte, • . 
Hath Bufinefs that conoems yOur Life and Fortunes, 
And with Speed, to irtipart. 

Sfor. Wait on hitti hither. {Exit Frftncifco. 

And, Deareft, to thy Ctofet: Let thy Prayers 
Affift my Councils. 
■ Marc. To fpare -Imprecations 
Agai nftmyfelf^witboutyoulam nothing. [Erj/MwGclii* 

Sfor. The Marquis (rf Pf/c<jrfl ? a great ScfldJef ; ■ ■ 
And, tho' he ferv'd upon the adverfe Party, 
Ever my conftant Friend. 

Enter Francifco and Pefcara 

Fran. Yonder he walks. 
Full of fad Thoughts. 

Pefc. Blame him not, good Francifcoy 
He hath much Caufe to grieve. — -Would I might «ndfo> 
And not add this, to fear. 
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S^. My dear Pefeara ! 
A Miracle in thefe Times ! a Friend, and happy. 
Cleaves to s falling Fortune. 

Pefc. ff it were 
As well in my weak Power, in Aft to raife it. 
As 'tis to bear a Part of Sorrow with you ; 
You then Jhould have juft Gaufe to fay^ Pe/cara 
Look'd not upon your State, but on your Virtues, 
When he made Suit to be writ in the Lift 

Or thofeyou favour'd, But my Hafle fdrbids 

All Compliment : Thus, then. Sir, to the Purfwfc. 
The Caufe that, unattended, brought me hither. 
Was not to tell you of your Lofs, or Danger ; 
(For Fame hath many Wings to bring ill Tidin^p, 
- And I prefume you've heard it) but to give you 
Such friendly Counfel, as, perhaps, may make 
Your fad Difafterlefs. 

Sftr.' You are all Goodnefs, 
Afid I give up biyfelf to be difpos'd of, 
As in your Wifdom you think fit. 

Pe/c. Thu*, then. Sir. 
To hope you can hold out againft the Emperor, 
Were flatt'ring yourfelf, to your Undoing : 
Therefore, the fafeft Courfe that you can take. 
Is, to give up yourfelf to his Difcretion 
Before you be compell'd ; for, reft aflbr'd, 
A voluntary Yielding ;pay fii^ Grace, 
And will admit Defence, at leafl: Excufe : 
But, ihould you linger doubtful, till his Powers 
Have feiz'd'your Perfon and Eftates per Force, 
You muft exped: Extremes. 

Sfor. I imderfiaQd you ; 
And I will put your Cofufel into Aft, 
And fpeedily. I only will take order 
For fome domeftical Affairs, that do 
Concern me nearly, and with die nei^Sun 
Ride with you — In the mean tiaje, my beft Friend, 
Pray take your Reft, - 

Vol,. I, P 
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Vefc. Indeed, I've travell'd hard, 
And will embrace your Couiifel. {Exit Pefcan, 

Sfor. With all Care, 
Attend my noble Friend. Stay you, Franctfco. 
< — You fee how Things ftand with me ? 

Fran. To my Grief: 
yind if the Lofs of my poor Life could be 
A Sacrifice to reftore them as they were, 
I willingly would lay it down. 

Sfor. I think fo ; 
For I have ever found you true and thankful. 
Which makes me love the Building I have rais'd 
In your Advancement; and repent no Grace, 
I have conferr'd upon you ; And, believe me, 
Tho' now I ftiould repeat my Favours to you. 
The Titles I have given ybu, and the Means 
Suitable to your Honours : That I thought you 
Worthy my Sifter and my Family, 
And in my Dukedom made you nextmyfelf ; 
It is not to upbraid you ; but to tell you ■; 

I find you're worthy of them, in your Love 
And Service to mc. 

Fran. Sir, I am your Creature ; 
And any Shape, that you would have mc wear 
Iglatty will put on. 

Sfor^ Thus, then, Framfco; 
I now am to deliver to your Truft 
A weighty Secret, ' of fo ftrange a Nature, 
And 'twill, I know, appear fo monftrous to you, 
That you will tremble in the Execution, 
As much as I am tortur'd to command it ; 
For 'tis a Deed fo horrid, that, but to hear it. 
Would ftrike into a Ruffian flefti'd in Murthers, 
Or an obdurate Hangman, foft Compaffion ; 

ftS* S / naw am tt Jcltver tejitur- Tru/l 
■4 wrigbff Seertu 

The Manaerof^sn breaking tijs Mind to Framifia^ in tlieeB- 
fubg Sc^ne, with refpe^ to MarctVa, ii find/ punted, aod h" * 
Ar^n^e Mixture of Cruelty and Refledioo, Pclicacy ud 'ULv^'^ 
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And yet, Frattdfio (of all Men the deareft, 
>Vnd from me moft deferving) fuch my State 
And llraDge Conditioa is, that thou alone 
Muft know the fatal Service, and perform it. 

Fran. Thefe Preparations, Sir, to work a Stranger, 
Or to one unacquainted with your Bounties, 
Might appear ufeful ; but to me they are 
Needlefs Impertinencies : For I dare do 
Whate'er you dare command. 

Sfor. But thou muft fwear it. 
And put into thy Oath all Joys or Torments 
That fright the Wicked, or confirm the Good : 
Not to conceal it only (that is nothing) 
But, whenfoe'er my Will fliall i^2.k,jirike now ; 
To fall upon't like Thunder. 

Fran. Minifter 
The Oath in any Way, or Foi;m you pleafe, 
I ftand refolv'd to take it. 

Sfor. Thou muft do, then. 
What po malevolent Star will dare to look on. 
It is fo wicked ; For which Men will curie thee 
For being the Inftrument ; and the bleft Angels 
Forfake me at my Need for being the Author : 
For 'tis a Deed of Night, of Night, Frandfio^ 
In which t^e Memory of all good Actions 
We can pretend to, Ihall be buried quick : 
Or, if we be remember'd, it ihall be 
To fright Pofterity by our Example, 
That have outgone all Precedents of Villains 
That were before us ; and fuch as fucceed, 
Tho' taught in Hell's black Schooi, fluU ne'er come 

near us. 
— Art thou not ihaken yet ? 

Frfln. I grant you move me : 
But to a Man confirm'd 

Sfor. I'll try your Temper : 
What thinkyou of my Wife ? - 

Fran. As a Thing facred : 
% 
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To whofe fair Nome and Memory I pay ^dly 
Thefe Sigiw of Duty. [£iiMc&. 

Sjor, n ffie not the Abftrad: 
Of all that's rare, or to be wilh^ in W<Mnwi ? 

Fran. It were a Kind of' Kafph«p3y to di^tc it : 
— But to the Purpofe, Sir. 

Sfor. Add to her Goodnefs, 
Her TcndernefB of me, Hct Care to pleafe me ; 
Her unfufpeded Chafttty, ne'er ^uall'd ; 
Her Innocence, her Honour — O I am loft 
In die Ocean of her Virtues and hw Graces 
When I think of diem. 

'Bran. Now I find the End 
Of all your Cwijivatiops : There's Jbme Service 
To be done for this fweet Lady. If &e have demies 
Thatflie would have reroov'd .... 

Sjor, Alas ! FrfiiidjcOf 
Her greateft Enemy is her greateft Lover { 
Yet, in that Hatred, her Idolater. 
One Smile of bet's would make a Savage tame ; 
One Accent of that Tongue would caiiri die Seas, 
Tho' all the Winds at once ftrove there for Epipiie* 
Yet I, for whom ihe thinks all this too little'. 
Should I mifcarry in this prefent Journey, 
^Froro whence it is all Number to a Cypher, 
I ne'er return with Honour) by thy" Hand 
Muft have her murther'd. 

E'ar, Murther'd! — Hie th^ loves fo. 
And fo deferves to be belov'd agam ? 
And I, who fometimes you were pleas'd to favour, 
Fick'd out the inflrumait ? 

Sfor. Do not fly off: 
What is decreed can never he recall'd ; 
*Tis more than Love to her, that marks her out 
A wifli'd Companioti to me in both Fortunes : 
And ftrong Affurance of thy zealous Fatb, 
That gives up to thy Truift a Secret diat 
Racks fliould not have forc'd fipcwi me — © I^mei^i 
There is no Heav'n without her ; nor a Hell, 
Where ihe rcfides. I a& from her biit JulUve, 
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An^ what I would have paid to her, had Sicknefs, 

Or any other Accident, aivorc'd 

Her purer Soul from her unfpotted Body. 

The llavifli IniSari Princes when they die, 

Are cheerfully attended to the Fj/c 

^ the Wife and Slave that liyW they Wd beft, 

To do them Service in another World: 

Nor will I be iefs honour'd, that love more. 

And therefore trifle nctt, but in thy Loaki 

Exprefs a ready Purpofe tx> perform 

What I command { or,.by Afcrrrfa's Soul, 

This is thy lateft Minute* 

Fran. Tis not Fear 
Of Death, but Love to you, nukes me embrace it. 
But for mine own Security, when 'tis done, 
What Warrant hive I Mf you pleafe to fign one, 
. I fliall, tho' with Unwillitigncfs and Horror, 
Perform your dreadful Charge. 

Sfijr. I will, Fi-anei&o t 
But ftill wmember that a Prince's Secrets 
Are Balm, conceal'd ; but Poifon if difcovet'dt 
I may come back ; thai this is but a Trial 
To purchafe tjiee, if it were poffible, 
A nearer Place In my Afic&ioi>»-but 
I know thee hoaeft. 

Fran. Tis a Charaaer 
I will not part mth. 

S^. I may live to reward it. ' [JE^eUnn 

7 Thii Scene ii To ez^iRStely wriran, that I Ihall venture to n* 
quefl that the Reader mil cxtinpare it with ooe of the moft admired 
Soenei mSbakt/^rt; I mean that betHeen fi>; ^n^ aud /ftijtr/, 
without fearing that thii Cemparifou will lower their Idea of Ma^' 
ger'i Atnlitie*. M, M. 
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ACTU. SCENE I. 

Scene, A Court belon^ng to the Talace. 

£«/«■ Tiberio dWStephano, 
Stephano. 

HO W ? left the Court ? 
. Tib. Without Guard or Retinue 
g a Prince. 

Stepb. No Ettemy near to force him 
To leave his own Strengths, yet deliver up 
Himfelf, as 'twere, in Bonds, to the Difcretion 
Of him that hates him ? 'Tis beyond Example. 
You never heard the Motives that induc'd bin 
To this ftrange Courfe ? 

Tib. No, thofe are Cabinet Councils, 
And not to be communicated, but 
To fuch as are his own and fure.- — -Alas ! 
We fiil up empty Places, and in publick 
Are taught to give our Suffrages to that 
Which was-beforedetermin'd; and are fafefo. 
Signior Frandfio (upon whom alone 
His abfolute Power is with all Strength conferr'd, 
During his Abfence) can with Eafe refoive you ;■ 
To me, they're Riddles. 

Steph. Well, he Ihall not be 
"M-yOEdipus ; I'll rather dwell in Darknefs. 
But, my good Lord Tiberio, this F'fandfco 
Is, on the fudden, ftrangely rais'd. 

Tib, O Sir, 
He took the thriving Courfe : Hehad a Sifter, 
A fair one too, with whom (as it is rumour'd) 
The Duke was too familiar ; but ftie, caft off 
(What Promifcs foever paft between them) 
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Upon the Sight of this 8 forfook the Court, 
And fince was never feen. To fmother this^ 
(As rionours never fail to purchafe Silence) 
fraticifco firft was grac'd, and Step by Step 
Is rais'd \ip to this Height. 

Sttph. But how is his Abfence borne ? 

ill). Sadlyi it feems. 
By the Dutchefs ; for, fince he left the Courr, 
For tjie moft Part ihc hath kept her private Chamber^ 
No Vifitants admitted. In the Church; 
She iath been feen to pay her pure Devotions^ 
Seafon'd with Tears ; and fure her Sorrow's true^ 
Or deeply counterfeited. Pomp, and Statej 
And Bravery's caft off; and fliej that lately 
Rival'd Poppaa in her varied Shapes, 
Or the j^p;^«'(W( Queen ; how, widow-like. 
In feble Colours (as 9 her Hulband'S Dangers 
Stringled in her the Ufe of any Pleafure) 
Mourns for his Abfence. 

Steph\. Itbecomesher Virtucj 
And does confirm what was reported of her. ' 

Ttb> You take it right : but, on the other Side^ 
The Darling of his Mother, Miriaaa, 
As there were an Antipathy between 
Her and the Dutchefs* Paffions ; and as 
She'd no Dependence on her Brother's Fortune^ 
. She ne'er ^pear'd fo full of Mirth. 

Steph. Tis ftrange. 

Enter Graccho, wllb Fiddlers, 

But fee her FaVourite ; and accompariy'd^ 
To your Report* 

Grac. You fhall fcrape, and I'll fing 
A fcurvy Ditty to a fcurvy Tune, 
Repine who dares. 

S That ii, the prefent Dutches. M. Mi 

S ^>tnewilKTe<ii(y;aadufr«]uiatlyufcJfointliefePI>yt. M. lif^ 
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FtiS, But, if we Ihould ofiendy 
The Dutchefs having filenc'd us : And tbefe lx)rds 
Stand by to hear us 

Grac. They, in Name, arc Lords ; 
But I ani one in Power : And, for the Dutchefe, 
But yefterday wc were merry for her Pleafurej 
We DOw'U be for my Lady's. 

Tilr, Signior Graccho ? 

Grac. A poor Man, Sir, a Servant to the Princefi : 
But you're great Lords and Counfellors of State, 
Whom I ftand bound to reverence. 

!7i. Come, we know 
You are a Man in Grace. 

Grac. Fye ! no : I grant, 
I bear my Fortunes patiently ; ferve the Pridcds, 
And have Accefs at all Times to her Clofet, 
Such is my Impudence ! when your grave Lordih'^ 
Are Mafters of the Modefty to attena 
Three Hours, nay fometimes four ; and then bid wait 
Upon her the next Morning. 

Stepht He derides us. 

Tip, Pray you what News is ftirring ? You know all 

Grac. Who, I ? Alas ! I've no Intelligence 
At Home nor abroad : I only fometimes gue& 
The Change of the Times ;— I fhould adk of your Lord- 

ihips 
Who are to keep their Honours, who to lofe 'cm ; 
Whom the Dutchefs fmil'd on laft, or on whom frown'''*. 
You only can refolvc me. We poor Waiters 
Deal (as you fee) in Mirth, and fooliih Fiddles : 
It is our Element ; and — could you tell me 
What Point of State !tis that I am commanded 
To mufter up this Mufick, on mine Honefty, 
You would much befriend me. 

Stepb. Sirrah ! you grow faucy. 

57^. And would be laid by th' Heels. 

Grac. Not b^ your Lordfhips, 
Without a fpecial Warrant ; — look to your own Stakes ; 
Were I committed, here come thofe would bail me : 
Perhaps, we might change Places too. 
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Enter Ifabella and Ataf iana. 

7ih. ThePrincefs— - 
We muft be patient. 

S/tph. There's no contenditig. 

97*. See, the informing Rc^c ! 

Stepk. That wc ftffuld noop 
To fuch a Mufliroom ! 

Mii-i. Thou doft miftake ; they durft not 
Ufe the ieafl Word of ScOm, altho' prdTok'd, 
To any Thing of tnine. Oa, get you Hotnc, 
And to your Servants, Friends, and FlattiJrers, number 
How many Delcents you're noble :—^Loofc to your 

Wives too ; 
The fmooth-chih'd Courtiers are abroad. 

Ttk. No Way to be a Freeman ? 

{Eaxunt't^, and Steph^ 

Gra:, Your fiicCllence hath the befl: Gift todifpatch 
Thefe Arras Piftures of Nobility, 
I ever read of, 

Mori. I can fpeak fometimes. 

Grac. And cover fo your bitter Pills with Sweetnefs 
Of priftcely Language to forbid Reply, 
They're greedily fwallow'd. 

I/al). But to the Purpofe, Daughter, 
That brings us hither ? Is rt to beftow 
A Vifit on this Woman, that, becaufe 
She only would be thought truly to grieve 
The Abfence and thfe DangtVs of my Son 
Proclaims a general Sadnefs ? 

A&ri. If to vex her 
May be interpreted to do her Honour, 
She fhaH have mahy of 'em ? "* I'll make Uft 
Of my fljOTt Reign : My Lord now governs all ; 
And flie ihall know, that, her Idolater, 
My Brother, being not by now to proteft her, 
I am her Equal. 

>o Refonn; to vifit in die Spetch presets* 
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Grac. Of a little Thing, 
It is fo full of Gall : A Devi! of this Size, 
Should they run for a Wager .to be fpiteful. 
Gets not a Horfe-head of ner* [i^ 

Miru On her Bld^-day, 
We were forc'd to be merry ; and now flic's mufty, 
We muft be fad on Pain of her Difpleafure ; 
We willj we will. This Is her private Chamber^ 
Where, like an Hypocrite, not a true Turtle, 
She Items to mourn her abfent Mate^ her Servants 
Attending her like Mutes : But I'll (peak to her. 
And in a high Key too. — Play any Thing 
That's light and loud enough but to torment her. 
And wc will have rare Sport. [Sm. 

[Marcelia abovtt in tldch 

Jfah. She frowns as ]S 
Her Looks could fright us. 

JM&ri. May it pleale your Greatnefs, 
■We heard that your late Phyfick hath not work'd ; 
And that breeds Melancholy, as your Dodtor tells us ; 
To purge whicfajwe, that areborn yourHighnels'Vaf' 
fals, 
• And are to play the Fool to do you Service, 
Prefent you with a Fit of Mirth : — ^What think yo» 
Of a new Antick. 

IJah. Twould. Ihow rare in Ladies. 

Mar'u Being intended for fpfweet a Creature J 
Were flie but pleased to grace it. 

Ifak Fyef Ihewill, 
Be it ne'er fo mean : She's mad,eof Courtefy. 

Miru The Miftrefs of all Hearts;— One Smile, I 
pray you, 
. On your poor Servants, or a Fiddler's Fee 
Coming from thofe fair Hands, tho'but aDucat^ 
We will infhrine it as a holy Relick. 

Ifab. 'Tis Wormwood, and it works. 

Marc. If I lay by . ^ 

My Fears, and Griefs (in which you fliouldbe Sharers) ' 
If doting Age could let you but remember. 
You have a Sen ; or frontlefs Impudence 
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You are a Sifter ; and in making Anfwer, 
To what was rtioft unfit for you to fpeak. 
Or me to hear, borrow of my juft Ai^ r ' 

Ifi^. A fet Speech, on my Life. 

Mtri. Penn'd by her Chaplain. 

Marc. Yes, I can fpeak, without In^ftton fpeak. 
And tell your Want of Manners,,that y'are rude. 
And faucily rude too. 

Grac. Now the Game begins. {,-^de, 

Marc, You durft not, elfe, on any Hire or Hope, ' 
^emembring what I am, and whofc I am) - - 

Put on the defperate Boldnefs, to difturb , 
The leaft of my Retirements. 

Afart. Note her, now. 

Marc. Fortoth Ihall underfland, tho' th' otie prefume 
Upon the Privilege due to a Mother, 
The Dukeftands now on his own Legs, and needs 
No Nurfc to iead him. 

Jfah. How^i^ Nurfe ? 

Marc. A dry one, 
And ufelefs too :— But I animerciful, 
And Dotage figns your Pardon. 

I/ah. I defy thee ; . 

Thee, and thy Pardons, prouti one ? 

A^c. For you. Puppet — i- ^ "• 

Mart. What of me ? Pin^-tree 

Mirc. Little you are, I grant. 
And have as little Worth, but much lefs Wit : 
You durft not elfe, the Duke being wholly mine, 
Ms Pow'r and Honour mine, and the Allegiance, , 
You owe him, as a Subjeft, due to me — • 

Mart. To you ? 

Marc. To me : And therefore, 33 a Vaflal, 
From this Hour learn to fcrvc me, or you'll feel 
I muft make Ufe of my Authority, 
And asa Prmcefs ppnifh it. 

Ifab: A Princefs ? 

Marit I had rather be a Slave unto a Moot 
Than know thee for my Equal. 
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I/at. Sconifili tUbg t 
Proud of a white FacftT 

Mtri, Lit htt bat maatifctf 
The Ifliie in ho- Leig. 

I/at. The cha^e flie {mts 
The State tft for ftrfutftw. 

A«7. Ahd howlbe'tfr 
She feems when file's ifiade up, as'ih^s htifdf 
Stt ffiAlts above Ground. jOLljiat I could teiclj fda ! 
The Kttlfc oiie ybu ftom fej With Her f^aila 
Wouldttar your fiaintcd racfcjandfcratchdibftfe-yttout: 
— Do bu t crane doifrfi . 

JMarc. Were there no other Way, 
But leaping on thy Neck to break tiuAi own, 
lUther thaO be outbfav'a thus.— 

Grac, Fortt' I)ucats 
Upon the little Men : She's ttf the Kind, 
And will not leave the Pit. {/^Je* 

A£ir/. That it were lawful 
To meet her with a Poniard and a Piftt)! ! 
But thefe weak Hands iball fhew my Spleen: 

Enter Marcelia heboj. 

Marc. Where are you ? YSu Mftdicum ! you Dtrarf ! 
Mart. Here, Giantefs, here. 

Enter Francifco, Tiberio imd Stephano- 

Frim. A Tumult in the Court f 

Mari. Let Eer comton^ 

Fran. What Wind hath rais'd this Tempeft ? 
Sever 'em, I comfhand you. What's the Caufe ? 
Speak, Maritma, 

Nari. I am out of" Breath ; 
But we fliall meet, we fliall. — And do you hear, Sr, 
Or right me on this Monfter (ftie'9 three Feet 
Too high for a Woman) or ne'er look to hav« 
A quiet Hour with me. 
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' Ifah. If my Son were here. 
And would endure thti, may a Mptlwr's Ciufe 
FurTue, and overtake him ! 

Fran. O forbear ! 
Jn me he's prefent, both m Power and Will i 
And, Madam* I much grieve, chat, in hit Abfeoce, 
There fliould arife the leaft Diftafte to move you ! 
It being his principal, nay, oi)ly Charge, 
,To have you in his Abfencc ferv'd and hDnour*d, 
As when himfelf perform'd tl^ wiiling Office. 

Mori. This is ^ne, i'Faith. 

Grac I would I were well aS. ■ {.4^- 

Fffin. And therefore, I befcech you. Madam, dbv|i 
not 
(Till cooft unwiningly be badi deferv'd it) 
On your poor Servant ; to your Excelleoce 

1 ever was and will be fuch, and lay __ 
The Duke's Authority, trufted to we. 

With Willingneft at your Feet, 

Mai, O bafe ! 

I/ai. We're like 
To have an equal Judge ] 

Fran. But, fhould i find 
Th4t ypu are touch'd in aoy F<unt of Hchwut, 
Or that the leaft Negle& is fall'n upon you, 

2 then ftand up a Prince. 

Fitil. Without Reward, 
Fray you difmifs us. f^^* 

Grac. Would I were five Leagues ience ! L'i^' 

Fran: I will be partial t6 none ; not to myfelf : 
Be you but pleas'd to ihewme my Ofence ; 
Or, if you hold me in your good Opinion, 
Name thofe that have offended you. 

I/ali. 1 am one ; 
And I will juftify it. 

Miri. Thou art a bafe FeUow 
Tortake her Part. 

FfM. Remember, ike's the Dutohefi. 

Mirc. But us'd with more Contempt, than if I were 
A Peafaot's Daughter ; b^tcd, mmI hooted at, ' 
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Like to a common Strumpet ; with loud Noifes 
Forc'd from my Prayers ; and my Private Chamber 
(Which, with all Willingnels I would make my Pri&ai, 
During the Abfence of my Lord) deny'd me. 
But iflie e'er return- 

Frm. Were you an Aftor 
In this lewd Comedy ? 

Mart. I, marry was I ; 
And will be one again. 

Ifab. I'll join with her, 
Tho' you repine at it. 

Fran. Think not,then, Ifpeak, 
(For I ftand bound to Honour, and to ferve you ;) 
But that the Duke, that lives in this great Lady, 
For the Contempt of him in her, commands you 
To be clofe Prifoners. 

JJab. Mariana, Prifoners ? 

Fran. Bear them hence ; 
This is your Charge, my Lord TtberiOf 
And, SlephanOf this is yours. .. 

Marc. I am not cruel. 
But pleas'd they may have Liberty. 

Jfah. Pleas'd, with a Mifchicf ! 

Mori, ni rather live in any loathfome Dungeon, 
Than in a Paradife, at her Intreaty : . 
And, for you, Upftart. 

Siepb, There is no contending. 

Ttt. What Ihall become of thefe ? 

Fran. See them well whipp'd. 
As you will ahfwer it. 

Tib. Now, Signior Gracchoy 
What's become of your Grcatnefs ? 

Grac. I preach Patience, 
' And muft endure my Fortune. 

Fid. I was never yet 
At fuch a huntf-iip, nor was fo rewarded. 

{Exeunt tUlhut Francifco WMarcelia- 

Fran. Let them firft know themielves, and how you 
- ! ■ are 
To be ferv'd and honour'dj which when they confefi, 
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You may again receive them to your Favour : 
And then it will fljcw npbly. 
Mirc. With my Thanks 
The Diikc Ihall pay you his, if he return 
To blefs us with his Prefence. 

Frati. There is nothing 
That can be added to your faif^ Acceptance ; 
That is the Prize, indeed ; All elfe are Blaoks^ 
And of no Value. As jq virtuous Aftions, 
The Undertaker finds a full Reward, 
Altho' conferr'd upon unthankful Men ; 
So, any Service done to fo much Swcctncfs, 
(However dangerous) and fubjeft to 
An ill Conftruftion) in your Favour finds 
A wiftiM, and glorious End. 

Mirc. From you, I take this 
As loyal DuQr ; but, in any other. 
It would appear grofs Flattery. ' V 

Fraa. Flattery, Madam ! 
You are fo rare and excellent in all Things, 
And rais-'d fo high upon a Rock of Goodnefs, 
That Vice can never reach you ; who but looks oa 
This Temple built by Nature to Perfcdion, 
But muft bow to it } and out of that Zeal 
Not only learn to adore it, but to love it ? 

Marc. Whither will this Fellow ? 

Fran, Pardon therefore. Madam, 
If an Excefs jn me of humble Duty, 
Teach me to hope (and tho' it be not in 
The Pow'r of Man to merit fuch a Blefling) 
My Piety, for it is more than Love, 
May find Reward. 

M^c. You have it in my Thank$ : 
And, on my Hand, I am pleafed that' you fliall take 
A full Poffeffion of it. But, take Heed 
That you fix here, anc} feed no Hope beyond this; 
If you do, 'twill prove fatal, 

Fran. Beit Death, 

And Death with Torments TjTants ne'er found out ; 
Yet I muft fay I love you. ' ■ 
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Marc. AsaSubjeA; 
And 'twill become you. 

Frm. Farewel Circumftance ! 
And fince you ;tre not pleas'd to underftand tnCj 
But by s plain, and ufual Form of Speech ; 
All fuperftitious Reverence laid by, 
I love you as a Man, and a> a Man 
1 would enjoy youi — Why do you fcrt, and fly me? 
I am no Moniter, and you but a Woman : 
A Woman made to yield, and by Example 
Told it is lawful; Favours of this Nature 
Are, in our Age, no Miracles in the greatefi ; 
And, therefore. Lady 

^rc. Keep off. — O you Powers ! 

libidinous Beaft ! and, add to that, unthankful ! 
(A Crime, which Creatures wanting Reafon, fly from) 
Are all the princely Bounties, Favours, Honours, 
Which, with fome Prejudice to his own Wifdon, 
Thy Lord and Raifer hath conferr'd upon thee. 
In three Days Abfence hurried } Hath he m^ thee 
(A thing obfcure, almofi without a Name) 
The Envy of great Fortunes ? Have I grac'd thcc, 
Beyond thy Rink? And entertain'd thee, as 
A Friend, and not a Servant ? And is this. 
This impudent Attempt to taint mine Honour, 
The fair Return of both our ventur'd Favours ? 

Frm- Hear my Excufe. 

Marc, The Devil m^y plead Mercy, 
And with as much Afllirance, as thou yield one> 
Burns Luft £b hot iij thee ? Or is thy Pride 
Grown up to fuch a Heig^, that but a Piiocefs, 
NoWoman can content thee ? And, add to that| 
His Wife and Printasfs, tp whom thou »rtty'd 
In all the Boojs of Duty ?— Read my Life, 
And find one Aft of mine fo loofely e^ried 
Thatcpuld invite a moft fclf-loving Fool, 
Set off with all that Fortune could thrp^itf on him. 
To the leaft Hope to find Way tomy Favour ; 
And (ghat's the wprft n^ ^qqm^ C9uld yvifliine); 
I'll be thy Strumpet. 
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FroH. 'Tia acknowledg'd, Madame 
That your whoje Courfe of Life hath been a Pattern 
For chafte and virtuous Women, In your Beauty 
^Which I firft faw, and lov'd (as a. fair Cryftal, 
I read your h^venly Mind, clear and untainted ; 
And while the Duke did prize you to your Value 
(Could it have been in Afaai to, p^y that Duty) 
I weH might envy himj but dutft not hoiw: 
To Hop you ia yo«r fuU Career of GoocUicfs : 
put naw t End tijat he's fairnfiom^his Fortune, 
And (howfoever he would a^ppear doting) 
Grown cold in his A^eiftion ; I prefume. 
From his mcft barbatoua Negkit of you. 
To oiFer roy true Service : Nor itand I bound, 
To look ba^k on the Caurtefiej of him 
■ That, of all Kvihg Men, is moft unthankful. 

JM^Cf Unheard-of impudence I 

Fran. Yow'U fey I'-m modell, " ' 

When I \\dtvi told the Story. Can, he tax rae 
(That haye receiv'd fome wojldly Trifles from him) 
For being ui^atefuf? When |ie, that firft tailed. 
And hath fo long enjoy'4 your fweet Embraces 
(In which, all Bleflings that our frail Condition 
Is o^^hle of,_are wholly comprehended) 
As cloy '4 with H^ppinefs, cQntemns the Givet 
Pf his Felipity ? And, m Ije reach'd not 
The Mafier-pipcs pf Mifcbifif lyhlch he aims at, 
^nlffa be p4y tbofe Favours he ftands bound to. 
With frU and deadly Hate J— You think he loves yoU 
Wirti yoexamiUed. Fervour; nay, dotes on you, 
As there were fometbiRg in you more than Woman : 
When, pn my Knowledge, he long fince hath wiih'd 
You were among the Dead ; — And I, you fcom fo,. 
perhaps am your Preferver. 

Atjrc. Blefs me, good Angels, 
Or i am blafted ! Lie? fo falle and wicked. 
And fafiiion'd to fo damnable a Pprppfe, 
Cannot be fpoken by a human Tongue. 
My HuAand bate me ? Give thyfeif the Lie, 
" Vol I. P 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 



110 THE DUKE OF MILAN. 

t'alfe and accurs'd thy Soul (if thou haft any) 

Can witnefs, never Lady ftood fo bound 

To the unfeign'd Affe&ion of her Lord, 

As I do to my Sforza. If thou wouldft work 

Upon my weak Credulity, tell me, rather. 

That the Earth moves : " the Sun and Stars ftand Sill i 

The Ocean keeps nor Floods nor Ebbi ; or that 

There's Peace between the Lion, and the Lamb; 

Or that the rav'nous Eagle and the Dove 

Keep in one Aviary, and bring up their Young : 

Or any Thing that is averfe to Nature 

And I will fooner credit it, than that 

My Lord can think of me, but as a Jewel, 

He loves more than himfelf, and all the World, 

Fran. O Innocence abus'd ! Simplicity cozen'd ! 
It were a Soi for which we have no Name 
To keep you longer in this wilful Error. 
Read his ASetftion here ; and then obfervo 
How dear he holds you. — Tis his Charaft^, 
Which Cunning yet could never counterfeit. 

Marc, 'Tis his Hand, I am rcfolv'd " of it : 
ni try what the Infcription is. 

Fran. Pray you, do io. 

Marc. *' Y<(u know my Pleafure, and the Hour of 
" ** MarceSi^s Dejith, which fail not to execute, as yon 
*' will anfwer the Contrary, not mth your Heid alone, 
'* butwith the Ruin ofyour whole Family, And this, 
" written with mine own Hand, and figned with mj 
" privy Signet, ihall be your fufficient Warrant. 

Lodovice Sfona" 
I do obey it, every Word's a Poatard, 
And reaches to my Heart. [^Sbepxiais, 



jonim poSbilTiy of doubt, ro be the reafCalcV thu ^c'EaitbdoM 
■WT^ and the Sun fiandt dill. M. Mr 
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Fran. What have I done ?— 
Madam ! for Heav'n's Sake, Madam ! — O my Fate ! — 
I'll bend her Body ; — This is, yet, feme Pleafure : 
111 kifs her into a new Life. Dear Lady ! — 
She ftirs : For the Duke's Sake ; for Sforza's Sake— 

Afcrc. Sforza's ? Stand oif : Tho' dead, I will be his. 
And ev'n my Aflies fliall abhor the Touch 
Of ^y other. — O unkind, and cruel ! 
Learn, Women, learn to tmft in one another ; 
■ Thcjw is no Faith in Man ; Sforza is falfc, 
Falfe to Marcefia. 

Fran. But I am true, 
Apd live to make you happy. All the Pomp, 
State, and Obfervance you had, being his, 
Compar'd to what you fliall enjoy, when mine. 
Shall be no more fcmemb'red. Lole his Memory, 
And look with cheerful Beams on your new Creature : 
Ad4 know, what he hath plotted for your good, 
Fatp pannot alter. If the Emperor 
Take not his Life, at his Return he dies. 
And by my Hand : My Wife, that is his Heir, 
Shall quickly follow. — Then we reign atone ; 
For with this Arm I'll fwim thro' Seas of Blood, 
Or make a Bridge, arch'd with the bones of Men, 
put I will grafp you in my Arms, my deareft, 
Deareft, and beft of Women. 

Marc, Thou art a Villain ; 
Ail Attributes of Arch-villains made into one 
Cannot exprcfs thee. I prefer the Hate 
Of Sforzdj tho' it mark me for the Grave, 
Before thy bafe Affetftion. I am yet 
Pure and unfpotted in my true Love to him ; 
Ngr fliall it be corrupted, tho' he's tainted : ^ 

Nor will I part with Innocence, becaufe 
He is found guilty. For thyfelf, thou art 
A Thing, that equal with the Devil himfelf 
I do deteft and fcorn, 

Fran, Thou, then, art nothing; - 
7"hy Life i» in my Power, difdainful Woman ! 
Think oo'c, and tremble. 

P « 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOglC 



Ill THE DUKE OF MILAN: 

Maru No, tho' thou iffftt now 
To play thy Hangman's Part. Thou wefl may'fi be. 
My Executioner, and art only fit 
For fuch Employment ; but ne'er hope te- have 
The lead Grace from me. I will never fee thee. 
But as the Shame of Men : So, with my Curfcs 
Of Horror to thy Confcienc? in thi? Life, 
And Pains in Hell hereafter, I fpit at thee ; 
And, making Hafte to make my Peace with Heartn, , 
Exped: thee as my Hangman. \Exit Marcelii, 

Fran. I am loft 
In the DifcQvery of this fatal Secret. 
Curs'd Hope that flatter'd me, that Wrongs couH mate 

her 
A Stranger to her Goodnefs ! Alt my Plots 
Turn back upon myfclf ; — but I am in. 
And muft go on : And, fince I have put off . 
From the Shore of Innocence, Guilt be now my Pilot, 
Revenge firft wrought me ; Murther's his Twin-brotheri 
One deadly Sin^ then, help to cure another ! 



ACT in. SCENE I. 

Sanii The Imperial Cmf, 

Enter Mediaz, Hernando, and A!j>hodfo. 

Medins. 

XH E Spoil, the Spoil ! 'tis that the Soldier %li^ 
for; 
ViHoTy, as yet, affords us nothing 
But Wounds and empty Honour, We have pa&'d 
The Hazard of a dreadful Day, and forc'd 
A Paffagc with our Swords thro' all the Dangers 
That, Page-like, wait on the Succelsof W»tg 
Afod now cj^ed: Reward. 
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iftr«. Hell put icio 
The Enemy's^ind.to be defperate and hold out ; 
Yieldings and Compofitions will undo us ; 
And what is that Way given, for the rnqft P.4rt, 
Comes to the Emperor's Coflers, to defray 
The Charge of that great AAion (as 'tis rumowr'd) ; , 
When, aftially, fome Thing in Grace (that ne'er hearsi 
The Cannon's roaring Tongue but at a Triumph) 
Puts in, and for his Interceffion ihares 
All that we fought for; the poor Soidicrleft 
To ftarve, or fill up Hofpitals. 

^h. 'But, when 
We enter Towns by Force, and carve ourfclvcs,, 
Pleafure with Pillage, and the richeft Wines 
Open our Ifarunk-up Veins, and pour into 'em 
New Blood and Fervour. 

A&d. I long to be .at it : 
To feethefc oioughs, "that every Day njay.fpewl 
A Soldier's Entertainment for .a Year, 
Yet make a thin '♦ Meal of a Bunch of Rais'ns : 
Thefe Spunges, that fuck up a Kingdom's.Fat 
^att'ning like Scarabs'^ indie DungofPeacq) 
To be fqueez.'d out by the rough Hand of War ; 
And all that their whole Lives have heap'd together. 
By Coz'i)agc,.Perjury,or fordid Thrift, 
With .onel Gripe .to be ravifti'd. 

Hern. I would be towfing 
Their fair Madonas, that in little Dpgs, 
Monkeys, and Paraquettos confume thoufands ; 
Yet, for th' Advancement of a noble Aftion, 
Repine to part with a popr Piece of Eight ; 

>a Choughs, Magpies. D. 

H ■^rtmait « tbirj Mtalefa Bunch, &C. 
This PoITage appears to be erroneous: M<^iaflisT«ilingat the for- 
did Tbrift if tbofe who, tho' they can afford to (bend ertry Day a 
Soldier's Pay for a Year, yet live upon a Bunch of Raifmi. 1 ihere- 
fwe read ihin, inftcad of thhJ. The making a third Meal of Kaifins. 
iF they made two good Meals before, would be no Proof of Penuriouf- 
kU. M. M. 

H Scarah, Bicaoi Both. M. M. 
P4 
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War's Plagues upon 'em ! I have feen 'em flop 

Their fcornful Nt^es firft, then fean to fwooo 

At Sight of a Buff-jerkin, if it were not 

Perfum'd and hid with Gold ; yet thefe nice Wantwi* 

(Spurr'd on by Liift, cover'd in feme EKfguife,) 

To meet fomc ro\igh Court-ftallion, and be kap'd* 

Durft enter into any common Brothel, 

Tho' all Varieties of Stink contend tiuere j 

Yet praife the Entertainment. 

A^d. I may live 
To fee the tatter'dft Rafcals of my Troop 
Drag 'em out of their Clofets with a Vengeance ; 
WhenneirherThreat'ning,F]att'ring,Kneeling,Howlinf 
Can ranfom one poor Jewel, or redeem 
, Themfelves from their blunt Wooing. 

Hern, My main Hope is. 
To begin the Sport at Mku : There's enough. 
And of all Kinds of Pleafure.wc can wilh for. 
To fatisfy the moft covetous. 

Jlph. Every Day 
We look for a Remove. 

Med, For Lodoickk Sfon^d, 
The Duke of Milan, I, on mine own Knowledge, 
Can fay thus much : He is too much a Soldier, 
Too confident of his own Worth, too rich too, 
And underftands too well the Emperor hates htni> 
To hope for Compofition. 

^h. On my Life, 
We need not fear his coming in. 

Hern. On mine, 
■ I do not wiih it : I had rather that 
To fliew his Valour, he'd put us to the Trouble 
To fetch him in by th'Ears. 

Mtd, The Fmperor. 

£»j:w Charles tht Emperor, Pefcara, &c. jittendatU, 

(S^arL You make me wonder — nay, it is no Council, 
You may partake it. Gentlemen ; who'd have thougkt 
That he, that fcorn'd our proffer'd Amity, 
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When he was fu'd to, fliould ere he be fummon'd 
(Whether perfuaded to it by bafe Fear, 
Or flatter'd by falfe Hope, which, 'tis uncertaiD) 
Firft kneel for Mercy ? 

Mtd, When your Majefty 
Shall pleafe t' inftrud us who it is, we majr 
Admire it with you. 

Churl. Who, but theDukeof ACii», 
The right Hand of the French: Of all that ftand 
In our Difplcafure, whom Neceffity 
Compels to feck our Favour, I would have fwora 
Sforza bad been the laft. 

Hem, And ihould be writ (6 
In the Lift of thofe you pardon. Would his City 
Had rather held us out a Siege, like Troy, 
Than, by a feign'd Submiffion, he ftiould cheat yoii ' 
Of a jiift Revenge ; or us, of thofe fair Glorie* 
We have fweat Blood ro purchafe ! 

A6d. With your Honour 
You cannot hear him. 

J^h. The Sack alorve of Mlm, 
Will pay the Army. 

Charl. I am not 10 weak. 
To be wrought on, as you fear ; nor ignorant 
That Money is the Sinew of the War ; 
And on what Terms foever he feek Peace, / 
'Tis in our Pow'r to grant it, or deny it. 
Yet, for our Glory, and to fliew him that 
We've brought him on his Knees, it is refolv'd 
To hear him as a Suppliant. Bring him in ; 
But let him fee th' Enefts of our juft Anger, 
la the Guard that you makefor him. [£«/ Pefcara, 

Hem. I'm now 
Familiar with the Ifliie (all Plagues on it !) 
He will appear in feme dejofled Habit, 
His Count'nance fuitable : and, for his Order, 
A Rope about his Neck ; Then kneel, and tell 
Old Stories, what a worthy Thing it is 
T' have Pow'r and not to ufe it; then addtothat 
A Tale of Kii^ Tigratui, atul great Pom^j 
P 4 
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Who faid {forfooth, and wifely) " 'Twas more Honour 
** To make a King, than kill one : " ^Vlllch, apply'd 
To th' Emperor, and himfclf, a Pardon's granted 
To him, an Enemy; and we, his'Stfrvants, 
.Condemn'd to Senary. [J^&fc, 

Med. Yonder he comes ; 
But not as you expeftcd. [.jJEifr. 

Enter Sforza. 

Jlph. He looks as if 
He would out-face his Dangers. [>$Wr« 

Hern. I am cozen'd : 
A Suitor in the Devil's Nainc ? C4/^df. 

Med. Hear him fpeak. _ [^. 

■ Sfor. I come not, Emperor, t* invade thy Mercy,' 
By fawning on thy Fortune ; nor bring with tne 
Excufes, or Denials. I profefs 
(And with a good Man's Confidence, ev'n this IiWfaht 
That I am in thy Pow'r) I was thine Enemy : 
Thy deadly and vow'd Enemy : one that wifl/"d 
Confufion to thy Perfon and Eftates : 
And with my utmoft Pow'rs, and deepeft Coiinfels, 
Had they been truly follow'd, further'd it : 
Nor will J now, altho' my Neck were under 
The Hangman's Axe, with one poor Syllable 
Confefs, but that I honour'd the French'KiTig 
More than thyfelf, and all Men. 

Med. fey Saint Jaquesy 
This is no Flattery. "E-^*- 

Hent. There is Fire and Spirit in't ; 
But not long-liv'd, I hope. , [j^dr. 

Sfor. Now give mc Leave 
(My Hate againft thyfelf, and Love to him 
r reely acfcnowledg'd) to give up the Reafons 
That made me fo affefted. In my Wants 
I ever found him faithful ; had Supplies 
Of Men and Monies from him ; and my Hopes 
Quite funk, were, by his Grace, buoy'd up again : 
He was, indeed, to me, as my good Angel, 
To guard xpc from all Dangers. I dare fpeak 
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(Kay mnft ^nd wiU) -bis Fraife nbn, in m high 
And 16ud a Key, as when he whs thy 'Equal. 
The Benefits he fow*d in me, m^t not 
Unthankful Gpoand, but yielded him his own 
"With fair Increafe, and I ftill^glory in ie. 
And, tho' my Foftunra (poor, compar'dto.his. 
And Milan, wei^'d'With Franca^ appearas notbing) 
Are in thy'Fory bnrht ; letit'be mention'd. 
They ferv^dbat asfmall Tapers to attend 
The folemn Flame at his gre&t Funeral:; 
And "With them I will igladty^wafte myfelf> 
"Rather than andet^ me'Imputatkn 
Of being bafe or unthankful. 

/Opb. Nobly f^ken ! '\_.^ 

Hern* I do begin, 1 know jiot why, to'lrat&hfm 
Xefs than I did. l^. 

Sfor: Ifthati (hen,tobegratefiil 
For Courtefies receiv'd; or nottole^c 
A Friend in his Neceffities, be a Crirtfc 
Amonglt you Spaniards, (which other Nfttiotis' 
That, like you, aim'd at Empire, lov'd,and-cherini!d 
Where-c'er they found it) Sforisahiio^his Head 
To pay the Forfeit. Nor come I as a^ Slave, 
Pinion'd and fitter^, in a fqualid Weed, 
Falling before thy Feet, kneeling and'howlhlg, - 
For a loreftaU'd RemiiBon. That were poor. 
And Would but fhame th'y Vi^ry ; for Conqueft 
Over bafe Foes, is a Captivity, 
And aot a Triumph, f ne'er fear'd vo die 
More than I wifli'd' to live. When I had teach'd 
My Ends in being a Duke, I wore thefe Robes, 
This Crown upon my Head.and to my Side 
This Sword was art: And witnefe Truth, that nOW 
Tis in another's Pow'r when I (hall part 
With them and Life together, I'm the fame : 
My Veins then did not (well with Pride ; nor now 
Shrink they for Fear.— ^Koow, Sir, that Sforza tlands 
Prepar'd for either Fortune. 

Hern. As I live, 
I do begin flrangety to love this Fellow ; 
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And could part with three Quarters of my Share in 
The promis'd Spoil, to fave hiai. [■^<fr- 

Sfor. But, if Example 
Of my Fidelity to the French (whofe Honours, 
Titles, and Glories, are noyi mix'-d with yours^ 
As Brooks, devour'd by Rivers, hsfe their Naihei) 
Has Pow'r t* invite you to make him a Friend 
That hath given evident Proof, he knows to love. 
And to be thankful j this my Crown^ now y<fttrs^ 
You may reftore mt, and in me inftruft 
Thcfc brave Commanders (fliould your Fortune change. 
Which now Iwifli not) what they may expeft 
From noble Enemies for being faithfi.il: 
The Charges of the War I will defray. 
And, what you may (not without Hazard) force. 
Bring freely to you : V\\ prevent the Cries 
Of murther'd Infants, and of ravilh'd Matds, 
, Which, in a City feck'd, call on Heav'n's Jufticc, 
And ftop the Courle of glorious Victories. 
And, when I know the Captains and the Soldiers,. 
That have in the late Battle done beft Service, 
And are to be rewarded, I myfelf. 
According to their Quality and Merits, 

Will fee them largely recompens'd. I've faid. 

And now expea^ny Sentence. 

M^h. By this Light, 
Tis a brave Gentleman ! iS^-- 

Med, How like a Block 
The Emperor fits ! -[^. 

Hern, Hehathdeliver'dReafon," 
Efpecially in his Furpofeto enrich 
Such as fought bravely i (I myfelf am one, 
I care not whQ knows it) I wonder he 

i^ Ht hath dclivir'J Reafeiu, 

Htrnande CTidentlj' meani to lay that Sforxa Itu Tpoken ratioiullyi 
efpecially in exprefltng bit Purpofe of enriching tbofe who fouebc 
bravely: The word Rtajeni in the Plural wiH not Exprefi tW 
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Can ht (0 ftupid— Now he b^ins to fiir : 

Mercy, au'c be thy Wil\ i [4lMfc 

atari. Thou haft fo far 
Outgone my Expedanon^ tioble Sforza, 
(For fuch I hold thee), and true Conftaocy, 
Rais'd on a brave Foundation, bears fuch Palm 
And Privilege wich It, that, where we behold u^ 
Tho' in AH Enemy, it does command us 
To love and honour ic— By my future Hopes, 
I'm glad, for thy Sake, that, in feekine Favour, 
Thou didft not borrow of Vice her indired. 
Crooked, and abjei^ Means ; and for mine omi. 
That (fince my Purpofes muft now be chang'd 
Touching thy Life and Fortunes) the World cannot 
Tax me of Levity in my fettled Counfels ; 
I being neither wrought by tempting Bribes, 
Nor fervile Flattery ; but forfc'd unto it 
By a fair War of Virme. 

Hern. This founds well. [y$£^ 

Chart. All former Paffages of Hate be buried : 
For thus with open Arms I meet thy Love, 
And as a Friend embrace it ; and fo far 
I am from robbing thee of the leaft Honour, 
That with my Hands, to make it fit the fafter, 
I fct thy Crown once more upon thy Head ; 
And do not only ftile thee, Duke of Mian, 
But vow to keep thee fo : Y&., not to take 
From others to ^ve only to thyfelf, 
I wilt not hinder your Magnificence 
To my Commanders, neither will I urge !t ; 
But in that, as in all Things elfe, I leave you 
To be your own Difpofcr, £FlouriJh. Exit Charki. 

SJiir. May I live 
To feal my Loyalty, tho' with Lofs of Life 
Id fome brave Service worthy Ce/a/a Favour, 
And I ihall die moft happy. Gentlemen, 
Receive me to your Loves ; and, if henceforth 
There can arife a Diflfereace between us, 
It Ihall be in a noble Emulatioq^ 
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. Who hath the faireftSwordf-ordare^fafdic^ 
Xoi^t for C&<ir/» the &npeiarf? 

J&nu We embrace you. 
As one well read in all the F(UBts-of.I:foliDur;; 
And there we are your Scholars. 

Sfor. True ; but fuch 
As &roat-ftrip lite Mafler. WeHl cxntend 
In Love hereafter, in the-mean Time, .ptay youy - 
Let me difchaige myiE}ebt,.and, asm eameft 
Of what^s to come, divide this'Cabinet : 
In the frpall Body of itthcre are Jewels 
V/ilI yield a hundred thoufasd fiftokts j 
Which honour me to.receive. 

JituL You bind us:t(yyiHi. 

Sfio: And, when great C^w/u'connnandsiiietoiif 
Prdence, 
If you will pleafe t' ezcufe my ^rupt Dapartur^ 
(I^figns that moft concern me, next this Mercy, 
Callii^ me home) I ihall heres^ter meet you. 
And grat^.die Favour. 

Merrt. Inthis,.-aDd allThiogs, 
We are your Secvants. 

Sfor. A Nameleveroweyou. 

[pceuMiUei. Her. aad.M-^- 

Pejc.' So, Sr ; this Tempeft is welloveibk>mi, 
And all Things fall outto our >Wiflie5. :Bui^ 
In my Opinion, this quick "Return, 
Before you've madea.Eartyin the-Court 
Among the great ones (for ihcfe needy Xiptaira 
Have little Power'inPeace_)maybcget:Danger; 
At leaft Sufpicioh. 

Sfitr, Where true.Honour lives, 
Doubt hath no Being : I defire no Pawn 
Beyond an Emperor's Word for my Aflurancc i 
Befides, Ptfcara) to thyfelf of all Men 
I will confefs my Weaknefs — tho' my State 
And Crown's reftor*d me ; tho' I am in Grace 
And that a little Stay might bea Step 
To greater Honours, I muAhence. Alas!' 
I live not here ; my Wife, Fe/cara^ 
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^ing abfeM, I «n dead, Frittiee, excu&r 
And do not chide, for Friendfhip Sake, my Fondnefe-: 
But ride along with me; I'll give you Rcaibnsi 
And ftrong ones, to plead iot me. 

Pefi. Ufa your own Pieafare; 
ni bear you Company, 

Sfor. Faiewel, Grief [ lamftor'd'witb 
Two Skffings moft defir'd in homan Life ; . 
A cqnftgnt friend, and unfufpeded Wife 

Scene chat^s ftt J'ife. 
Enter Graccho, and an 0§ctr, 

Ogic. Wiat I did, I had Warrant for. You've tatted. 
My Office gently, and for diofe faft Strt^es, 
Flea-bitings to the Jcrts I could have lent you, 
There does belong a Feeling. 

Grac. Muft I pay 
For being tormented and dilhoMUT^ ? 

Offic. Fycl op. 
Your Honour's not impair'd in't. What's tfae letdog ot(t 
Qf a little corrupted Bloody and the next Way toa i 
There is no Chifurgeon like me to take off 
A Courtier's Itch that's rampant at great Ladies 
Or turns Knave for Prefertnent, or grows proud 
pf their rich Cloaks, and Suit»,tho' got by Brokage, 
And fo forgets his Betters 

Grac. Very good, Sir; 
But am I the firft Man of Quality 
That e'er came under your Fingers ? 

Cfffic. Not by a thouiand : 
^nd they have faid I have a lucky Hand too ; 
Both Men and Women of all Sorts have bov/d 
Under this Sceptre. I have had a Fellow 
That could indite, forfot^, and make 6ne MeGrcf 
To tinkle in the £ar&of ignorant Madams, 
That for defaming of great Men, was fent me 
Threadbare and loufy, and in three Days irfter 
^pifcharged by another that fee him on) I have feen him 
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Cap-a-pee Gallant, and his Stripes wa&'d oi 
With Oil of Angels. 

Grae. 'Twas a Sovereign Cure. 

QJE-, There was a Secretary too, that would not ho 
Conformable to th' Orders of the Church, 
Not yield to any Argument of B-eafon, 
But ftill rail at Authority, brought to me, 
WhcD I had worm'd his Tongue, and trufi'd iw 

Hwinches, . . 

Grew a fine Pulpit man, and was benefic'dt 
Had he not Caufe to thank me f 

Grac. There was Phyfick 
Was to the Purpofe, n 

Offic, Now, for Women, 
Fer your more Confolation, I could tell you 
Twenty fine Stories, but I'll end in one^ 
And 'tis the laft that's memorable, 

Grac. Prithee, do ; 
For I grow weary of thee, 

Qffic* There was lately 
A fine She-waiter in the Court, that doted 
Extremely of a Gentleman, that had 
His main Dependanoc on a Signior's Favour 
(I will not name,) but couW not compafs him 
On any Terms, This Wanton, at dead Midnight, 
Was found at the Exercifc behind th* Arras 
With the 'forfaid Signior : He got clear off; 
But fhewasfeiz'd on, and tofave his Honour, 
Endur'd the Laflij and, tho' I made her often 
Curvet and Caper, flie would never teli 
Who play'd at Puflt-pip with her. 

Grac. But what follow'd ? Prithee be brief. 

Offk- Why this. Sir.;— She delivered. 
Had Store of Crowns, affign'd her by her Patrtm, 
Who forc'd the Gentleman, to fave her Credit, 
To marry her, and fay he was the Party 
Found in Lob's Pound. So flie, that, before, gladly 
Would havebeen his Whore, rcignso'er him as his Wift; 
Nor daws he grumble at it. Speak but Truth, then. 
Is not my Office lucky ? 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOglC 



ifHE DUKE OF MU-AN. 4^5 
Grot, Go, there's for thee ; [Gives bim !>tma, 

fiut what wilt be my Fortune } 
Offic, If you thrive not 

it £ter that foft Corre&iOQ, come again. 
Crac. I thank you. Knave. 

pffici And then. Knave, I niU fit you. [£c{r QjSmv 
Grac. Whipt like a Rogue } No liehter Funiihineot 
ferve 

To balance with a little Mirth ^ Tis well ; 

My Credit funk for ever, I am now 

Fit Company only for Pages and for FoOtbQys, 

^hat have perufed the Porter's Lodge, 

Bnttr two Gentkmtn, 

1 Grttf. See, >/(0, 

Yonder the proud SUve is ; how he looks now 
After his CaJtigation ! 

2 Gent, As he camo " 

From a clofe Fight at Sea under the Hatches, 
With a She-dunKerke, that was Ihot b^ore 
Between Wind and Weather, 
And he hath fprung a Leak too, or I'm cozen'd. 

1 Gent. Let's Ijc merry with hjm. 

Grac. How they ftare at me ! Am I tum'd to aa 
Owl? 
The Wonder, Gentlemen ? 

2 Gent. I read, this Morning, 
Strange Stories of the paffive ^ntitude 
Of Men in former Ages, which I thought 
Impoffible, and not to be believed : 

But, now I look on you, my Wonder ceafes. 

Grac. The Reafpn, Sir ? 

2 Gaa. Why, Sir, you have been whipp'd ; 
Whipp'd, Signior Graccho : And the Whip, I take it. 
Is, to a Gentleman, the greateft Trial 
That may be of his Patience. 

Grac. Sir, I'll call you 
I'd a ftrid Account for this. 

(7 That if, u i^hc cane. 
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a Gm/. FU aot deal witk you, 

Unlefs I have a Beadle for my Second p . 

And then I'll anfwer you. 

I Genf, Farewel, poor Grofcbo! - {_Exit Gentlemen, 
Grac. Better and better fiilL-^f ever Wrongs 

Could tcaeti s-WreCfh to find the Way to YenlEaace, 

Enter Francifco and Servant: 

Hell now infpire mc. Hotv^ the Locd Frotedor- 1 
My Judge \ 1 thank him. WhifhefF thu^ ia piivateJ: 
i will not fee him, 

Fran, If \ am fought for. 
Say, I am iiidifgQ|fe4» WiAwiftBQt hwf 
Or Suits, or Suitors. 

Serv, But, Sir, if the Princefs . ■ 
inquire, what'fluiU I anfi/e;rii 

Fran. Say, I'm rode 
Abroad tb take the Air ; but by oa Means ' 
{.et her know I'm in Court, 

Serv. So I fliall l^ hep. ['^^ S&wi^x 

FrjiUf Withip there. Ladies \ 

Enter- a Otntleamui»% 

CentUw. My good Lord, your Pleafure ? 

Fran. Prithee, let pie beg thy Favour (or Aocefs 
To th' Dutchefs. 

Gentlew. In good fGothj-my Lord, I dare not; 
She's very privatn. 

Fran. Come, there's Gold to buy thes 
A new Gqwn, and a rich qod. 

Gentlew. This will tempt me. [.*^.] I once fwore 
If e'er I \c& my Maidenhead, it |hpuld \a 
With a grp^t Lord as you are ; and, I kno^v npt ho»^) . 
X feel a yielding InclinatioB i^ me. 
If you have Appetite. 

Fran. Pox on thy Maidenhead ! 
Where is thy Lady ? 
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Gtntkof. If you veatare on ber, . 
She's walking in the Gallery. — Perhaps^ 
You will find her lels tradable. 

Frott. Bring me to her. 

Getitlrdf* I fear youll have cold EntertaiDtoenC, wheo 
You are at your Jourti^*B End ; and 'twere Difcretion 
^o take a Snatch by the Way. 

F^an, Prithee, leave Foc^iag, 
My Page waits in the Lobby : Give him Sweatmeats ; 
'He is train'd up ifor his Mauer's Eafe, 
And he mil cool thee, [£r. Franciico and GentUiv, 

Grac. A brave Difcovery, beyond my Hope ! 
A Plot e'en ofier'd to my Hand to work on. 
If I am dull now, may I live and die 
The Scorn of Worms and Slavet^-Letme oonfideTt' 
My Lady and her Mother firft committM 
In the Favour of the Datchefs, and I whi[^'tt>M 
That with an Irtm Pen is writ in Brafs 
On my tough Heart, now grown a harder Metal j 
And all his orib'd AppToacle^ to the pu»:he& 
To be conceal'd, goodj good : This to my Lady, 
Deliver'd U 111 order it, runs her mad. 
But this may prove but Counfliip '* ; let it be, 
J care not, to it feed her Jealoufy. [£»'/. 

SciBt cbaages to m Ji^immettt in tht Palace. 

Enter MarccHa find Francifco. 

Marc. Believe thy Tears or Oaths ? Ctn it be h«|>'(J, 
After a Prance fo abhorr'd and horrid, 
Repeotwce e'er can find thee ? 

Fran. P^Lady, . 
Great in^our Fortunei; greater in your GooducA, 
Make > ivperlatjve of Excellence, 
la b^i^ ^reateft in your giving Mqrcy. 

** Tlifli^iMari^luipsyiBgUiCoiintDhcra^tciMfitlf.iA 

Vol,!, Q^ 
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I do confefs, humbly confefs myl'ault. 
To be beyond all JPity ; my Attempt, 
So barbaroufly rude, that it would turn 
A Saint-like Patience into Savage Fury :' 
■ But you that are all Innocence and Virtue, 
No Spleen or Anger in you of a Woman, 
But when a holy Zeal to Piety fires you. 
May, if you pleafe, impute the Fault to Love, 
Or call it beaftly Lull, for 'tis no better ; 
A Sin, a monftrous Sin, yet with it many 
That did prove good Men after, have been tempted ; 
And, the' I am crooked now, 'tis in your Power 
To make me Arait again. 

Marc. Is't poflible 
This "can be Cunning ? [^• 

Fran. But, if no Submiflion, 
Nor Prayers can appeafe you, that you may know 
Tis not the Fear of Death that makes me fue thus, 
Buta loath'd Deteftation of my Madnefs, 
Which makes me wifli to live to have your Pardon, - 
I will not wait the Sentence of the Duke, 
(Since his Return is doubtful) but I myfelf " 
Will do a fearful Juftice on/nyfelf. 
No Witnefs by but you, there being no more 
When 1 offended. — Yet, before I do it. 
For I perceive in you no Signs of Mercy, 
I will difclpfe a Secret, which, dying with me. 
May prove your Ruin. 

Marc. Speak it: it will take from 
The Biinhen of thy Confcience. 

Fran. Thus, then. Madam, 
The Warrant by my Lord fign'd for your Death, 
Was but conditional ; but you mull fwear 
By your unfpottcd Truth not to reveal it. 
Or I end here abruptly. 

Mfurc, By my Hopes 
Of Joys hereafter. — On. 

Fran. Nor was it Hate . ' 

That forc'd him to it, but Excefs of Love. 
" Andj if I ne'er return, (fo faid great Sforza) 
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THE'DUKE OF MILAN. . 927, 
" No living Man deftrviriE; to enjoy 
** My bcft Marcelia. Wim the firft News 
*' That I am dead, for '' no Man after me 

** Might e'er enjoy her fail not to kill her ; 

** But till certain Proof affure thee I am loft, 
•' (Thefc were his Words) 
** Obferve and honour her, as if the Seal 
" Of Woman's Goodnefs only dwelt in her^" 
This Truft I have abus'd and bafely wrong'd. 
And, if the excelling Pity ttf your Mind 
Cannot forgive it, as I dare not hope it. 
Rather than look on my offended Lord, 
I ftand refolv'd to punifti it. 

Marc. Hold ! 'tis forgiven. 
And by me freely pardon'd. In thy fair Life 
Hereafter ftudy to deferve this Bounty 
Which thy true Penitence (fuch I believe it) 
Againft my Refohition hath forc'd from me. 
But that my Lord;, my Sforza, fbould efteem 
Mylifefit only as.a!Page, to wait on 
' The various Courfe of his uncertain Fortunci ; 
Or cherifli in himfelf that fenfual Hope 
In Death to know me as a Wife, afHiSis me : 
Nor does his Envy lefs deferve mine Anger, 
Which, tho' fuch is my Love, I would not nourifli, 
"Vyill flack the Ardour that I had to fee him 
Return in Safety. 

Fran. But if your Entertainment 
Should give the leaft Ground tp his Jealoufy, 
To raife up an Opinion I am falfe. 
You then deftroy your Mercy. Therefore, Madam, 
(Tho' I fliall ever look on you as on 
My Life's Preferver, and the Miracle 
Of human -Pity) would you but vouchfafe 
In Company to do me thofe fair Graces 
And Favours which your Innocence and Honour 
May fafely warrant, it would to the. Duke 

>» For nieani ib thit Plsu:e, tnorJtnfhet, M. M. 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOglC 



AiS THE DUKE OF MILAN". 

(I being to your beft felf alone kirowa-ganty) 
Make me appear mofl innoccBC. 

A£irc. Have your Wiflicsj 
And fomething I may do to try his Temper ; 
At leaft, to make him know a conftant Wife 
Is not fo flav'd to her Hulband's doting Humour5> 
But that flie nMy defervc to live a Widow, 
Her Fate appointing it. ^ 

Fran. It'is enough ; 
Nay all I could de6re, ^nd will make Wi^ 
To my Revenge, whicb-ihall difperfc itfclf 
On him, on her, and all. [JJide,^ [A&oiirf, mdfimifi^ 

Abrc. What Shout a that ? 

Enta- Tiberlo ind Steph&no. 

^k. All Happinef* to the Dutchefi, that imy flow 
From the Dukft s new and wifli'd Keturh ! 
MtrCf He's welcome. 

iwpA, How coldly file recdves it ! f .4^. 

77*, Obferve their Encounter. ^rfwrrj/ii 

Enter Sforza, Pefcara, Ifabella, Mariana, GraccbOj owf 
th refi. \ 

Mart. What you have told me, Graccho, is bdievM} 
And ni find Time to ftir in't. 

Grac. As you fetf*Caufe ; 
I will not do ill Offices. 

Sfor. I've flood 
Silent thus long, Marcelia, expeding 
When, with more than a greedy Hafte, thou wouldft 
Have flown into my Arms, and on my Lips 
Have printed a de^p Welcome. My DdSrc 
To glafs myfelf in thcfe fair Eyes, have borne me 
Witt more than human Speed : N(w durft I ftay 
In any Temple, or to any Saint 
To pay my Vows and Thanks for piy Return, 
TiU I had feen thee. 
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Marc. Sir, I am moft happy 
To look upon vou fafr, ana would exprefs 
My L^ve and Duty in a mod?ft Faftiion, 
Such as might fuit with the Behaviour 
Of one that knows hcrfelf a'Wifc,.and how 
To temper her Defircs; not like a Wanton 
Fir'd with hot Appetite ; nor can it wrong me 
To iove difcreetly. 

5;&r. How ? Why, can there be 
A Mean in your Ami^^ions to Sforsa f 
Qt any Aft, tho' ne'er fti loo&^iliat may 
Invitc^r heighten Appetite, appear 
Jmmoddl m uncomely. JDo not move me ; 
My FaffioB^ to you are in Extremes, 
And know 00 Bounds — cqroe^ kifs me. 

Marc, 1 obey you. 

SJbr. By all the Joys of Love, flie does falute me 
As if I were her Grandfather. What Witch, 
With curfed Spells, hath quench'd the amorous Heat 
That liv'd upon thefe Lips ? Tell me, MircfUa^ 
And truly tell me, is't a Fault of mine 
That hath bt^t this Coldncfs ? or.Negleft 
Of others, in my Abfenpe i 

Mirc. Neither, Sir ; 
I ftand indfbted to your Subftitute, 
Noblp and good Frdiffj^, for his Care 
And fair Obfervance of me t There was nothing 
With which you, being prefent, could fupply me. 
That I dare fey I wanted-' 

Sfor. How? 

Mtrc. The Plpafures 
That facred H^en warrants ys excepted ; 
On which, in troth, you are too great a Dpter, 
' And there is more of Beaft in it than Man. 
Let us love temperately ; Things violent 13ft pot, ' 
And too much Dotage rather argues Folly 
Than tnie Affeftion. 

Groi. Obferve but ehu. 
And how fhe prais'd niy Lord's Care at^ Obfervance ; 
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And then judge. Madam, if my ItUelUgeoce 
Have any Ground of Truth. 

Miri. No more ; I mark it. 

Steph. How the Duke ftands ! 

TiL As he were rooted there. 
And had no Motion. C4^* 

Pe/c. My Lord, from whence 
Grows this Amazement ? 

S/or. It is more, dear my Friend ; 
For I am doubtful whether I've a Being, 
But certain that my Life's a Burthen to me. 
Take me back, good Pefiara ; fliow me to Cafar. ■ 
In all his Rage and Fury ; I difclaim 
His Mercy ; to live now, which is his Gift, 
Is worfe than Death, and with all fludie^ Torments. 
MantUa is unkind, nay, worfe, grown cold 
In her Affeftion ; my Excefs of Fervour, 
Which yet was never cquaPd, grown diftafteful. 
But have thy Wiflies, Woman ; thou flialt knowr 
That 1 can be myfelf, and thus fhake ofF 
The Fetters of fond Dotage.— From my Sight, 
Without Reply ; for 1 am apt to do 
Something I may repent. Oh ! who would place 
His'Happinefein moft accurfed Woman, 
In whom Obfequioufnefs engenders' Pride ; *" 
And Harfbnefs deadly. From this Hour 
111 labour to forget there are fuch Creatures ; 
True ^Friends be now my JVliftrefles. Clear your Brows^ 
And, tho' my Heart-ftrings crack for't, I will be. 
To all, a free Example of Delight : ' ' 

We will have Sports of all Kinds, and propound 
Rewards to fuch as can produce us new, 
tJnfatisfy*d, tho' we furfeit jn their Store, 
And never think of curs'd Marceila more. \Exeunl, 

^t" "> In luitm Ohfiftiiitifntfs tngeadtrt Tr'tit. 

This ExpreffioB Whoa ^txaa to hive had in View in hii F^a^fi 
UA B. IV. Verfc S09. 
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

An j^rtttmt in thi Palace. 

Enter Francifco anJ Graccho. 
Francifco; 

4 N D fa it poffible thou ihouldft forget 
/\ ■ A Wrong of fuch a Nature, and then ftudy 
My^afety and Content ? 

Grac. Sir, but allow me 
Opiy to have read the Elements of Courdhip *' 
(Not the abftrufe and hidden Arts to thrive there) 
And you may pleafe to grant me fo much Knowledge, 
That Injuries from one in Grace, like you. 
Are noble Favours. Is it not grown common 
In every Sed:, for thofe that want, to fufFer 
From fuch as have to give ? Your Captain csft 
If poor, tho' not thought daring, but approv'd lb. 
To raife a Coward into Name that's rich, 
SuiFers Difgraces publickly — but receives 
Rewards for them ip private, 

Fran. Well obferv'd ; 
Put on ; ** we'll be familiar, and difcourfc 
A little of this Argument. That Day, 
In which it was firft rumour'd, then confirm'd, 
Great Sforza thought me worthy of his Favour, 
I found myfelf to be another Thing, 
Not what I was before. Ipaflcdtnen' 
For a pretty Fellow, and of pretty Parts too, 

■1 Mean* hen Ceurt-feUcy Af- JVf. 
■» Meaqi ie tovered. M. M. 

0.4- ■ ■ '"" ■ 
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And was perhaps recciv'd fo : but, once ms'^, 

The liberal Courtier made me Mailer of 

Thofe Virtues, which I ne'er knew in myfelf.' 

If I pretended to a Jeft, Vwas made one 

Bv their Interpretation : If I offer'd 

To reafon of PhiloCophy, tho* ^hfurdly. 

They had Helps to uve me, and withouf 9 Blufii 

Would fwear, that I, by Nature, had more Know* 

, ledge. 

Than others could acquire by any Labour. 

Nay, all I did, indeed, which in another 

Was not remarkable, in mc fh^w'd rareiy^ 

Grac. But then they tailed of your Bounty- 

FrM. True: 
They gave me thofe good Parts I was not born to t 
And, &c my Jntefcemon they got fhat 
Which, had Icro&'d them, they durft not have hc^*d[- 
for, 

Grac. All this is Oracle. And {hall I, then. 
For a foolilh Whipping, leave to honour him. 
That holds the Wheel of Fortune ? No ; that fevour* 
Too much of th* ancient Freedom. — Since jmeat Men 
■ Receive Difgracea and give Thanks, poor &^ve» 
Muft have nor Spleen nor Anger. Tho' I love 
My Limbs as well as any Man, if you had now 
A Humour to kick me lanie into an Office, 
Where I might 6t in State and undo others. 
Stood I not bound to kifs the Food that did it } 
Tho* it feem flrange, there have been fuc^ Thingifeen 
r th' Memory of Man. 

Fran. But to the Purpofe ; 
And then, that Service done, make thine wrp Fori 

tunes. 
My Wife, thou fey'ft, is jealous I aiq toa 
Familiar with the Dutchefs. 

Grac. And incens'd 
For her Commitment in her Brother*^ Abfcoce j 
And by her Mother's Anger is fpurr'd on 
To make Difcov'ry of it* This her Purpofe 
W« ttufted to my Chai^^ which I fieclio'd 
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As much 83 ia me lay ; but, fiading hst 
Peterminately bent to uodertaitc it» 
Tbo* breaking my Faith co her may cleftfoy 
My CrejHt w«h your Lordlhip, I y« diought, 
Tbo' at my Peril, I ikiod bound to revf^l it, 

Ran, I thank thy Care, and will de&tve thi« Secre^ 
|n making thee acquainted with a greater, 
^d of more Moment, Come into ipy Qoiom, 
And take it from me. C^nil thou think, dull QrtteciOf 
My Pow'r and Honours were conferr'd upoo me. 
And, add to them, this Form, to have my Pleafwff 
Confin'd and limited } I delight in Change;, 
And fwcet Variety ; that's my Heav'n or J^rth» 
For which I love Life oijy. I confeft, 
My Wifsplesu'd me a 3Pay ; the IXitcheft, twq^ 
(And yet Imufi pot fay I have epjoy'd her) 
%K now I care fOT neither. Thcrrfwe, Qratd^ 
^ far I am fr<}m ftopmng Mariana 
In .piaking her Complaint, that I d^rc liuiQ 
To urge her to it, 

Grae* That may prove your Jluio, 
The Dqke already being, as tia rap^Scd^ 
Doubtful flic hath play'd falfe. 

Fran. There thou art cqzen'd j 
His Dotage, tjke |b Ague, keep«.hts O^irfir I 
And npw^s flrcwgly on htm. gut V lofe T'ymt^ 
And therefore know, whether thou witt or no, 
Thtiu art to be qiy Inftri^ment, and, in Spite 
Of the old Sa^, that fays, " it is not fafe 
** On JHjyTcrms to truft a Man thart v/nri^d/' 
I dare thee to be falfe. 

Grac. ThisissLaDguagCv 
^MyLord, I upderftand not. 

fran. You thoughCi Stn^h, 
To put a Trick on me for the Relation 
Of what I knew before, and, having won 
Some weighty Secret from me, in Reveng* 
To play me Traitor. — ^Know, tkou wretched Thin^ ' 
By my Command thou wert whipp'd, and cv'ry D^y 
111 have chcp &elhly uvtur'd, if ttmi inift 
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In the leaft Charge that I impofe upon thee. ' 
Tho* what I fpeal, for the moft Part, is true ; - 
Nay, grant thou hadftathoufandWitneffes 
To be depos'd they heard it, 'tis in mp 
With one Word (fucfa is Sforza^i Confidence 
Of my Fidelitj', not to be fliakcn) 
To make all void, and ruin my Accufers. 
Therefore look to't, bring my Wife hotly on 
T' accufe me to the Duke (I have an End in't) 
Or think what 'tis makes Man moft mtferable. 
And that Ihall fiiH upon thee, fhcni wert a Fool 
To hope, by being acquainted with my Courfes, 
To curb and awe the ; or that I fliould live 
Thy Slave, as thou didft faudly divine. 
_ For prying in my Counfels, ftill live mine. 

[£ri* FrancifeOt 
Grac. I'm caught on both Sides. This 'tis for a puny 
In Policy's Protean School, to try Gonclufions 
With one that hath commenc'd anigOne out Doftor. 
If I difcover what but now hebragg'd of, 
i fhall not be believ'd. If I fall off 
Fr<Mn him, his Threats and Aftipns go together. 
And there's no Hope of Safety, till Iget 
A Plummet that may found his deepeft Counfels. 
—I muft obey and fervc him. Want of Skill 
Now makes me pliy the Rogue agdnft my Will. 

[Exit. 

S C E N E II. 

&eiu changes to (mother j^artmmt. 

Enter Marcelia, Tiberio, Stephano, Md a Gentkwomasx 

Marc. Command me from his Sight ? sod with fuch 
Scorn 
As he vould rate hts Slave } 
T^ Twas in his Fury. 
Stepb. And he repents it. Madam. 
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Mtrc. Was I born 
f obferve his Humours ? or,becaufc he dotes, 
Muft I run mad > 

Tih. If that your Excellence 
Would pleafe but to receive a feeling Knowledge 
Of what he fuffers, and how deep the leaft 
Unkindnefs wounds from you, you would excufc 
His hafty Lans;uage. 

' Steph^ He hath paid the Forfeit 
Of bis Offence, I'm fure, with fuch a Sorrow, 
As, if it had been greater, would deferve 
A iiill Remiffion. ' 

Mirc. Why, perhaps, he hath it 3 
And I ftand more afflifled for his Abfence 
Than he can be for mine ? — So, pray you, tell Jiiin. 
But, till I have digefted fome fad Thoughts, » 

And reconcil'd Paffions that arc at War 
Within myfetf, I purpofe to be private. 
Arid have you Care, unlefs it be FrancifcOf 
That no Man be admitted. 

^tb. How, Frandfco ! 

Stepb, He, that at ev'ry Stage keeps Livery 1 
fes ; 
The Stallion of the State I 

Ttb. They are Things above u«. 
And fb no Way concern us. 

Ste^, If I were 
The Duke (I freely muft tonfefs my Weaknefs) 

£«/«■ Frandfco, 

I fliould wear ydlow Breaches. — Here becomes. 

Tib. Nay, Ipare your Labour, Lady, we know oiir 
Duty, 
And quit the Room. [£»/. 

Stepb. h this her Privacy? 
Tho' with the Hazard of a Check, perhaps. 
This may go to the Duke, [-^^.j [Exit Ste|^' 
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Mire, Your Face is full 
Of F«n Md Deubn^-^T^Tfae R,*^ ? 

Frm. ObeftMadsm^' 
They are d(M counterfeit. ][, ywr poor Cimveiit^ 
That oaly wUUto ]W« is fad R«pcat»iic«, 
To mourn m]t defprrat^ AnoQipl ei yoMi 
That hajKOO Endi vqt AijiUi but that yofur Gotdoals 
Might ba a Witnefs of my Penitent, 
Which ieen, would tfitcH y9^ t^>w to l#ve your Meccy, 
Am robb'd of tb»t bft Hopl* The P^l^e, thi? ^**he, 
I more than fear, baUi fomid-^'-.Trt^ \ ^\a gv^tj* 

3£trr. By piy unfpotted HDDour> not: frqQ^ {Df' ; 
Nor hav9 J with hli? (hai^^ <?"« SylU^la 
StDce his RetufH W vb*t yOM heftfdt 

i^rflfe Yet M«Uce 
Is Eagle-ey'd, ^nd wcfuM ff^fhat wkkli ^ aiXf 
And Jealoufy's too gpt tq fewW upw 
Unfure FoundstiaM. 

Mtrc* Jealovify \ 

fi-M, ftt^kes. [M0^ 

Mf^' Who dares but only think I 099 b« ^iat^ 
But for him» thD'alraoft oa sev^ prapf. 
To rive it Hearing, not Belief, d^nres 
My ifcte for ever, 

Fran. Whether grguwW flp 
Ymt foble, yet chafte Fitvqur? {hewn UB|o fm J 
Or her Imprifonment, for her Contempt 
. To you, by Oij Cpm»4Qdj fl^ ff^t^^k \Wfc 
Hath put it in his Head. — s-~ 

Marc. HavelthqiUvU 
Solc^, now to be doubted ? Are my Fafour* 
TheTfteOKftaf ^Piicc^F^^ ^W^^Ido, 
Vm vever trod in a fufoeded Path, 
Sh)^«& (0 lAie CoBftnidi«n ^6s undaunted ; 
For DOW, as of a Creature that is mine, 
5 ^ pp your Proteftrefs. All the Graoe 
X hitherto have done you, was beftow'd 
WithafhucHaad: It ftal) ^ sow more ^Kjt 
0pm SttdK^ral.— 'But let it Bi^, 
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rrho* Qoutiterfattd to tlie Ltfe, tttch yon 
To Dourilh faucy Ifepes. 

FrM. May I be blafted 
Wben I prove Hicb a ^&»lfler I 

hlarc. I will flatid then 
Between you and all Danger. He &all know, 
Sufpieion overturns what ConfideBce builds. 
And lie that dares but daubt, wben tbore's tto Ground, 
Is neither to himfelf nor others found. {E^ 

FrM. So let it work ! His Goodnefi, that denyH 
My Service, branded with the N«iie of Luft, 
Shall now deltroy itfelf ; Uid Sicihail find, 
MHicR he's a SuitOr, tiktit brings Cunning aTm'd 
With t*oweT to be his Advocates, the Denial 
Js a Difeafe as killing as the Pkgue, 
And ChafUty a Clue that leads to Death, 
Hold but thy Natut'£> Duke, and be but rafli 
And violent etteH^t miU then at Leifure 
Repent. I care not. 

Adid la: my Pltfts prodaw this long'd-for Birth^ 
}q my Revenge 1 have my Heav/n on Barth. .[£»/. 

SCENE, ni. 

£s/<r Sferza, Fefcara, end three Geniimm, 

Pefc. You promis'd to be merry. 
\ Gent. There are Pleafures, 
And of all Kinds, to entertain the Time.—' — 

2 Gent. Your Excellence vouchO^ng to m^ss Chbice 
Of that which beft affeAs you. 

Sfor* Hold your prating ! 
Le^m Manners too : you are rude. 

3 Getti, I have my Anfwer 
efore I iik. the QiieAicm. 

' Pefc. I muft borrow 
The Privile^ of a Friend, and will ; or elfe 
I am, tike tfiefe, a Servant, (fr What's wot'fe, 
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%lt THElTtJKE OF MILAN* 
A Parafitt to the Sorrow SfmM woHhips 
In fpite of ReafoD . 

S^or, Pray you ufe your Freedom ; 
And To far, if you pleafe, allow mfc nune> 
To hear you only, not to be compell'd 
To take your Moral FodoDs. I am a Man^ 
And, tho' Philofophy your Miftrefs rage for% 
Kow I have Caule to grieve, I muft be fad ; 
And I dare Ibew iti 

Fefc. Would it were beftdw'd 
Upon a worthier Subjed. 

Sfm-. Take Heed, Friend \ 
Tou rub a Sore, whole Pain will make tat mad ; 
And I fhall then forget myfelf and you* 
Lance it no further* 

fefc. Have you ftood the Shock 
Of thoufand Enemies, and out-&c'd the Anger 
Of a great Emperor, that vow'd your Ruin, 
Tho' by a defp'rate, a glorious Way, 
That had no Precedent? Are you return'd with Honour, 
Xov'd by your Subjefts ? Does your Fortune court ytw. 
Or rather fay, your Courage does command it } 
Have you giv'n Proof, to uiis Hour of your Life, 
Profperity (that fearches the beft Tenvper) 
Could never puff you up, nor adverfeFate 
Dejeft your Valour ? Shall I fay thefc Virtues, 
So many and fo various Trials of 
Yt»ir conftant Mind, be buried in the Frown 
(To pleafe you, I will fay fo) of a fair Woman ? 
ifet I have feen her Equals. 
- Sfhr. Good Pefiara, 
This Language in another were prophanc j 
In you it is unmannerly. — Her Equal ? ■ ' 

I tell you as a Friend, and tell you plainly,' 
{To all Men elfe my Sword ihould make Reply) 
Her Goodnefs does difdain Comparifon, 
And, but herfelf, admits no Parallel. 
But you will fay Ihe's croft, 'tis fit fhe Aould be. 
When I am foolifti ; for fee's wife, Pefiara, 
' And knows how far fee may difpofe her Bounties, 
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Her Honour fafe ; orj if flic were averfe, 

^was a Prevention of a greater Sin 

Ready to fall upon me ; for ihe's not ignorant 

But truly underiVands how much I love her. 

And that her rare Parts do deferve all Honour, ' 

Her Excellence increafing ivhh her Years too> ■ 

I might have fallen into Idolatry, 

And, from the Admiration of her Worth, 

Been taught to think theie is no Pow'r abort het ; . 

And yet Ido believe, had Angels Sexes^ 

The moft would be ftich Women, and aflumc 

No other Shape, when they were to appear 

In tlicir fill! Glory. 

Pefcf_ Well, Sir, I'll not crofs you. 
Nor labour to diminilh your Efteem 
Hereafter of her — fince your Happineft 
(As you will have it) has alone Dependence 
Upon her Favour, from my Soul, I wifli you' 
A fair Atonement.*' 

Sfor. Time, and my SubmilSon. 

Enter Tiberio and Stephano. 

May work her to it. O ! you are well return'd'; ■ 

Say, am I bleft ? Hath fhe vouchfaf d to hear you ? 
Is there Ifope left that fhe may be appeas'd ? 
Let her propound, and gladly 111 fubfcribe 
To her Conditions. 

Tib. She, Sir, yet is froward. 
And defires Rcfpite, and fome Privacy. 

Stepb. She was harfti at firftj but, ere we parted!, 
feem'd not 
Implacable. 

Sfirr. There's Comfort yet : 111 ply her .^ 

Each Hour with new AmbaiTadors, of more Honours, 
Titles, and Eminence. My fecond Self, 
Frandfco, fliall folicit her. 

Steph. That a wife Man, 
And what is more, a Prince, that may command. 
Should fue thus poorly, and treat with his Wife, 

>4 Atonement mnuu he^ « Recoooliauoii. M. M, 
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Ai ibe were a vidorious Emtttjr, 

At whofe proud Feet, himfelf, im State, and dAinfr^^ 

Bsfely b^K'd Mercy ! 

^. What is that you muOer? 
rU have diy Thoughts. 

Slept, You ihall : You are too fond. 
And feed a Pride that's fwol'n too h^ lUready^ 
And furfeits with Obfervance. 

^^. O my Patience I 
MyVaflalfpeakthus? 

Stepb. Let my Head anfwer i^ 
' If I oSend. She that you think a Saint, 
I fear, may play the Thvil. \ 

Pefc. Well laid, <dd FeUow. 

St^, AndhethAthathfoloogengrc^BVih'fiQrFaTCRirsy 
The to be nam'd with Ilev'rence, Xord R-atui/c^t 
Who, as ywi purpofe, fluUl foUicit for you, >^ 
I third's too near her. 

Ptfc. Hold, Sir; this is Madne&. 

&^h. It may be they confior of winnii^ LoTiUl^s : 
I'm iure he's private with her. 

^or, Letmefeo^ 
1 fcom to touch him ; he deferves my Pity, 
And not my Anger. — Dourd ! and to be ooo 
Is thy Prote&ion, elfc thou durft not think 
That Love to my Marcelia hatb left Room 
In my full Heart for any jealous Thought : 
That idle Paffion dwell with thick-^icull'd Tradefinei^ 
The uadeferriQg Lord, or the unable. 
JLock up thy own Wife, Fool, that mUft take Fbyfick 
From her young Dodor, and upon her Back, 
Becaufe thou haft the Palfey in that Part 
That makes her adive. I could imil&to think 
What wretched Things they are that dare be jealous^ 
Were I match'd to another Mrjaiine, 
While I found Merit in myfelf to pleafe her, 
I Jhould beUeve her chafte, and would not feck 
To fad out my own Torment : Put, alas ! 
^EnjoyiogoBe that, but to me's, a IXan, **, 
jTm too Kcure. 
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trtE DUKE OF MILAN. ut 
'ti^. This is a Confidence 
feey6nd Example. 

Enter Graccho, Uahclhtond Mariaoa* 

Grac. There he is — Now fpeak. 
Or be for ever filent* 

S/or. If you come 
To bring me Comfdrt, fay that you have made 
My Peace with my Marcelia, 

Ifab, I had rather ! 

Wait on you to your Funeral. 

Sfor. You are my Mother !' 
Or, by her Life, you were dead elfei 

Mari, Would you were. 
To your Dilhonour ! and, fince Dotage m^eS yOu 
Wilfully blind, borrow.of me my Eyes, 
Or fome Part of my Spirit Are you, all Fleflk ? 
A Limb of Patience only ? no Fire in yoij ? 
But do your Pleafure — Here your Mother ,was , 
Committed by your Servant (for I feorn 
To call him Huiband, and myfelf* your; filler 
If that you dare remember /uch a Name) 
Mew'd up ro make i;he Way open and free 
For the Adultrefs, I am unwilling 
To fay a Part of Sforza: 

Sfor. Take her Head off; 
She hath blafphem'd, and by our Law mud die. 

I/ah. Blafphem'd, for caliiog,of a Whore, a. Whore ? 

Sfor. O Hell r what So I fiSer! 

Afari. Or is it Treafon 
For me, that am a Subject, to endeavour 
To fave the Honour of the Duke, and that 
He ihould not be a Wittal on. Record ? 
For by Pofterity 'twill bebeliev'd. 
As certainly as now it can be prov'd, 
Francifco, the great Minion that fways all. 
To meet the chaile Embraces of the Dutchefs, 

Vol L R 
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C4S THE DUKE OF MILAN. 
Hath leap'd into her Bed. 

^or. Some Proof, vile Creature ! 
Or thou haft fpoke thy laft. 

Marl. The publick Fame ; 
Their hourly private Meetings ; and, e*en now, 
When, utidcra Pretence of Grief or Anger 
You are deny'd the Joys due to a Huftand, 
And made a Stranger to her, at all Times 
The Door ftands open to him. — ^To a Dutchmof 
This were enough ; but to a right Itatiant 
A hundred thoufand Witnefles, 

Ifab. Would you have us 
To be her Bawds ? 

Sfor. O the Malice ' 

And Envy ctf bafe Women, that with Horror, 
Knowing their own Defers, and inward Guilt, 
Dare lye» and-£vear, and damn, for what*9 moft falfe, 
Tocaft Afperfions upon one untainted ? 
Y'are in your Natures Devils, and your Ends 
(Knowing your Reputations funk for ever. 
And not to be recover'd,) to have all 
Wear your black Livery. Wretches F you have rai'd 
A Monument's Trophy to her Purenefs, 
In this your ftudy'd PurpoTe to deprave her i 
And all the Shot .made by your foul Detrad:ioa 
Falling upon her fure-arm'd Innocence, 
Returns upon yourfelvcs ; and, if my Love 
Could fuller an Addition, I'm fb far 
From gi^ng Credit to you, this would teach me 
More to admire and ferve her. — Vare not worthy 
To fall aS Sacifices to appcafe her ; 
And therefore Hve till your own Envy burft you.. 

Ifab, All is in vain ; he is not to be mov'd. 

Matt. She has bcwitch'd him. 

Pefc. 'Tis fo paft Belief, 
To me it fhewi a Fable, 
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£trf«r Francifco and a Strvanu 

Fran. On thy Life, 
}^rovide my Horfeit aod mchout the Port 
With Ciare attend me. 

Serv. I flialii my Lord. {Exit Servant, 

Grac He's come. 
What Gimcrack have we n6xt > 

jR-«* Great Siti 

^or. FroHcifcOi 
Tho' all the Joys in Woman are ded from me, 
In thee I do embrace the full Delight 
That I can hope from MaQ. 

Fran. I would impart^ 
'Plcafe you to lend yOur Eatt a weighty Secret^ 
X am in Labour to deliver you. 

^or. All leaVe the Room.-^£xcuremef good P^/oird; 
Ere long I will wait on you* 

Pefc. You fpeak, Sir, 
The Language I fhould ufe* 

Sfor, Be within Call; 
Perhaps we may have Ufe of yoii* 

Tih. We Ihall, Sir. [Exeunt dU hut Sfor. WFran. 

Sfor. Say on^ my Comibrt. 

Fran. Comfort ? No» your Torment ; 
For fo my Fate appoints me — I could curfc 
The Hour that gave me Being. 

Sfor. What new Monfters 
Of Mifery fiand ready to devour me ? 
Let &em at once difpatch me. 

Fran. Draw your Sword then. 
And, as you wiih your own Peace, quickly kill me. 
— Confider not, but do ib. 

■Sfitr. Art thou mad i 

Fran. Or, if to take my Life be too much Mercy, 
(As Death, indeed, concludes all huntan Sorrows) 
Cut off my Nofe and Ears ; pull out an Eye, 
The other only left to lend me Lijght . 
R 2 
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To fee my own Deformities. — Why. was I born 
Without fome Muld impos'd on me by Nature ? 
Would from my Youth a loathfome Leprofy 
Had run upon this Face, or that my Breath 
Had been mfeftious, and fo made me Ihunn'd 
'Of all Societies ! curs'd be he that taught me 
Difcourfe or Manners, or lent any Grace 
That makes the Owner pleaiingin the Eye 
Of wanton Women, fince thole Parts, which others 
Value as Bleffings, are to me AfRiitlohs : 
—Such myCohdition is. 

Sfor. I'm on the Rack ! 
Diifolve this doubtful Riddle. 

Fran. That I alone. 
Of all Mankind,! that ftand moft bound to love you. 
And ftudy your Content, ■ Aiould be appointed, 
. Not by my Will, but.forc'd by cruel Fate, 
To be your greateft Enemy.— not to hold ydu 
In this Amazement longer, in a Word, 
Your Dutchcfs loves me.. 

Sfor. Loves thee ! 

Fran. Is mad forme; 
■ Purfues mehourry. - . . 

Sfor. Oh ! 

Fran. And from hence grew 
Her late Negleft of you. 

Sfor,- O Women ! Women ! 

Fran. I labour'd to divert her by Perfuafion ; 
Then urg'd your much Love to her, and the IDanger ; 
Deny'd her, and with Scorn. 

Sfor. Twas like thyfelf. 

Fran. But when I fawherfmilc, then heard her fay,. 
Your I^ve and extreme Dotage as a Cloak 
Should cover our Embraces, and your Power 
Fright others from Sufpiclon, and all Favours. 
That fliouid preferve her in her Innocence, 
By Lull inverted to be us'd as Bawds ; 
I could not but in Duty frho' I know 
That the Relation kills in you all Hope 
Of Peace hereafter, and in me 'twill Ihew 
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Both bafe and poor to rife up her Accufer) 
Freely difcover it. 

Sfor, Eternal Plagues 
Purfue and overtake her ! for her Sake 
To all Pofterity may he prove a Cuckold^ 
And, like to me, a Thing fo miferable 
As Words may not exprcft him, that gives Truft 
To all-deceiving Women ! or, fince it is 
The Will of Heaven, to prefervc Mankind, 
That we muft know and couple with thefe Serpents, 
No wife Man ever, taught by my Example, 
Hereafter life his Wife with more RefpeA 
Than he would do his Horfe that does him Service ; 
Bafe Woman being in her Creation made 
A Slave to Man. But, like a Village, Nutfe, 
Stand I now curfing and confidering, when 
The tameft Fool would do ? — Within there ? Supbanoy 

Tiberlo, and the reft. 1 will be fuddcn ; 

And ihe fliall know and feel ; Love in Extremes 
Abus'd, knows no Degree of ^Jate. 

Etitfr Tiberius, Stephano, and Guard. 

Tth. My Lord. 

Sfor. Gk> fo the Chamber of that wicked Woman. 

Steph. What wicked Woman_, Sir ? . 

Spr. The Devil my Wife. 
Force a rude Entry ; and, if ftie refufc 
To follow you, drag her hither by the Hair, 
And know no Pity ; any gentle Ufage 
To her will call on Cruelty from me 
To fuch as ftiew it. — Sfand you flaring ? Go, 
And put my Will in Kdi. 

Steph. There's no difputing. 

Tib. But 'tis a Tempeft on the fudden rais'd 
- Who durft have dream'd of ? \_ExU Tib. and Steph, 

Sfor, Nay, fince flie dares Damnation, 
I'll be a Fury to her. 

6-3 



D,gn,-.rihyGOOglC 



246 THE DUKE OF MILAN, 

Fran. Yet, great Sir, 
Exceed not in your Fury ; flic's yet guilty 
Only in her Jntent. 

Sfor. Intent, Francifco f 
Ittloes ipclude all Fan, and I might fooner 
Be won to pardon Treafon to my Crown, 
Or one that l^ill'd my Father. 

FrM. You are wife. 
And know what's beft to do— !-Yet, if you pleafe 
To prove her Temper to the Height, fay only 
That I am dead ; and then obferve how far 
She'll' be tranfportcd. I'll remove a little, 
But be withio your Call :— Now to the Upfliot ; 
Hpwe'er I'H flSft for one, [^AJide.'] [Exih, 

Enter Tiberlo, Stepbaoo, Marcel'ia, and Guards 

Mire. Where is this Monfter * 
This walking Tree of Jealoufy, this Dreamer, 
This homed Beaft that would be ? Oh 1 are you here, 

Sir? 
Is it by your Commandment, or Allowance, 
I am thus bafely us'd ? Which of my Virtues, 
My Labours, Services, and Cares to pleafe you 
(For, to a Man fufpicious and unthankful. 
Without a Blulh, I may be mine own Trumpet) 
Invites this barbarous Courfe } — rpare you look 00 me 
Wi^out a Seal of Shame ? 

Sfor. Impudence, 
How ugly thou appearft now ! thy Intent 
Tol)e a Whore, leaves thee not Blood enot^h 
To make an honeft Blufli : What had the Aft done ? 

Marc. Retum'd thee the Diihonourthou dcferveft, 
Tho' willingly I had giv'n up myfelf 
To ev*ry common Letcher ! 

Sfor. Your chief Minion, 
Your chofen Favourite, your woo'd FratcifcOt 
Has dearly p:ud,for it; for. Wretch ! know, fae'l dead j 
And by my Hand, 
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jlfo-c. The bloodier Villain thou ! 
But 'tis noi to be w(»der'd at, thy Love 
Does know no other ObjeA ; thou haft kill'd then, 
A man I do profefs I-lov'd ; a Man 
For whom a thoufand Queens might well be Rivals, 
But he (I (peak it to thy Teeth) ^at dares be 
A jealous r ool, dares be a Murtherer, 
And knows no End in Mifchief. 

Sfor. 1 begin now 
In this my Juftice. [Stabs her. ■ 

Marc. Oh ! I have fool'd myfelf ' - 
Into my Grave, and only grieve for that 
Which, when you know you've ilatn an Innocent, 
You needs muft fuffer, 
■ '^Sfor. An Innocent? Let one 
ISalJpifl' iranq/it*, for he lives (vile Creature !) 

[Exit Stcphano. 
To juftify thy Falfehood, and how often 
With whorifti Flatteries thou'ft tempted him ; 
I being only fit to live a Stale, 
A Bawd and Property to your Wantonnefs, 

Enter Stepbano. 

Si^K Signior Francifio, Sir, but ev'n now 
Took Horft without the Ports, 

Marc, We're both abus'd, 
And both by him undone — Stay, Death, a little . 
Till I have clear'd myfelf unto my Lord, and then 
I willingly obey thee. — O my Sforza, 
Francifio was not tempted, but the Tempter ; 
And, as he thought to win me, fhew'd the Warrant 
That you fign'd for my Death. , 

S^. Then I believe thee; 
Believe thee innocent too. 

Marc. But, being contemn'd. 
Upon his Knees with Tears he did befcech me 
Not to reveal it. I, foft-hearted Fool! 
Judging his Penitence true, was won unto it. 
Indeed, th' UnkindneTs to be fencenc'd by jan 

R4 
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248 TH'E duke of MILAN,. 

Before that I was guilty in a Thought, 

Made me put on'a feeining Anger towards you. 

And now — behold the Ifliie. — As I do. 

May Heav*n foigive you. [^^H 

Tib. Her fweet Soul has left 
Her beauteous Prifon, 

Sfrt>h. Look to the Duke ; h? ftand^ 
As if he wanted Motion. 

T'^, Grief hath ftopp'd 
The Organ of his Speech. 

Stepb. Take up this Body, 
' And call for bis PHyficians. 

^r. O my Heart-ftrings^ • {Exeunty 



A C T V, S C E N E L 

; • Out of the Dutchy cf Milan, 

Eater Franeifco and Eugenia, 
Francifco. 

WHY couldftthou think, £(^«iw, that Rewards, 
Graces, or Favours, tho' ftrew'd thick Upon me. 
Could ever bribe me to forget mine Honour ? 
Or Aat I tamely would fit down, before , 
I had dry'd thefe Eyes, (till wet with Show'rs of Tears 
By th' Fire of my Revenge ? Look up, my deareft \ 
For that proud Fair, that, Thicf-Iikc, ftepp'd between 
Thy promis'd Hopes, and robb'd thee of a Fortune 
Almoft in thy Polfeffion, hath found. 
With horrid Proof, his Love,flie thouglit Jier Glwy, 
And an Affurance of all Happin^fs, 
But haft'ned her fad Ruin. i 

Eug. Do not flatter 
A Grief that is betKath it ; for, however 
Thf: credulous Duke to me prov'd &lie and cruel. 
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It is impofHbk he could be wrought 
To look on her, but with the Eyes of Dotage, 
4nd fo ferve her. 

Fran. Such indeed, I grant. 
The Stream qf his Affeftion was, and ran , 
Aconilant Courfe, till I with cunning Malice 
(And yet I wrong my Ad, for it was Juftice) 
Made it turn backward, and hate in Extremes 
Love banilh'd from his Heart, to fill the Room j 
• — In a Word, know fair Marcelia's dead, 

£«|-. Dead! 

Fran. AndbyJ^^za's Hand, Do's it not move you J 
How coldly you receive it ! I expcfted 
The mere Relation of To great a Bleffing, 
Born proudly on the Wings of fweet Revenge, 
Wquld^have call'd on a Sacrifice of Thanks, 
And Joy not to be bounded or conceal'd! 
You entertdn it with a Look, as if , 
¥ou wifli'd it were undone ! 

Eup. Indeed I do ; 
For, if my Sorrows could receive Additiop, 
Her fad Fate would increafe, not leflen 'em. 
She tifver iiyur'd me, but entertain'd 
A Fortune humbly, offer'd to her Hand, 
Which a wife Lady gladly would have kneel'd for, 
Unlefs you would impute it as a Crime, 
She was more fair than I, and had Difcretion 
Not to deliver up her Virgin Fort - 
(Tho' ftrait befi^'d with Flatteries, Vows, and Tears) 
Until the Church had made it fafe and lawful. 
And had I been the Miftrefs of her Judgment 
And conftant Temper, fkilfiil in the Knowledge 
Of Man's malicious Falfefaood, I had never, 
Upon his Hell-deep Oaths to marry me, 
Civ'n up my fair Name, and my Maiden Honour 
To his foul Lull ; nor liv'd now, being branded 
r th,' Forehead for his Whore, the Scora and Shame 
Of all good Women. 

Fran. , Have you then no Gal!, 
^nger, or Spleen familiar to your Sex ? 
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Or is it poffible that you could fee ■ 
Another to poflefs what was your due. 
And not grow pale with Envy ? 

Eug. Yes, of him 
That did deceive me. There's no Paflion, that 
A Maid (o injur'dever could partake of. 
But I have dearly fuffer'd. Thefe three Years 
In my Defire and Labour of Revenge, 
Trufted to you, I have indur'd the Throes 
Of teeming Woftien j and will hazard ait 
Fate can inflifl: on me, bilt I will reach 
Thy Heart, falfe Sforza.— You have trifled with me. 
And nor proceeded with that fiery Zeal 
I look'd for from a Brother of your Spirit. 
Sorrow fbrlake me, and all Signs of Grief 
Farewel for ever,— Vengeance, arm'd with Fury, 
Poflefs me wholly, now ! 

Fraa. The Keafon, Sifter, 
Of this ftrange Metamorphofls } 

EMg. Alk thy Fears : 
Thy bafe unmanly Fears, thy poor Delays; 
Thy dull Forgetfulnefs equal with Death j 
My Wrong, elfe, and the Scandal which can never 
Be wafh'd off from our Houfe but in his Blood, 
Would have ftirr'd up a Coward to a Deed 
In which, tho' h« had fall'n, the brave Intent 
Had crown'd itfelf with a fair Monument, 
Of noble Refolution. In this Shape 
I hope to get Accefs ; and, then, with Shame. 
Hearing my fudden Execution, judge 
What Honour thou haft loft, in being tranfcended 
By a weak Woman. 

Fran, Still mine own, and dearer ; 
And yet in this you but pour Oil on Fire, 
And offer your Aiiftance where it needs not ! 
And, that you may perceive I lay not fallow, 
But had your Wrongs ftamp'd deeply on my Heart 
By th' Iron Pen oi Vengeance, I attempted, 
By whoring her, to cuckold him t That failing, - 
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X did be^Q his Tragedy in her Death, 
To which it ferv'd as Prologue, and will make 
A memorable Story of your Fortunes 
in my affur'd Revenge. — Only, beil Sifter, 
Let us not lofe ourfelves in the Performance, 
By your rafii l/ndertaking } we will be 
As iudden as you could wifti. 

Eug. Upon thofe Terms 
I yield myfelf and Caufe to be difpos'd qf 
As yoM think fit, 

Mfter a Servanl* 

. Frav. Thy Purpofe } 

Strv> There's one Graccho, . 
That follow'd you, it feema, upon the Track, 
Since you left Mtlan^ that's importunate 
To have A(cefS| aqd will npt be deny'd ; 
'His Hafte, he fays, concerns yqut 

Fran. Bring hun to me, I^'' Servom^ 

Tho' he hath -Jaid an Ambuih for my Lire, 
Or Appreheafion, yet I will prevent him, 
A°d work mine own Ends out, 

Extfr Qraccho, 

Grac, Now for my Whipping 1 
And if I now out-ftrip him not, and catch him, 
And by a new and ftrange Way too, hereafter 
I'll fwcar tljerff are Worms in my Brains. [^^ 

Fi-an. Now, my gopd Graabo / 
We meet as 'twere by Miracle ! 

Grac. f^ove, and Duty, 
And Vigilance in me for my Lord's Safety, 
Firft taught me to umtgiQe you were here,' 
And then to follow you. All's come forth, my Lord, 
T^at you could wifli conceal'd. The Dutchels' 

Wound, 
|n the Duke's Rage put home, yet gave her I-cav?v 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOglC 



45? THE DUKE OF MILAN. 

Xo acquaint him with your Prad;iccs, which your Flight 
Did cafily confirm.' 

Frfl», fhislexpeded; 
But furc you come provided of good Counfel 
To help in my Extremes. 

Grac. I would not hurt you, 

Fran. How? Hurt me? Such another Word's th/ 
Death; 
Why, dar'ft thou thhJt it can fall in thy Will, 
T' outlive what I determine ? 

Grac. How he awes me ! ■ ■ \_Jfide, 

Fran, Be brief, what brought thee hither ? 

Grac. Care to inform you 
You are a condemn'd Man, purfu'd and fiioght for. 
And your Head rated at ten thoufand Ducats 
To him that biings it. 

Frj«. Very good. 

Grac. All Paflages 
Are intercepted,' and choice Troops of-Horfe 
Scour o'er the .neighbour Plains ; your Pifture fent 
To ev'ry State coofederate with Milan. 
That, tho' I grieve to fpeak it, in my Judgment, 
So thick your Dangers meet, and run upon you. 
It is impoffible you Ihould efcape 
Their curious Search. 

Eu^. Why, let us then turn Romans, 
And, falling by our o\yn Hands, mock their Threats, 
And dreadtul Preparations. 

Fran. 'Twould fhow nobly ; 
But that the Honour of our full Revenge 
Were loft in the raih Aftion. No, .Eji^fWtf, 
Graccho is wife ; my Friend too, not my Servant, 
And I dare truft hini with my lateft Secret. 
We would (and thou muft help us to perform it) 
Firft killrhe'Duke — then, fall what can upon us ; 
For Injuries are writ in Brafe, kind Graccho, 
And not to be forgotten. ' 

Grac. He inftnifts me ' 

Whatlftioulddo. f^, 

Fran. What's that? . . 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOglC 



THE DUKE OF MitAN. 153 

Grac. ,1 labour with 
A ftrong Defire t' aflift you with my Service; 
And now I am deliver'd of t. 

Fran. I told you- [2o Eugenia. 

Speak, my oraculous Graccho. 

Grac. I have heard. Sir, 
Of Men in Debt, that lay'd for by their Creditors, . 
(In all fuch Places where It could be thought 
They would take ShelCer)-chofe far Sanctuary " , 

Their Lodgings underneath their Creditors, ." . 

Or near that Prifon to which they were, defign'd, . 
If apprehended ; confident that thei-e- " > ■ 
They never ihould be fought for. -, , 

Eug. 'Tis a ftrange oqc ! 

Fran. But what infer you from it ? 

Grac. This, my Lord ; 
That, fince all Ways of your Efcape are ftoppM, 
In Mtian only, or, what's more, i'th' Court 
(Whither it is prefum'd you dare not come) 
Conceal'd in fome Difguifc, you may live fafe. 

Fran. And not to be difcover'd ? 

Grac. But by myfelf. 

Fran. By thee ? Alas ! . I know thee honeft, Gracch, 
And I will put thy Counfel into Aft, 
And fudde;ily. Yet, not to be ungrateful 
For all thy loving Travel to preferve me. 
What bloody End foe'er my Stars appoint. 
Thou Ihalt be fafe, good Gracch. — Who's within there > 

Grac. In the Devil's Name, what means he ? £4^d>. 

Enter Servants. 

Fran, Take my Friend 
Into yourCuftody, and bind him faft; ■ 
■ I would not part with him. 

Grac. My good Lord. i 

Fran. Difpatch : ' ' '. 
'Tis for your good, to keep you honeft, Graccho, 
I would not have ten thoufand Ducats tempt'you .. 
(Being of a loft and Wax-like DifpoTitioi*) ' * 
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To play the Tnutor ; nor a foolifti Itch 

To be r<!vcng'd for your late excellent Whipping 

Give you the Opportunity to offer 

My Head for SatisfaAioft. Why, thou Fool, 

I can look thro' and thro* thee : thy Intents 

Appear to me as written in thy Forehead 

In plain and eafy Charaden ; and but that 

I fcorn a Slave's bafe Blood fliould raft that Sword 

That from a Prince expels a fcarlet Dye, 

Thou now were dead ; but live only to pray 

For good Succefs k> crown my Undertakings, 

And then, at my Return, perhaps. 111 free thee, 

[Exeunt Servants with Graccho. 
To make me further Sport. — Away with him ! 
I wilt not hear a Syllable. We muft truft 
Ourfelvcs, Eugenia ; and tho' we make ufeof 
The Counfel of our Servants, that Oil fpcnt. 
Like Snuffs that do offend, we tread them out. 
But now to our lafl Scene, which we'll fo carry. 
That few Ihall underftand how 'twas begun. 
Till all, with half an Eye, may fee 'tis (tone. {Exmtt. 



S C E N E 11. 

At inner Jpartment in the Vakce» 
Enter Pefcara, Tiberio, and Stephano. 

Pejc. The like was never read of. 

Steph. In my Judgment, 
To all that Ihall but hear it, 'twill appear 
A moft impoffiblc Fable. 

?7*. For Francifio, 
My Wonder is the lefs, bccaufe there are 
Too many Precedents of unthankful Men 
Rais'd up to Greatnefs which have after ftudied- 
The Ruin of their Makers. 

Stepb. But that Melancholy, 
llio' ending in Diftra£tion, ihould work 
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So far upon a Man as to compel him 
To court a Thing that has not Senfe nor Being, 
Is unto me a Miracle. 

Pe/c. Troth, I'll tell yoii. 
And briefly as I can, by what Degrees 
He fell into this Madnefs- ' When by the Care 
Of his Phyficians he was brought to Life, 
As he had only pafs'd a. fearful Dream, 
And had not a<^ed what I grieve to think on. 
He call'd for fair Alarcelia, and being told 
That flie was dead, he broke forth in Extremes, 
(I would not fay blafphem'd) and cry'd that Heaven 
For all the Offences that Mankind could do. 
Would never be fo cruel as to rob it 
Of fo much Sweetiiefs, and of fo much Goodnels, 
That not alone was lacred in herfelf. 
But did preferve all others innocent 
That had but Converfe with her. Then it came 
Into his Fancy that Ihe was accus'd 
By his Mother and his Sifter ; thrice he curs'd 'em. 
And thrice his defperate Hand was on his Sword . 
To've kiird 'em both ; but he reftrain'd, and they 
Shunning his Fury, 'fpite of ail Prevention 
He would have tum'd his Rage upon himfelf ; 
When "wifely his Phyficians looking on 
The Dutchefs' Wound, to ftay his ready Hand, 
Cry'd out, it was not mortal. 

7j^. *Twas well thought on. 

Fe/c. He ea61y believing what he wilh'd 
More than a Perpetuity of Pleafure 
In any Objeft elfe j flatter'd by Hope, 
Forgetting his own Greatnefs, he fell proftrate 
At the Dod:or*s Bept, implor'd then: Aid, and fwore. 
Provided they recover'd her, he would live 
A private Man, and they Ihould Ihare bis Dukedom. 
They feem'd to promife fsur, and ev'ry Hour 
Vary their Judgments, as they find his Fit 
To fulFer Inteteiiffion or Extremes : 
Ftjr his Behaviour fince ■ ■ 
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SJitr, (fTithin) As you have Pity, 
Support her gently. 

Pe/c. Now, be yOur own Witnefles ; 
I am prevented. 

Enler Sforza, Ifabella,_ Mariarta ; the Body of Marcelii 
brott^ht in j DoSor^s Servants. 

SfoTi Carefully, I befeech you; 
The gentleft Touch torments her, and then think 
What I flianfuffer.r—0 you earthy Gods, •. " 

You lecond Natures, that from your great Mafter ■ ' 
(Wlio jwn'd the Limbs of torn Hippotitm, 
And drew upon himfelf the Thunderer's Envy) 
Are. taught thofe hidden Secrets that reftore ' 

To Life Death --wounded Men^ you have a Patient ' 
On whom t' exprefs the Excellence of Art, 
Will bind ev'n Heav'n your Debtor, tho' it pleafes 
To make your Hinds the Organs of a Work ■ , 
The Saints will fmile to look cm, and good Angels- 
Clap their celeftial Wings to give it Plaudits. 
How pale and wan ihe looks I O pardon me. 
That I prefume (dy'd o'er with bloody Guilt, 
Which makes me, I confefs, far, far unworthy) 
To touch this Snow-white Hand.-^How cold it is I 
This once wa,s Cupids Fire-bcand, and ftill 
Tis foto me.— How flow her Pulfes beat too ; 
Yet, in this Temper, ihe is all Perfeftion 
And Miftrefs of a Heat fo full of Sweetnefs, 
The Blood of Virgins, in theitf Pride of Youth, 
Are Balls of Snow or Ice comparM unto her. 

-Mari. Is not this Urangc ? 

Ifjb. Oh! crofshimnot,dear©aughter; 
Our Confcience- tells us we have been abus'd. 
Wrought to accufe the Innocent, and with him 
Are guilty of a Fadt. 

Enter a Servant, 
Miri. 'Tis now part Help. 
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Pefc> With me ? What k he ? 

Serv. He has a ilrange Afpe<ft j 
A Jew by Birth, and a Phyfieian 
By his ProfelEon, as he fays, who, hearing 
Of the Duke's Phrenfy,, on the Forfeit of 
His Life, will undertake to render him 
Perfed: in etefy Part. — Provided that 
Your Lordfliip's Favour g^in him free Accefs, 
And your Pow'r with the Duke a fafe Proteftionj 
Till the great Work be ended. 

¥efc. Bring me to him ; 
As I findCailfe, I'll do. \Bxetmt Pefcara and Servant* 

Sfor. How foundflie flecps ! 
Hcav'n keep her from a Lethargy !^ — ^How long 
(But anfwer rnt with Comfort, I befeech you) 
JDoes yourfure Judgment tell you, that thefe Lids 
That cover richer Jewels than themfelves. 
Like envious Nighty will bac thefe glorious Suns 
From Alining on me ? 

I Do^. We have giv'n her. Sir, ■ 
A fleepy Potion that will hold her long* 
That ftie may be lefs fenfible of the Torment 
The Searching of her Wound will put her to* 

2, DoSti She now feels little ! but, if we ihould wake 

To hear her fpeak would fright both us and you. 
And therefore dare not haftaj \U 

S/br, I'm patient. 
You fee I do not rage, but wait your Pleafure. 
What do you think Ihe dreams of now ? for fure, 
Altho' her Body's Organs are bound faft. 
Her Fancy cannot ilumber. 

I Do£i, That, Sir, looks on 
Your Sorrow for your late ralli Aft wiih-Pity 
Of what you fuffer for it, and prepares 
To meet the free Confeffion of your GiiUt 
With a glad Pafdon< 

Sfor. She was ever kind, 
And herDifpleafure, tho' call'd on, fliort-Uv'd 

Vol. L S 
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Upon the leaftSubihiffion. — O you Powers 

Tnat can convey our Thoughts to one another 

Without the Aid of Eyes or Ears, affift me ! 

Let her behold me in a plealing Dream 

Thus, on my Knees before her I (yet that Duty 

In me is not fuffident) let her fee me 

Compel my Mother, from whom I took Life, 

And this my Sifter, Partner of my Being, 

To bow thus low unto her ; let her hear us 

In my Acknowledgment freely' twifefs 

That we in a Degree as high are guilty 

As (he is innocent.— Bite your Tongues, vileCreatur«^ 

And let your inward Horror fright your Scnils, 

For having bely'd that Purenels, to come aear wbiclt 

All Women that Pofterity can bring forrh 

Muft be, tho' ftriving eo be good, poor Rivals. 

And for that Dog Fraiui/cCy (that feduc'd me,. 

In .wounding her, to rate a TwRple built 

To Chaftity and Sweetnefs) let her know 

I'll follow him to Hell but I will find him. 

And there live a fourth Fury to torment him. 

Then for this curfed Hand and Arm, that guided 

The wicked Steely I'll haVethem Joint by Joint 

With burning Irons fear'doff, which I will eat, 

I bdng a Vulture fit totafte fuch Carrion. 

Laftly— 

I I)o£i. You are too loud. Sir ; you difturb 
Her fweet Repofc. 

. Sfor. I'm hufti'd. — Yet give us Leave,^ 
Thus proftrate at her Feet, our Eyes bent dotrtward. 
Unworthy, and a&am*d to look upon her, 
T' expeft her gracious Sentence. 

ft Do£i. He's paft Hope. 

I Do£i. The Body too will putrify, and their 
We can no longer cover the Impofture ; 

Tt^, Which in her Death iviUquidtly be dHcoverll. 
I can but weep his Fortune. 

Stepb. Yet DC careful 
You lofe no Minute to prefcrve him ; Time 
May leffen bis Ditlraaion. 
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Enter Pefcara^ Fraaciico> aui Eugenia. 

Pi-an. I am DoGod> Sir, 
To give a new J-ife to Hctj yet I'U hazard 
My Head, 1*11 work the fctifelef8Tjuidt.t:*^p«tf 
To him as it had gt^ a {^cond Being, 
Or that the Soul that's fle^i from't, were call'd back 
To govern it again. I will prefervc it 
In the 6rft Sweetnefs, and by a ftfwjge Viajmur, 
Which ru infufe into her Mouth, create 
A feeming Breath i I'll make her Vdas nm Jligh too. 
As if they had mie Motion. 

Pefi* Po but this, . 
Till we^ufe Me^s to win upon bis PafEons 
T' endure to hear ihe's dead with fpmc fmall Patience^ 
And make thy own Reward. 

Fran. The^Xufe 
Admits no Looker on : I only aik 
The fourth Part ot an Hour, to pcrfeA that . 

I' boldly un^rf ake. 

Pffc. I will procure it. 

z DoSt. What ftranger'ffiChis ? 

Pejc. Sooth sne in all I fay ; 
There is a main JtAd in't. 

FrMM, Beware ! 

Eug. I'm warn'd. 

Pe/c. Look up. Sir, chearfiilly ; Comfort in me 
l^lows ^ongly IQ you. 

^or. From whence came that Sound ? 
Was it from my Mtrceiia ? If it were, 
I rife, and Joy will give me Wings to meet it. 

Ptfc, Nor Hull your Expedation be deferred 
But a faw Mioutes. Your Phyficians are 
Mere Voice, and no Performance : I have found. 
A Man that can do Wonders : Do not hinder 
The Dutchefs' wifli'd Recovery to enquire. 
Or what he is, or to give Thanks, but leave him 
To work this Muracle. 

Sfor. Sure, 'tis my good Angel : 
S 2 
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I do obey in afx Things ; be it Death 

For any to diHivb him, or come near. 

Till he be pkas'A to call us. — O, be profp'rous. 

And make a Duke thy Bondman ! 

[£.vif«/ all but Francifco W Eugenia. 

Fran. 'Tis my Purpofe ; 
If that to ftU a long-w'ih'd Sacrifice 
To my Revenge can be a Benefit ; 
I'll firft make faft the Doors.— 3o. ■ 

Eug. You amaze me t 
What follows now ? ' ■ 

Fran. A full Conckifion 
Of all thy Wifties. — Look-On thisj Eugenia, ' 
Ev'n fuch a Thing, the proudeli Fair on Eartfc ■ 
(For whofc'Delignt the Elements are ranfeck'd. 
And Art with Nature ftudies to prefervc her) 
Muft be, when ihe is fummon'd to appear 
I'th' Court of Death. But I lofe Time. ■■' ■ 

Etig. What mean you ? ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ i 

Fran. Difturbmenot.— Your Ladylhip looks pale; 
But I, your DoSor, have a Cerufe for you. 
See, my Eugenia, how many Fates, 
That are ador'd in Court, borrow thefe Helps, 

\Taints the Body. 
And pafs for Excellence, when the better Part 
Of them are like to this. — Your Mouth finells four too ; 
But here is that ftiall take away the Scent, 
A precious Antidote old Ladies ufe 
When they would kifs, knowing their Gums are rotten : 
—Thefe Hands too, that difdain'd to take a Touch 
From any Lip, whofe Honour writ not Lord, 
Are now bur as the coarfeft Earth \ but I 
Am at the Charge, my Bill not to be paid too. 
To give them feeming Beauty .-^So, 'tis done. 
How do you like my WOrkmanfhip ? 

Eug. I tremble : . 
And thus to tyrannize upon the Dead 
Is moft inhuman 

Fran. Come we for Revenge, 
And can we think on Pity ? Now to the Upffiot, 
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And, as it proves, applaud it.' My Lord,,the Duke, 
Enter with Joy, and fee the fadden Change, 
Vour Servant's Hand hath wrought. 

Enter Sforza and the reji, 

■ Sfbr. I live again 
In my full Confidence that Mircelia may 
Pronounce my Pardon. — Can Ihe fpeak yet ? 

Fran. No : 
You muflnot look for all youj; Joys at once ; 
That will aft. longer Time. 

Pej'c. 'Tis wondVous ftrange ! 

sfor. By all the Dues of Love I have had from her. 
This Hand feems as it was when iirO: I kifs'd it : 
Thefe Lips invite too : — 1 could ever feed 
Upon thefe Rofes ; they ftiU keep their Colour , 
And native Sweetnefs ; only the Neilar's wanting. 
That, like the Morning Dew in fiow'ry May^ 
Preferv'd them m their Beauty. 

Enter Graccho. 

Grac. Treafon, Treafon ! 

Ttb, Call up the Guard. 

Fran. Graccho ! then we are loft. 

Grac. I am got off'. Sir Jew. — A Bribe hath done it,' 
For all your ferious Charge ; there's no Difguife 
Can keep you from my Knowledge, 

Sfor. Speak. 

Grac. lam out of Breath, 
But this is- — 

Fran. Spare thy Labour, Fool. Francifco. '* 

»S Fraacifio ! 
Franci/ca't bold ATonral of hii Guilr, with an emphatical Repetiiton 
of hU Name, and the Enumeration of his feveral A6te of vilbny, 
which he julli6es from a Spirit of Kevenge, in all Probability gave 
rife to one of the molt atiiRiated Scenes in draraatick Poetry. The 
Reader will eafily fee, ihat I refer to ihe laft Aft of Dr. rnutg's A~ 
VMge, where,2a((gtf, like Fratclfio, defends every crti^l. »nd tt^- 
chcrousA'ftliellal'COa'.inlttedrrbraaPmicipleofdeepRefentmeni.iJ. 

S3 
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jm. Monfterofilen! » 

Fran. Give me sll Attributed 
Of all you can imagine, yet I glory 
To be the Thing I was born. — I am Froncifco ; 
Francifcoy that was rais'd by you, and made 
The Minion of the Time ; the fame Franci/co, 
That would have whor'dthis trunk when it had Life) 
And, after, brcath'd a Jealoufy upon thee, '* 
As killing At thofe Damps that belch out Plaguei 
When the Foundation of the Earth is fliafcen; 
1 made thet do a Deed Heav'n will not pardon, 
Which was — to kill an Innocent. 

Sfor. Call forth the Tortures 
For all that Flefli can feel. 

/Vjw, 1 dare the worft ; 
Only, to yield feme Reafon to the World 
Why I purfu'd this Courie, look on this Face, 
Made old by thy bafe Falfehood j 'tis Eugenia, 

Sfor. Eugtnia! 

Fran. Docs it ftart you. Sir ? My Sifler, 
Seduc'd and fool'd by thee : But thou muft pay t 
The Forfeit of thy FflIfehood,--Does it not work yet ? 
Whate'er becomes of me (which I efteem not) 
Thou art mark'd for the Grave. I've giv'n thee Ppifon 
In this Cup, '^ now obfcrve me, which thy laft 
Caroufiqg deeply of, made thee forget 
Thy vow'd Faith to Eugenia, 

Ptfc. Odamn'd ViUain! 

Jfab, How do you, Sir ? 

Sfor, Like one 
That learns to know in Death what Panifliment 

— . —^ !»■ *S ^ ye^onjy itftn lUe 

Ai iilUmg at tbefi Damfs, &c. 

'Wn ia a beanfiful 8im2e, and trbly originid j *d the whde t1«« 
Beauiieg of ihis Tragedy, though inferior to thofe of ^akeAtar't 
OibtlJc, are fuch peculiar Eiceliencieai that there are none of tnf 
Author, ancient or modern, that can be btought in Compcritioo 
Witt them; . *^ 

»; A thit Cup intua the Lip*, of J(£,rcf^#. '7ff, jfef 
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Waits on the Breach of Faith. Ob 1 now I feel 
An jEiaa in my Entrails. — I have liv'd 
A Prince, and m^ lait Breath iball be command. 
— I burn, I burn ! yet ere Life be eonfum'd. 
Let me pronounce upon this Wretch all Torture 
That witty Cruelty can.invent. 

Pefc. Away with ^hn ! 

Slip. In all Thingi we will fcrve you. 

Fran. Farewel, after 1 
Now I have kept my Word, Torments I fcom : 
I leave die World with Glory. — They are Men, 
And leave behind them Name and Memory, 
That wrong'd, do right themfelves befiMcthey die. 

[Exeunt Guard xvlth FrapciltO. 

Stt^. A defperate Wretch ? 

for. I come : Death ! I obey thee, 
et I will not die raging ; for alas ! 
My whole Life was a F«afy. — Good Eugemu^ 
In Death foi|;ive me. — As you love me, bear her 
To fomc religiottS Houfe, there let her fpend 
The remnant of her Life. — ^When I am Aihei, 
Perhaps ihe'll be appeas'd, and fpare a Prayer 
For my poor Soul. — Bury me with Mxrcelm — 
And let our Epkaph be \_Dies. 

Ttb, His Speech is ftop't. 

Stepb. Already dead i 

Pefc. It is in A^tin to labour 
To call hifn back. We'll give him Funeral, 
And then determine of the State Affairs : 
And learn, from this Example, " There's noTruft 
" Id a Foundation xkiax. is built cm Lull." 

[Exeunt. 

Ijt it not my IniOBtim x» tceuble tbe R«itler. in ik» fjition 
with Renarki on <Very Pi»y j bm I caa&ot fuffef thi» otihe D*ie 
of Mikn t» ptA UoadiKXd, u I eaolidef it to be one of fhr^ nobleft 
Tragedict that mwww wmpofed, pofleflix^g e*cr>- Excellence of ihe 
Age in vi\Kh it wm wncten, without any of the Fault* with which ' 
ibcy are generally Mrcoisfaaicd. It ii fo fitc from UliWtlrX' ^^ 
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even rrom Buftbonery, that I wculder it fucceeded : Graccho, indeed, 
is Ibmctiines ludicroui, but is oever indeceot ; nor is he a Character 
wantoDlyiDtroduced to make tbe Audience laugh, but a necefliirj 
Agent. The Plot is fingle; and fo very ftridlyfo, that there is not any 
Incident whatfoever in the Play, even to the Whipping of Gracchu, 
that doM not materially conduce to the CataHiopbe. The Lan- 
guage is uncon^tnonly beautiful, even for Ma^ngtr ; the Sentiments 
natural, elevated and afiefling; and the continual Succc&lon of 
noble and iaterefiing Situations, which keep the Attention and the 
Feeling! of the Spci^ators alive, mull render it delighifulin the Re- 
ptefentaiioa, if the laft K€i were altered ia fuch a Muincr, that the 
Body of MarctUa (hould Bot appear in View. _ It muft be confelTed, 
that in their Squabble with each other, the Ptinceffes depart moft cru- 
elly from their Dignity. I will not aflert that this is contrary to Na- 
ture ; for, poffibly Rage, like other Faflicnis in Excefs, may level alt 
Diflindions of Rank ( and PrincefTn themfelves, when thoroughly 
irritated, may vent their Refencment like vulgar Women ; but it ii 
certainty contrary to Decorum, and (hould have been ^voided. In 
this Particular, however, the Play may eafily be correfted ; for tho' 
it is neceflary that they flwuld quaaet, it is not neceffiuy that they 
Hiould proceed to Blows, or abu(e each other in fuch Siliir^jgare 

It is impofiihle for any one <o read this Tragedy, without turning 
his Thoughts to Shaktfftart'i OiMl», and comparing them together ; 
forthegeneralSubJECt of both tjwfc phiys is precibly the &me. It 
i» Jealoafy excited by the Artihcet of a Villain, in the Breafl of a 
generous, unfurpicious Man ; to fo fatal a Degree, that it urges him 
to facrifice an innocent Wife, and finally ends m lua own Deftru^tion, 
with that of the Mifcreant, who worked him up to it. 

So &r thefe Pieces referable each other, hut here the Refemblanca 
ceafes; for with RefpcA to the Incidents that ate to produce thele 
Events, and the Conduit and Charaflers of the Perfons of tho 
prama, they differ eniircly. The manly love of Oibtllo bears no 
Refcmhlance to the impotent Dota^ of Sferza j the Mind of the 
Moor is free from the llighteft TinSure of Jealoufy j whereas that 
«f SfoTza is naturally pittne to iti and, though he has 4 thorough Con- 
£deace in the Virtue of his Wife, he is tormented with a reflleft 
Jealoufy of any other Man's poiTefling her,, even after his Death. 
No two Characters were ever more unlike than the haughty, fenfi- 
ble, fpirited Marcelia and the gentle DefJemona ; and the Ana of 
Francifco are not employed to operate iramediately on the Mind of 
ffforza, a» lagt does upon that of Othelle, but to eD_gage MarctUa to 
take fuch Steps, as naturally prepare that deluded Prince, to give 
full Belief to it, when Traneifio telh him that' the Dutchefs loves 
him. It is really furprifing that two fuch beautiful Edifices, though 
hoth erected on the fame Ground-plan, (hould differ when completed 
fo totally from each oiher, that there is not perhaps a fingle Ca:-. 
(ttmfianpein which the Superihu^uccs agree. M. M, 

End of Tas. Duke of Milan, 
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My much Honoured, and moft True Frieiuli, 

Sir PHILLIP KNYVET, Knt. aftd Bart. 

ANP TO 

Si? THOMAS JEAY. Knight. 

AKD 

THOMAS BELLINGHAM, of Nt1viithk& 
in Sujexj Enquire. 

TJOW much lachowle^e w^jilf bound for your fo mst^f 
and ntr0or£»ary Frvours conferred wpo* «f , as far as U 
fs in my Power PqfierityJhaU taie Netia, I wire m^- »*■ 
worth offuch noble Friends^ if IJhould not with ail Thdnk- 
fulnefs, profefs and own ibem. In the CoH^i^ion of this 
Tragedy yott were my only Suf^rteft, and it being now by your 
principd Eftcourgement to be turned into the ff^rld) it eamioi 
walkfafer, than under your Protection, It hath been h^fy 
in the Suffrage of fmu Uamtd and judicious Gentlemtit whtH 
it was prefented, norjhall they find Cauft^ I hope, in the Perm* 
fd, to repent tlxm of their good Opinion of it. If the Oravi- 
{y and Height of the SifbJeS difit^efucb as are only qfe£led 
with figgs and PibaUryt (as I frefutne it wiU) their Candem- 
nation o/«w and my Poem, can no way offend me : My Rea- 
fon teaching me, fitfh maiicious, and ignorant DetraSers de- 
ferve rather Contempt than SatisfaSion. I ever held it the 
moftperfe^ ffirth of my Minerva; and therefore in Jufiice 
(ffer it to thofe that have t0 deferved of me, who, 1 hope, it 
their coiffteous Acceptance will render it worth their receiving, 
and ever, in their geiftle Conjrutiion of my ImperfeHions, oe- 
Ueve they may at their Pleafurt Sfpofe of him, who is wholly 
findfincerly 

Devottd to their Service, 

Vniiftif Massimger. 
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Dramatis Perfonae, 



Domitianus Cajar. 
Farts, the Tr^edJan.' 
farl&enius, a Free-man of 

Ce/ar's. 
.MUus Lamia, and Slefha- 

ms. 
Junius Rufticus, 
Jretims Gemens, Cafars 

Spy. 
Mf(1>us, a Player. 
Pbiiargus, a rich Miier. 
J*alpburius Sura^ a Senator. 
Fulciuius, a Senator, 
X-dtinus, a Player. 
Three Tribunes, 
Two Liflors. 

Domitia, the Wife oi^Uus 
Lamia. 

DomitiUay Coufin-gennan 
to Ce/ar. 

JuUay Tttus's Daughter. 

Cenist Ve^fien^s Concu- 
bine. 



Original liters. 



}oiK( LowiH. 
Joseph Tatlok. 
RiCHASD Sharpe. 

Thomas Pollaed. - 

Robert Benfield. 

EyllARDT SwANSTOHli 

Richard Robinsok. 
Anthony Smith. 
William Patr'icke, 

CuRTlSE GrETILL. 

GioRGE Vernon. 
Jahxs Horne. 
John Tompson, 

John Hcnnieman. 

William Triggx. 
Alixander Gough, 
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SCENE, ilg Rcfman neatrt. 

Enter Paris, Latinus, and ^fopus* 

^fopU9. 

WH AT do we a£t to-day ? 
Lat. Agave's Frenzy, ■ i 

With fentheui bloody End. > 

Paris. It fkills not what ; 
The Times are dull, and all that we receive 
Will hardly fatisfy the Day's Expence. 
The Greeks (to whom we owe the firft Invention 
Both of the bulkin'd Scene and humble Sock) 

0*"* The Plot of this Tragidj' ia taken from fte Life oi Dottitianut 
Emperor of £an£,- jlfo^bjcr feems to have copied it from ^wtMr/ni^ 
and to have been' very ftrift to Hiftory : The Tale itfelf is of too 
great a Length to tranfcribe ; therefore I fhatl tefer th6 ciirbus 
Reader to the Original. 

Moll of the oM Engli/b Pfiys, both Tragedietand Com edict, are> 
hiftoricalj not confined tomyUnliy of Time, Place, or Aftion: But* 
Series of Adrcnturei told dramatically, and filled with ever^ loci- 
dent that was contained intheSlory. — Moll of them arealmoft a Tran- 
fcriptbf the'Hiftory or Novel which firft gave the Hint tothePoer, 
begins wlih the fame Citeumftarces, are compofed of the fame 
Characters, abounds with as great it Number 6i Epifodes, and have 
89 many different Cataftrophes to conclude the Whole : — Hcneo it 
happens, that they are more fruitful of extraordinary Evenfs, and . 
■re enriched with a greater Variety of common-place KcBllMion* 
than perhaps our more regular Plays will allow of, though (hey are 
notfoHmpiein Defign, or fo agreeable co the Laws of i^try.r-Of 
this Kind is the Sema/i AHor, tlie BmJmait^ and moft of JVfi#t- 
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That reign in every noble Family, 
Declaim againft us : And our Amphitheatre, 
Great Pott^^t Work, that hath sVen fuli Delight 
Both to the Eye and Ear' of Fifty Thoufend 
Spectators in one Day, as if it were 
Some unknown Delait, or great Rmne unpeopl'd, 
Is quite forlakea. 

L^t. Fleafurcs of worfe Natures 
Are gladly entertain'd, find they that (hun us, 
Frafbfe, in private Sports the Stews would Inulh ^t, 
A Litm \xxtit by eight UburrJan Slaves* 
To buy DifeainTTom « glorious ScnimpiEt, 
The mod cenforious of our Roman Gentry, 
Nay, of tbe guarded Robe *, the St^utors, 
Eftecm an eajy Purchafe. 

Pais. Yet grudge us. 
Than with Delight join Profit, aftd endeavour 
To build their Minds up fiiir, and on the St^e 
Decypher to thie Life whst Honours n^ 
On good and glorious A^ods, and t^ Shame 
That treads upon the Heels of Vice, the Salary 
Of fix Sefiertft. 

jEf<^. For the Profit, Paris, 
And mercenary Gain, they're Things beneath us ; 
Since, while you hold your Grace and Power wkh 

Oefar, 
We, itora your Bonnty find a large 5u^y> 
Not can oneTfaou^t of Want ever approach vs. 

Paris. Our Aim is Glory, and to leave our Names 
To Aftertime. 

' Im. Andj would they ^ve us Leave, 
There ends all our Ambition. 

^(^. We've &jemies, 
And great One* too, I fear. *Tis nven out lately. 
The Conful A-erims {Cffa/i Spy) 
Said at his Table, ere a Month expir'd 
(For being gall'd in our kft Comedy) 
He'd iilence us &r ever. 

■ Giiuiled Robe, « lM«d air bwiercd Robe.— — tlie Ldtid^vmt. 
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Paris. lexpeft , 

No favour from him; my Aroag Aventise ii. 
That ^eat Dom'itian, whom we oft hsK aiwa'd 
It] hit mofl fuUcn Mobds, will ojux return, 
Who can repair, with Ea&, iha Conful'sBj&iw* 

Lai. "Vii frcqiuent in the Cky, hs kadi fubduod^ . 
Th.c-Calti and the Dad, and, era loti& 
The fecond Time will enter Rowt in Triumph. 

Enter ftw LKBarJ, 

Paris. Jove haftei it.^— With in ? '— I new belieye 
The Conful's Threati, j^«. 

1 Ltf7. You're ruounon'd 
T'appear to-day in SenatiC 

2 Lf^. And there to aofwer 
What fliall be ui^'d agmft yoa. 

Paris. We obey you. . . 
Nay, droop not, FeBows ; binocence ftouM ibe bold* 
We that have perfottttod in the Scene 
The ancient Heroes, and the Falls of Piinen 
With loud Applauie, bdng to a& ourielvQi, 
Muft do it with undauBtod ConfideBce. . 
Whate'fT our Sentence be, thinJk -'tis ij3 Bport. 
And, tho' condemn'id, let's hesr it withfHit Sorrow. 

I IJ3. 'Tis ipofcon Uke yourfedf. 

SMter JEXaxiy Lamia, Juniui Ru^cus, Pal^bnziuif 
and Sura. 

iMtnia. : Whither Boes Fims f 

I lif?. He's cited to the Senate. 
■ Lot, I am glad the State is 

So free irooi Matteis of more Wdght and Trouble, 
That it has vacant Time to loolcon us. 

Paris. That reverend Place, in which die ASmm «f 
Kii^s 
And Provinces were determin'd, to defcend 

3 mih m;— Thefe Woida an addrefledAtke USm. M. X. 
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To th' Cenfure of a bittet Word or Jcft, 

Dropp'd from a Poet's Pen ! Peace to your Losditup^^ 

We are glad that you are fafe. 

(^Exeunt USIorSy Paris, Ladmis, and .^fbpus^ 

Lamia. What Times arethefe ! 
Toy/hatitRaiwiaWnl may we, bdl^ alone^ 
Speak our Thoughts freely of the Prince and State^ 
And not fear the Informer ? 

Sijfi. Nohie Lamia, 
So d^gefoiis the Age is, and foch bad A&s 
Are praftis'd every where, we hardly flcep, 
"Kiy, cannot dream with Safety, All our Aftioas 
Arc call'd in Queftion ; u> be nobly bora 
Is how a Crime ; and to deferrc too well. 
Held capital Treafon. Sons-accufe their Fathers, 
Fathers their'Sons ; and, but to win a Smile 
{"rom orie in Grace at Courts oar chaftefi: Matrons 
Make Shipwreck of thdr Honours. To be viTtuous 
Is to be guilty. They are only fafe 
That know to footh the Prince's Appetite^ 
And ferve his Luftsi 

ifera. 'Tis ttHC ; and 'tis my Wonder, 
That two Sons of fo different Nature 
Should fpring from good Fejpa^, We had a TiluSf 
Styl'd jufily the Delight of all Mankind, 
Who did elteem that Day loft in his Life, . . . 
In which fome one or other tafted not 
Of bis magnificent BounJies: One that had ' 
A ready Tear, when he was forc'd to fign 
The Death of an Offender : And fo far 
From Pride, that he diflSain'd not thc.Cortveffe 
Ev*n of the pooreft Roman. 

Lam^ Yet his Brother, 
Bomitian, that now fways the Power of Things, 
Is fo inclin'd to Blood, that no Day paffes 
Xn which fome are not faften'd to the Hook, 
Or thrown from the farpeian Rock. His Freemen 
Scorn the Nobility, and he himfelf. 
As if he were not made of Fleih and Blood, 
Forgets he is a Matt. 
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J?ff)!. In his youOg Yearsj 
tie ffa«w'd what he would be when grown to Ripenefri 
His greateft Pleafurc was, being a Child, 
With a fharp-poiattd Bodltin to kill Flies, 
Whofe Rooms now Men fupply. For his Efcapi 
in the FiuUian War^ he rais'd a Temple 
to Jupiter^ and proudly plac'dhis Figure 
In the Bofom of the God. And in his Edids 
He don not bliifli, or ftart, to Aile himfelf 
(As if the Name of Emperor were bafe) 
Great Lord, and God Domiiiatu 

Sara. I have Letters 
He's on his Way to Romei and purpofes 
To enter with all Glory. The fiatt ring Senate 
Decrees him divine Honours^ and to crofs it, - 
Were Death with ftudied Torments : — For my Partj 
I will obey the Time, it is in vain 
To ftrive agaioft the Torrenti 

Ruft. Let's to the Curia^ 
And, tho' unwillingly, give our Suffirages 
Before we are compett'd. 

Lamia, Ahd, fince we cantiot 
With Safety ufe the aftive, let's make Ufc of 
, 'The paffive -Fortitude, with this Afliirance 
That theStatet lick in him, the Gods to friend^ 
Tho' at .the worfi, will now begin to mend. \Exeunt, 

s c E N E n. 

Enter Dooutla and Parthenius* 

l)mitia. To me this Reverence ? 

Parthen. 1 pay it, Laijy, \ 

As a Debt due to her that s Ce/ar's Miflrefs ; 
For, underftand with joy, he that commands 
All that the Sun gives Warmth to, is your SerT^nt ; 
T 
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Be not amaz'd, but fit you ro your Fortunes. 
Think upon the State, and Greatnefs, and the Ho- 
nours 
That wait upon Augujia, for that Name 
Ere long comes to you. — Still you doubt your VaffaV ; 
But, when you've read this Letter, writ and fign'd 
With his imperial Hand, you will be freed 
From Fear and Jealoufy ; and, I befeech you. 
When all the Beauties of the Earth bow to you. 
And Senators Ihall take it for an Honour, 
As I do now, to kifs thefe happy Feet ; 
When ev'ry Smile you give is a Preferment, 
And you difpofe of Provinces to your Creatures, 
— Think on Parlhemns. 

Domitia. Rife. — I am tranfported. 
And hardly dare believe what is aifiir'd here. 
The Means, my good Parlhenius, that wrought Qefar 
(Our God on Earth) to caft an Eye of Favour 
Upon bis humble Handmaid ? 

Parthen. What, but your Beauty ? 
When Nature fram'd you for her Mafterptecc, 
As the pure Abflraft of all rare in Woman, 
She had no other Ends but to defign you 
To the moft eminent Place. J will not fey 
(For it would fmcU of Arrogance toinfinuate 
The Service I ha*e done you) with what Zeal 
I oft have made Relation of your Virtues, 
Or how I've fung your Goodnefs, or how Ctfar 
Was fir'd with the Relation of your Story ; 
I am rewarded in the AH, and happy 
In that my Proje£t^ofper'(J. 

Domitia. You are modeft. 
And, were it in my Power, I would be thankful. 
If that, when I was Miftrefs oS myfelf, 
And in my Way of Youth *, pure and untaintcrf> 

4 Aad im my Jfi^ of Tiuth, &c. 
■ The &nw Expreffion occurs in Tb* rery Wmait^ Volume IV, 
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The Emperor had vouchfafd to feck my Favours, 
1 had with Joy given up my Virgin Fort» 
At the firfl Summons, to his foft Embraces : 
' But I am now another's, not mine own. 
You know I have a Hufband ; for my Honour 
I would nof be his Strumpet-^and how Law 
- Can be difpens'd with to become hh Wife, 
To me's /Riddle. 

Partbin. I can foon refolve it : 
Wheo4*ower puts in his Plea, the Laws are filenc'd* 
The World confcffes one Rome, and one Gr/dr> 
And, as his Rule is infinite, hts Pleafures 
Are unton^n'd ; this Syllable, his WtU, 
Stands for a thouland Reafonst 

Domitia. But with Safety, 
Suppofe I Ihould confent, how can I do it ? . ^ 

My Hulband is a Senator, of a Temper 
Not to be jefted with. 

Enttr Lamiai 

Partben. As if he durft 
Be Gf^s Rival. — Here he comes ; with Eafe 
I will remove this Scruplei 

Lamia, How ! fo private ? 
My own Houfe made a Brothel ? Sir, how durft you, 
Tho' guarded with your Power in Court and Greatnefs, 
Hold Conference with my Wife ? — As for you, MiaioQ, 
I fiiall hereafter treat. 

Partben. You're rude and faucy. 
Nor ktuJw to whom you fpeak. 

A Vfzy^f Tenth I did tnjtj) nt Frifnd. 

Atxl in Sbakt/ptare, Macbiib faya, 

My 1V^ ef Lift ufalk*iiiia ibt &rt. 

The Cammentaton on that Paflkge, Tuppofe that it QioM be writ- 
ten Afy Hay »f Life; but there PHlTagc} in MaJ^ngtr lUew, that it 
wai AtSoiAM fjtfrcflion at the Time. M. M, 
T 2 
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Lamia. This is fine, i'faith ! 
Is fhe not my Wife ? 

Partben. Your Wife ? But Kmch her, that ReQ«a 
.forgotten 
That's due to her whom mlghtieft Cafar favours. 
And think what 'tis to die. — Not to lofe Time, 
She's Cafar's Choice: It is fufficient Honour 
You were his Tafter in this heav'nly Neftar ; 
But now muA quit the OfEce. 

Lamia. Tbisis'rarel 
Cannot a Man be Matter of his Wife 
Becanfe flie's young, and fair, without a Patent? 
I in my own Houfe am an Emperor, 
And will defend what's mine,— —where are my 

Knaves? 
If fuch an Infolence efcape unpuniih'd 

Parthen. In yourfelf Lamia, Cafar hath forgot 
To ufe his Power, and I his Inftrument, 
In whom, tho' abfcnt, his Authority fpeaks. 
Have loft my Facuhies. 

{Stamps, 

Enter a Centurion with SeiScrs. 

Lannia. The Guard ! why, am I 
Defign'd for Death ? 

Domitia. As you dcfire my Favour, 
Take not fo rough a Courfe. 

Partken. All yourDcfires 
Are abfolute Commands. Yet, give me Leave 
To put the Will of Cafar into fi.&. 
Here's a Bill of Divorce between your Lordfliip 
And this great Lady : If you refufe t6 figa it. 
And fo as it you did it uncompell'd. 
Won to it by Reafons that concern yourfelf. 
Her Honour too untainted ; here are Clerks, 
Shall in your beft Blood write it new, tiUTcMtutc 
Compel you to perform it. 
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Lamia. Is this \t^\ } ' 
New Works that dare Dot do unlawful Things, 
Yet bear them out, are Conftables, not Kings. 

Partbtn. Will you djfpute? 

Lamia. I know nqt what to urge 
^gainft myfelf, but too mijch Dotage on her 
Love and Obfervance. 

Parthen. Set it under your Hand 
That you are impotent, arid cannot pay 
, The Duties of a Hufband ; or, that you are mad 
(Rather than want juft Caufe, we'll make you fo). 
Difpatch, you know the Danger elfe; and deliver it; 
Nay, on your Knee. Madam, you now are free. 
And Miftrefs of yourfelf. 

Lamia, Can you, Domitia^ 
Confent to this ? 

Domilia. 'T would argue a bafc Mind , 

To live a Servant, when I may command. 
I now am Cajar'i,- — and yet, in Refpefi: 
I once vyas yours, when ygu come to the Palace, 
(Provided you deferveit in- your Service) 
You fljall find me your good Mifirels. Wait me, 

Parthenius, 
And noiv farewel, poor Lamia. [Exeunt allhut Lamia. 

Lamia. To the Gods 
I bend my Knees, (for Tyranny hath bamfti'd 

i Lamia, Is this Itgalf 

I confidered thii Pailage for focne Time as irretrievable, for there 
is a Miflakc not only in ihe Words, but in the Ferfoa alCo to whom 
they aw atiributeiJ. 

Lamiaa Speech fhould end at Ugai, the two following Lines are 
Part of that of Farthiaius, and inafl be primed (hue 

Mottarchs vihe darf net do unUtu^ul fliingl, 
Yetitarthtmiul, arc ConftabUi, not fUn^i. 

In Anfwer to the TJolem Tbr?at( pf Pariljc»!^s, Lamia aits whe- 
ther what he threatened was \t%i\—Parihtiiiiii replies that he could 
not be confidered as a King, who bad not fufticient F«wer to do un- 
lawful Ai^s, and to bear tbeip out though unlawful. M. M. 

T i : 
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Juftice from Men) itnd as they would , deferve 

Their Altars, and our Vows, humbly invoke 'em 

That this my raviih'd Wife may prove as fatal 

To proud Domitian, ^nd her Embraces 

Afford him in the End as little Joy, 

As wanton Eklen brought to him of Troy- [£u/t 

SCENE III, 



Mnier LiBors, Aretinus, Fulcinius, Rufticus, Sura, 
Paris, Ladnus, <m^^fopus. 

Att. Fathers Confcript ! may this our Meeting bo 
Happy to Cafar and the Common Wealth. 

Lis. Silence ! 

A-et. The Purpofe of this frequent Senate 
Is, firft, to give Thanks to the Gods of Rome, 
That, for the Propagation of the Empire, 
Vouchfafe us one to govern, it, like themfelvcs. 
In Height of Coursge, Depth of Underftanding, ■ 
And all thofe Virtues, and i'emarkable Graces, 
Which make a Prince moft eminent ; our Domitian 
Tranfcends the ancient Romans. I can never 
Bring his Praifeto a Period. What good Man 
That is a Friend to Truth, dares make it doubtful, ' 
That he hath Fabius" Staidncfs, and the Courage 
Of bold Maralks, to whom Hanibal gave 
The Stile of Target and the Swtrd of Rome, 
But he has more, and every Touch more Roman j 
As Pompey'i Dignity, Jugufius' State, 
Antony's Bounty, and great Julius' Fortune, 
With Gt/o's Refolution,— I am loft 
In th' Ocean of his Virtues, In a Word, 
All Excellencies of good Men meet in lum. 
But no Part of their Vices. 

R^fif This is no Flattery ! r-#frT 

far. XaJfe heed, ypu'i) be obferv'd, t-^' 
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AreU Tis then moft fit . 
That we, as to the Father * of our Country, 
Like thankful Sons, Hand bound to pay true ServicfL 
For all thofe BtefEngs that he fhow'rs upon us. 
Should not connive, and fee his Government, 
Deprav'd and fcandaliz'd by ipeaner Men, 
That to his Favour and Indulgence owe 
Themfelves and Being. 

Paris. Now he points at us. 

jiret. Cite Paris the Tragedian. 

Paris. Here. 

Jreu Stand forth. 
In thee, as being the Chief of thy Profeffion, 
I do accofe the Quality ' of Treafon, 
As Libellers againft the State and Cejar. 

Paris. Meet Accufations are not Proofs, my Lord ; 
In what are we Delinquents > 

Artl. You are they 
That fearch into the Secrets of the Time, 
And, under feign'd Names, on the Stage, prefent 
Anions not to oe touch'd at ; and traduce 
Ferfons of Rank and Quality of both Sexeg^ 
And' with fatyrical and bitter Jeils 
Make ev'n the Senators ridiculous 
To the Plebeians. 

Paris. If I free not myfelf, 
(And, in myfelf, the reft of my Profeffion) 
From thefe falfe Imputations, and prove 
That they make that a Libel which the Poet 
Writ for a Comedy, fo adted too. 
It is but Juftice that we undergo 
The heavieft Cenfure. 

Jret, Are you on the Stage, 
You talk fo boldly ? 

6 that -me, ai i« the Fal&er, Sec. 
Wc (hould certainly read tuba inflcad of as. M. M. 

'7 That is, . the whole Fraternity, if. M, 
T4 
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Paris. The whole World bdng one, ' 
This Place is not exempted ; and I am 
So confident in the Jufiice of our Caufe, 
That I could wifli Gr/Sr, in whofc great Name 
All Kings are comprehended, fat as Judge, 
To hear our Plea, and then determine of us. 
If, to exprefs a Man fold to his Lufts, 
Wafting the Treafure of his Time and Fortunes 
In wanton Dalliance, and to what fad End 
A Wretch that's fo given over does arrive at. 
Deterring carelefs Youth, by his Example, 
From fuch licentious Courfes ; laying open 
The Snares of Bawds, and the confuming Arts 
Of prodigal Strumpets, can deferve Reproof, 
Why arc not all your golden Principles, 
Wilt down by grave Philofophers to inftruft us 
To choofe fair Virtue for our Guide, not Plcafure, 
Condemn'd unto the Fire ? 

Sura. There's Spirit in this ! 

Paris. Or if Defire of Honour was the Bafe 
On which the Building of the Roman Empire 
Was rais'd up to this Height ; if, to inflame 
The Noble Youth with an ambitious Heat 
T' endure the Frofts of Danger, nay of Death j 
To be thought worthy the trmmphal Wreath 
By glorious Undertakings, may deferve 
Reward, or Favour from the Common-wealth, 
A^ors may put in for as large a Share 
As all the Sefts of the Philofophers ; 
They with cold Precepts (perhaps feldtmi read) 
Peliver, what an honourable Thing 
The aftive Virtue is, But does that fire 
The Blood, or fwell the Veins with Emulation 
fo be both good and great, equal to that 

fl/ii Place is lut txtmfted, fcc. 

Thii and the Aiccceduig Speeches of Farii are a fine Piece o* 
OrMory, an excellent Defence for the Stare, and wtittrai with greai 
f^pt and Energy, 
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Which is prefented on our Theatres ? 
Let a good Aftor in a lofty Scene 
Shew great ^ides honour'd in the Sweat 
Of his twelve Labours ; or a bold CatniUuSf 
Forbidding Rome to be redeem'd with Gold 
From theinfulting Gauls; or Sdjpie^ 
After his VjiSorieB, impofing Tribute 
On conquer'd Carthage. If done to the Life, 
As if they faw their Dangers, and their Glories, 
And did partake with them in their Rewards, 
All that have any Spark of Roman in them. 
The flothful Arts laid by, contend to be 
Like thofe they fee prefented, 

Ruji. He has put 
The Confuls to their Whifper, 

ParU. But 'tis urg'd 
That we corrupt Youth, and traduce Superiors ; 
When do we bring a Vice upon the Stage, 
That does go off unpunifh'd ? Do we teach. 
By the Succefs of wicked Undertakings 
\ Othtrs to tread in their forbidden Steps ? 
I We ihew no Arts of Lydian Pandarifin, 
\ Corinthian Poifons, Permit Flatteries, 
(But mulded fo in the Conclufion, that 
■Ev'n thofe Spedators that were fo inclin'd 
'Go home chang'd Men. And, for traducing fuch 
That are above us, publifliing to the World 
Their fecret Crimes, we are as innocent 
As fuch as are born dunA, -When we prefent 
An Heir, that does confpire againft the Life 
Of his dear Parent, numb 'ring every Hour 
He lives, as tedious to him, if there be - 
Among the Audittws one whofe Confciencc tells him 
He is of the fame Mould— we cannot help it. 
Or, bringing on the Stage a loofe Adulterefs, 
That does maintain the riotous Expence 
Of him that feeds her greedy Luft, yet fuffers 
The iawfpl Pledges of a former Bed 
To ftarve the while for Hun^r ; if a Matron, 
Jiowfyer great in fortune. Birth, or Titles, 
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Guilty of iuch a. foul unnatuial Sin» 

Cry out, 'tis writ for me — we cannot help it ; 

Or, when a covetous Man's exprefs'd, whofe Wealrfi 

Arithmetick. cannot number, and whofe L-ordfliips 

A Falcon in one Day cannot fly over ; 

Yet he fo fordid in his Mind, fo griping 

As not to afforid himfelf the Neceffaries 

To maintain Life ; if a Patrician, 

(Tho' honour'd with a Confulfliip). find himfelf 

Touch'd to the quick in this — we cannot help it; 

Or, when we ihow a Judge that is corrupt. 

And will give up hts Sentence, as he favours 

The Perfon, not the Caufe, favine the Guilty, 

If of his Faf^ion, and as oft conocmning 

The innocent out of particular Spleen ; 

If any in this reverend Aflembly, 

Nay, ev*n yourfelf, my Lord, that are the Image 

Of abfent Cffar, feel fomething in your Bofom 

That puti you in Remembrance of Things paft. 

Or Things iBtcaded — 'tis not in us to help it. 

—I've faid, my Lord ; and now, as you find Caufe, 

Or cenfure us, or free us with Applaufe. 

Lat, Well pleaded, on my Lifej I never law hhn 
Aft an Orator's Part b'efore. 

jEJbp. We might have given 
Ten double Fees to ReguluSp ' and yet 
Our Caufe dcUver'd worfe. {^A Shout within^ 

Enter PartheniuB. 

Aret. What Shout is that > 

Parthen. Cefarj our Lord, married to Conqueft, is 
Rcturn'd in Triumph. 

Fukin. Let's all haftc to meet him. 

Jret^ Break up the Court ; we will referve to him 
The Cenfure of this Caufe. 

jiU. Long Life to Cafar ! [Exttint umnts. 

9 Regului, Ice. 
A celebrate^ Raman Pleader in the Times oi Stmitlan, Nerva, and 
TriffoH. Hii Charafler may be ften h large in Piii^'t E0ks. i>. 



D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 



THE ROMAN ACTOR, 483 

SCENE IV, 

fbe Capitol. 
Enter Julia, Cosdis, DomitUla, and Domitta. 

C^nls. Stand back — the Place is mine. 

JuUa. Yours ? Am I not 
Great Tttus* Daughter, and Domilim'i Niece ? 
Dares any claim Precedence ? 

Cents. I was more. 
The Mifirefs cff yopr Father, and io his Right 
Claim Duty from you. 

yulia, I confefi you were ufcfyl 
To pleafe his Appetite. 

Domitta. To end the Controverfy, j 

For I'll have no contending, I'U be bold 
To lead the Way myfelf. 

Domitiila, You, Minion ! 

Domitia, Yes, 
And all, ere long, ihall kneel to catch tny Favours. 

JuUa. Whence fprings this Flood of Greatnefe ) 

Dimitia. You Ihall know 
Too foon for your Vexation, and perhaps 
Repent too late, and pine with Envy, when 
You fee whom Gefar favours. 

Julia. Obferve the Sequel, 

Enter at tme Door Captains with Laurels, Domitian, sv 
.his Triumphant Chariot, Panhenius, Paris, Latinus, 
and i£fopus, met by Arctinns, Sura, Lamia, Rujlicus, 
Fulcinius, and Prifoners led hy htm., 

Caf. As we npw toych the Height of human Glory, 
Riding in Triumph to the Capitol, 
Let thefe whom this vitftorious Arm hath made 
The Scorn of Fortune, and the Slaves of Romtf 
T*fte the Extremes of Mifery, ^r them off 
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To tlie common Prifons, and there let them prove 
How Jharp our Aites are. 
Sji/I. a bloody Entrance ! ' \.4^' 

Oef. To tell you you are happy in your Prince, 
Were to diftruft your Love, or my Defcrt ? 
And either were dlftafteful. Or to boaft 
How much, not by my Deputies, but myfelf, 
I have enlarg'd the Empire ; or what Horrors 
The Soldier in our Condudt-haih broke thro'. 
Would better fuitthe Mouth of Plautus' Braggart, 
Than the adored Monarch of the World. 

Sura. This js no Boaft ! [^fijt. 

Caf, When I but name the Dacif 
And grey-ey'd GermanSj whom \ have fubdu'd. 
The Ghoft of Julius will look pale with Envy, 
And great VefpapitC^ and Tttm' Triumph, 
(Truth muft take Place of Father and of Brother ;) 
Wil! be no more remember'd. I'm above 
All Honours you can give me ; and the Stile 
Of Lord, and God, which thankful Subjeds give mc 
(Not my Ambition) is deferv'd, 

AreU At all Parts 
Celeftial Sacrifice is fit for Cafaff 
Iti our Acknowledgments. 
Oef. Thanks, jirelinus ; 
Still hold OUT Favour. Now, the God of War, 
And Famine, Blood, and Death, 'Bellofta's Pages, 
Banifli'd from Rome to Thrace in our good Fortune, 
Withjuftice hemaytafte the Fruits of Peace, 
Whofe Sword hath plough 'd the Ground, and ra^'4 

the Hiureft 
Of your Profperity. Not can I think 
That there ts one amone you fo ungrateful. 
Or fuch an Enemy to tnriving Virtue, 
That can efteem the Jewel he holds deareft 
Too good for Ce/ar's Ufe. 
Sura. All we poffcfs.— 
Lamia. Our Liberties. — 
FtflciH. Our Children.-^ 
Farthen. Wealth.— 
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AreU And Throats 
Fall willirigiy beneath his Fe«. 

Rttji, Bafe Flattery! 
What Romsn could endure^s? [j^- 

Qef. This calls on 
My Love to all, which fpreads itfelf aitiong you. 
The Beauties of the Time. Receive the Honour 
To kifs the Hand which, rear'd up thus, holds Thun- 
der; 
To you 'tis an Aflurance of a Calm. 
JuUa, my Niece, and Cents, the Delight 
Of old Fefp^n f DomitiUa too 
A Princefs of our Blood ! 

Ru^. Tis ftrange his Pride 
Affords no greater Courtefy to Ladies 
Of fuch high Birth and R^nk. 

Sura. Your Wife's forgotten. 

Lamia. No, Jhe will be remember'd, fear it not; 
She will be grac'd and greas'd. , 

Qef. But, when I look on 
Divine Domitia, methinks we Ihould meet 
(The lefler Gods applauding the Encounter) 
As Jupiter t the Giants lying dead 
On the Thiegraan Plain, embrac'd his Juno, 
Lamia, 'tis your Honour that Ihe's mine. 

Lama. You are too great to be gainfaid. 

Otf. Let all 
That fear our Frown, or do affeft our Favour, 
Without examining the Reafon why. 
Salute her (by this Kifs I make it good)' 
With the Title of Augufta, 

Domitia. Still your Servant. 

M. Long live Jugufia, great DomitiatCi Emprefs ! 

Caf. Parts, my Hand. 

Paris. Tho Gods ftill honour Cejar. 

Cef. The Wars are ended, and, our Arms laid by. 
We are for foft Delights. Command the Poets 
To ufe their choiceft and moft rare Invention, 
To entertain the Time, and be you careful 
To give it Ailion ; we'll provide the People 
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Plcanires of all Kinds. My Domitia xhvdk. not 

I flaCttr, though thus fond. On to the Capitol, 

Tis Death to nim that wears a fuUen Brow. 

This 'ds to be a Monarch, when alone 

He Can comnutDd all, but is aw'd by none. [Exeunt4 

End of tbt Ftrji M, 
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•Scene a CSmmber. 
Enter FhilarguS and I'arthenius. 

FhUri X yf Y ScMi to tutor mc f— Know yoMr OIx^ 

lyl dience. 
And queuion not my Will. 

Partben. ^, were I one. 
Whom Want compeU'd to wiih a full Polfeffion 
Of what is yours ; or had I ever number'd 
Your Years, or thought you liv'd too long, with Reafon 
You then might nourifli ill 0[Hnioiis of me : 
Or did the Suit that I prefer to ydu 
Concern myfelf, and wm'd not at your Good, 
You might deny, and I fit down with Patience, 
And after never prefs you. 

Pbilar. I'th* Name of Pbitp 
What would'ft thou have me do ? 

Partben. Right to yourfelf ; 
Or.fuiFer m« todoit. Can you imagine 
This nafty Hat, this tatter'd Cloak, rent Sliocy 
This fordid Linen, can become ttie Mafter 
Of your fair Fortunes ? whofe faperfluous Means 
'■(Tho* I were burthenfome) could clothe you in 
The coftlieft Perjkn Silks, ftudded with Jewels, 
The Spoils of Provinces, and every Day 
Frefli Change of 7jr«» Purple. 
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Philar. Out upon thee ! 
My Monies in my Coffers melt to hear Aee. 
Purple ! hence Prodigal ! (hall I make my Mercer 
Or Taylor my Heir, or fee my Jeweller purchafc ? 
No, I hate Pride. 

Partben. Yet Decency would do well. 
Tho' for your Outfide you will not be alter'd. 
Let me prevail fo far yet, as to win you 
Not to deny your Belly Nourishment ; 
Neither, to think you've feafted when 'tis cramm'4 
with mouldy Barley-bread, Onions, and ^Leeks, . 
And, the Drink of Bondmen, Water. 

Philar. Would'ft thou have me 
Be an JfU'ius, or a LuiuUas, 
And riot out my 'State in curious Sauces ? 
Wife Nature with a little is contented ; 
And, following her, my Guide, I cannot err. 

Partben. But you deftroy her in your Want <rf Care 
(I blulh to fee, and fpeak it) to maintain her 
In perfeft He^th and Vigour, when you, fufler 
(Frighted with the ChargeofPhyfick) Rheums, Catarrhs, 
The Scurf, Ach in your Bones, to grow upcin you. 
And haften on ywr l?ale with too much fparing ; 
When a cheap Pui^, a Vomit and good Diet 
May lengthen it ; give me but Leave to fend 
The Emperor's DoAor to you. 

Philar. I'll be borne firft 
Half rotten to the Fire that mufi confume me ! 
His Pills, his Cordials, his Electuaries, 
His Syrups, Julips, Bezoar Stone, nor his 
Imarin'd Unicorn's Horn comes in my Belly ; 
My Mouth fliall be a Draught "• firft, *tis refolv'd. 
No ; I'll not leffcn my dear golden Heap, 
Which, every Hour increafing, does Knew 
My Youth, and Vigour ; but, if leffen'd» then — 
Then my poor Heart-ftrings crack. Let me enjoy it. 
And brood o'er't while I live, it being my Life, 
My Soul, my All. But when I turn to Duft, 

• 1* That w a Sink or Drain. M. M. 
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And part from what is more cfteem'd by me 

Than all the Gods Rtmu'^ thoufand Altars Irnoke to^ 

loiierit thou my Adoration of it^ 

And* like me, ferve my Idol. {Exit I^ilarguii 

Partbeth What a ftrange Toitutc 
Is Avarice to «(cl( ! what Man that Ioc4s on 
Such a penurious Spedaclct but muft 
Know what the Fable meant of Tantalus^ 
Or th' Afs whofe Back is crack'd with curious Viands 
Yet feeds on Thiftles. Sonie Courfe I muft take. 
To make my Father know what Cruelty 
. He ufes on himfelf* 

Enter Pans. 

Paris* Sir, with your Pardon, 
X make bold to enquire the Emp'ror'a Pleaiurtr^ 
Forj bting by him commanded to. aCtead, 
Your Favour may inftruft us what's his Will 
Shall be this Ni^t prefented. 

Partben. My lov'd Paris, 
Without my laterceffion you weft know 
You may make your own Approaches, fince his E^f 
To you is ever open. 

Paris. I ackno*ltdge 
His Clemency to my Weaknefs, and, if ever 
' Xdo abufe it. Lightning Urike me dead. ,-, 
The Gfrace he pleafes to confer upon me 
(Without Boaft I may fay fo much) was never 
Employ 'd CO wrong the Innocent, or to incenfe 
His Fury. 

Partben. 'Tis confefs'd, many Men owe you 
For Provinces they ne'er hop'd for ; and their Live$ 
Forfeited to his Anger- — you being abfcnt • 
I could fay more 

Paris. You ftill are my good Patron j 
And, lay it in my Fortune to deferve ir, 
You (houtd perceive the pooreft of your Clients 
To his beft Abilities thankful. 
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Parthak I believe ft). 

Met you my Father ? 

Parb, Yes, Sir ; with mucli Grief, 
To iee him is he it. Can nothing work him 
To be himfclf ? 

Parthen-. O ParUy 'tis a Wd^t 
Sk$ heavy herei and could this Rig^t^haod's hah 
Remove it, it QiouldbfT { but he is deaf 
To all Perfuafion. 

Par!S\ Sir, with your Pardon,- 
I'll offer my Advice : I once obfeyfvM* 
In a Tragedy of ours, in which a Murther 
Was aded to the Life, a guilty Hearer, 
Forc'd by the Termr of a wounded ConfcicnCe, 
To make Difoovery of that, which Torture ■ 
Could not Wring frotn him. Nor can it appear 
Like an Impombilicy, but that 
Your Father, looking on a covetous Man 
PreTcnted on the Stage^ as in a Mirror, 
May fee his own Defonaity and loathe it. 
Now, could you but perfuade the Emperor 
To fee a Comedy we have, that's ftil'd 
The Ct^e'if jh/aricty and to command 
Your Father to be a Spectator of it, J 

He Ihall be fo anatomiz'd in the Scenes \ 

And fee himfelf fo perfonated ; the Bafene& - .' 

Of a felf-torturing oxifffl^blc Wretch 

/« a Trap^ »f •on, &c. 

In /&»ti!rf Acre U 1 Pafi&ge IHic thh , » ludt JMSj^M- fteiAi ta iMTt 
copied. 

I've heard, that guilty Creature* ntaPhy 

Haw, by the very Cunli!ng of the ScaW, 

Been Anick fo 10 the Soul, th«t prefcDtly 

Th^ have proclaim'd their Male fa^knu: ■' 

for Murder, tho* it have no Tongue, will fpC»k - -' 

Witb moQ miracu4ouE Or^a. A;^ 

AiSII. tbelaAS«*M» 
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Truly defcrib'd, that I much hope the Objeft 
Will worfc Cotnputiiftion in him. 

P-artken, There's your Fee^ ' "• 
I ne'er bought better Counfel. Be you in readinefs, 
I will effed the reft. 

jparis. Sir, when you pleafe, 
We'll be prepar'd to enter. — Sir, the Emperor. [Er^a»/. 

SCENE II. lie Palace. 

Enter Cxfar, Aretinusj and Guard. 

Cef Repine at us ? 

Aret. 'Tis more, or my Infotniers, 
That keep ftrift Watch upon him, are deceiv'd 
In their Intelligence ; there is a Lift 
Of Malecontents, as Junius Rufticus, 
Palphurius Sura, and this j^us Lamia, 
That murmur at. your Triumphs as meer Pageants; 
And at their Midnight Meetings tax your Juftice 
(For fol ftylewhat they call Tyranny) 
For PtPlus Thrafea'% D^aih, as if in him 
Virtue herfelf were murther'd ; nor forget they 
Jgricola, who, for his Service done 
In the reducing Brittany to Obedience, 
They dare afiirm to be remov'd with Pmfon ; 
And he coffipell'd to write you a Coheir 
With his Daughter, that his Teftament might ftand. 
Which elfe you had made void. Then your much Love 
To Julia, your Niece, cenfur'd as Inceft, 
And done in Scorn of 77/k;, your dead Brother :, 
But the Divorce Lamia was forc'd to fign 
To her, you honour with Augufid% Title, 
Being only nam'd, they do conclude there was 
A Dicrece once, a Collatiite, and a Brutus ; 
But nothing Paman left now but in you. 
The Luft of tarquin. ■ 

Cef. Yes, his Fire, and Scorn 
Of {uch as think that our unlimited Power 
Can be confin'd. Dares Lamia pretend • 
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An Intereft to that which I call mine ^ 
Or but remember, ihe was ever his 
That's now in our Pofleffion ? — Fetch bim hither. 

[The Guards go offi 
Vi\ give him Caiife to wifli he rather had , 
Forgot his own Naniei than e'er meotlon'd hers. 
Shall we W circumfcrib'd ? Let fuch as cannot 
By Force make good their A'Aions, tho' wicked^ 
Conceal^ excufe, or qualify their Crimes: 
What our Defires grant Leave and Privilege toj 
Tho* contradiitine all Divine Decrees, 
Or Laws confirm d by Romulus and Numa^ 
Shall be held facred. 

Jret. Vou Ihould, elie,' take from 
The Dignity of C^far. 
. Cf/. Am I Matter 
Of two and thirty Legions, that awe 
All Nations of the triumphed 'World, 
Yet tremble at our Frown, to yield an Account 
Of what's our Pleafure to a private Man ? 
Rome perilh firft and Atlas' Shoulders Ihrink ; 
Heav'ns Fabrick fall; the Sun, the Moonj the Stars 
Lofing their Light and comfortable Heat, 
£re I confefs, mat any Fault of mine 
May be difputed. 

' Jirtt. So yod preferve your Power, 
As you fliould equal, and omnipotent here, 
Widi Ji^iier^a above. 

Enter Parthenius. 

IHe kneels andwhi^ers toCzkr: 

Caf. Thy Suit is granted, 
Whate'er it be, Parlheniut, for thy Service 
Done to jiueujia. Only fo ? A Trifle ; 
Command him hither. If the Comedy fail 
To cure him,' I will minifter fomething to him 
U z 
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That (hall inftruft him to forget his Gold, 
And think iiiion himfelf. 

Parthen. May it fucceed vvcll^ 
Since my Intents axe pious. [£»'/ Farthenhis. 

Cef. We are refolvM 
What Courfe to take ; and' therefore, Jret'mus^ 
Enquire no further. Go you to my Etnprefs, 
Ana isyt I'do entreat (for ftie rules him 
Whom, all Men elfe obey) fhe would vouchfafc 
The Mufick of her Voice, at yonder Window, 
When I advance my Hand, thus. 1 will blehd 

{Exit Aretinus. 
My Cruelty with fome Scom^ or elfe 'tis loft. 
Reveoge, when it is unexpefted,, falling 
With greater Violence, and Hate clothed in Smiles, 
Strikes, and with Horror, dead che Wretch that cornea. 

not 
Prepar'd to meet it. 

Enter Lamia with the Guards . 

Our good hamia^ welcome- 
So much weoweyou for a Benefit 
With Willingnefs on your Part confeir'd uptm us» 
That 'tis our Study, we that would not lire 
Engag'd to any for a Courtefy, 
How to retiHTi it. 

Lamia.. Tis beneath your Fate 
To be oblig'd, that in your own Hand grafpi 
The Means to be magnificeat.- 

Gr/ Wen put oflF; 
But yet it muft not do : The Empire,. Jjm^^ 
Divided equally, can hold no Weight, 
If ballanc'd with j-our Gift in fair Domitia. 
You that could part with all Delights at once. 
The Magannc of rich Pteafufea being contain'd 
In her Pcrfeftions, uncompell'd deliver'd. 
As a Prefent fit for Ce/ar. In your Eyes 
With Tears of Joy, not Sorrow, 'tis confimi'd 
You glory in your A&, 
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Lamia. Derided too J 

Sir, this is more 

Crf. More than I can requite; 
It is acknowledg'd. Lamia. There's no Drop 
Of mdting NeSar I tafte from her Lip, 
But yields a Touch of Immortality 
To th' bleft Receiver ; evMy Grace and Feature, 
Priz'd to the Worth bought at sm eafy Rate, 
If purchas'd for a Confullhip. Her Difcourfc 
So raviihing, and her A^oti io attractive. 
That I would part with all my other Senfes 
Provided I might ever fee, and hear her. 
The Plcafures of lici Bed I dare not trufl 
The Winds or Air withj for that would draw down, 
In Envy of my Happinefs, a War 
From all the Gods upon me. 
Lamia, Your OsmpaiEon 
To me, in your forbearing to infult 
On my Calamity, which you make your Sport, 
Would more appeafe thofe Gods you have provok'd 
Than all the blafphemous Comparifons, 
You fine unto her Praife. 
Ce/. I fing her Praife? 
*Tis tar from my AmbititHi to hope it; 
It being a Debt flieonly can lay down. 
And np Toflgueelfe difchjrge. 

{_Ii^Jick above, and a Sofi£. 
Hark ! I think, prompted 

With my Confent that you once more-fliould hear her. 
She does begin. — -An wniverfal Silence 
Dwell on this Place ! Tis Death with Wngqrm^ 

Torments 
To all that dare difturb her. Who can hear this. 
And falls not do>vn and worfhip ? In my Fancy, 
:Apollo being Judge, on Latmos Hill, 
Pair-hair'd Gallic^ on her Ivory Lute 
(But fomething ihort of this) fung Ceres' Praifes, 
And griily Plulo's Rape on Proferfine. 
The Motions of the Spheres arc out of T«nc 

V i 
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Her mufical Notes but heard. Say, Lamia, (ayr:^ 
Is not her Voice angelical ? 
■ Lamia. Tq your Ear : 
But I, atas I am filent. 

Cef. Be fo ever, 
That without Admirariqn canft hear her. 
Malice to my Felicity Arikes theedumb. 
And, in thy Hope, or Wiih, to repoffefs 
What I love more than Empire, I pronounce thee 
Guilty of Treafon. — Off with his Head, Do yoi^ 

ftaVe? 
By her that is my Patroncfs, Mnerva,, 
(^yhoff Statue I adore of all the Gods) 
If he but live to make Reply, thy Life 
Shall anfwcr it. 

[The Guards lead iff Lzrmz, Jloffing his M>uth.^ 
My Fears of him are frred now ; 
And he that ^iv'd to upbraid me with my Wrong, 
For an Offence he never could imagine, ' 

In Wantonnefs remov'd. Defcend, my deareft. 
Plurality of Hofbands fliall no more 
Breed Doubts or Jealoufies in you. 'Tis difpatch'd. 
And with as little Trouble here, as if 
I had kill'd a Fly. 

J5«/w Domitia, ufiered m h Arelinus, her Train with sH 
State borne up by Juha, Caenis and pomitiUa, 

Now .you appear, and in 

That Glory ypu deferve, and thefe that ftoop 

To do you Service, in the K&. much honour'd. 

Julia, forget that Titus was thy-Father ; 

Canis and DomitiUa ne'er remember 

Sabinus or Fejpajian. To be Slaves ■ ■ 

To her, is mo.e true Liberty than to live 

Parthian or j^f^n Queens. As Icffer Stars, 

That wait on Phixbe m her Full of Brightneft^ 

Compar'd to her you are. Thus I feat you 

By Cafar's Side, commanding thcfe, that once ' 

Were tJie adored Glories o£ the Time, 
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To witnefs to the World they are your Vaffala, 

At your Feet to attend you. ' '■ 

Domitia. 'Tis your Pleafure, ■ 
And not my Pride : And yet, when I confider ' 

That I am yours, all Duties they can pay 
I do receive as Circumftances due 
To her you pleafe to honour. 

£«/ir Partheniiis with Philargus. 

Parthen. Cafar'% Will 
Commands you hither, nor muft you gainfayit. 

Philar. Lofe Time to fee aq Interlude? Mufti pay too 
For my Vexation ? 

Parthen. Not in the Court,' 
It is the Emperor's Charge. 

Philar. I fliall endure 
My Torment then the better, 

Caf. Can it be ■ 
This fordid Thing, Parihenius, is thy Father ? 
No Adtor can exprefs him. I had held 
The Fiiftion for impoffible in the Scene, 
Had I not feen the Subftance, Sirrah, fit ftijij 
And give Attention ; if you but nod, ■ . ' 

You fleep for ever. Let them fparethe Prologue, 
And all the Ceremonies proper to ourfelf. 
And come to the laft Aft— there, where the Cure 
By the Doctor is made perfeft. The fwift Minutes 
Seem Years to me, Domitia, that divorce thee 
From my Embraces. My Def^res increafing 
As they arefatisfied, all Pleafures elfe 
Are tedious as dull Sorrows. Kifs me again : 
If I DOW wanted Heat of Youth, thefe Fires 
In Priam's Veins would thaw his frozen Blood, 
Enabling him to get a fecond HeBor 
For the Defence oi-'Troy. 

Domitia. You are wanton ! 
Pray you, forbear. Let me fee the Play, 

Caf. Begin there. ! 

■< U:j ■ ■ - 
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Enter Paris, like a,, DoSar of Pk^i, jEfopus, X^tinvs 
brought forth afieep in Chair » a Jfjv '» *'J Mmth. 

JBfop. O M*fter poftor, h« is paft Recovery { 
A Lethargy hath feiz'd him : And, however 
His Sleep refemble Death, his watchful Qare 
To gnard that Treafure he dares makes np Ufe of^ 
. Works ftronaly in hU Soul, 

Twrii. What's that he holds 
So faft betweep his Teeth ? 

Mhp. The Key that opens 
His iron CheAi, crammed with accurfed^djd, 
Rufty with long Imprifonment. There's no puty 
In me his Son, not Con6dfltice ip FrieB^s* 
That can perfuade him to delivec up 
That to the Trufl: of any. 

Pbilar. He is the wifer : 
We were fafhion'd in one Mould, 

j^/op. He ejKs with it ; 
And, when Devotion calls hjm to the Tefpple 
Of Minimon, whom of all the Gods be kpecls tf). 
That held thus ftill, his Orif<?DS are pw(} i 
Nor will he, tho' tjie Wealth of Rme were pawn'4 
For the reftocing of iK, for oqe Aiort Hwr 
Be won to part with it. 

Philffr, Still, ftiUmyfelf; 
And if, tike iae, he lov'd his Gold, no Pawn 
Is good Security, 

Paris. I'll try if I can force it. - 

It will not be. His avaricious Mind 

(Like Men in Rivers drown'd) inakef bjni giip? faft. 

To his laft Gafp, what he in Life hcW ^wcfl. 

And, if that were poffible in Nature, 

Would carry it with him h? the other WofWf 

Pl?ilar. As I would do ; tp HeU rMh«r ifeliO leave it* 
jEJbp. Is he not-dead ? 

Paris. Long fince, -^o all good A^if^t, 
Or to himfelf, or others, for which wifeJlffl 
Pefire to live. You may wiUi Safety piixch Umi 
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Or under his Niuls ftic)^ Needles, yet he fiirs qot; 

Anxious Fear to lofe what his Soul doats ciQ| 

JleodcrG his Fteih inleiilible. We rouft ule 

Some Means to rouzc the ll^epitig Facultka 

Of his Miad ; tiere lies ijhe lethargy. Taikc a Truqi* 

pet. 
And blow it into his Ean» *tit to no Paipofe ; 
The roaring Noife of Thuo^r cannot wake lutn ; 
■-—And yet defpair not j I have one-Trick (eft, 

Mf<^. What is it ? 

fans, I wiil ^ufe s fearful Pream 
To ileal into his Fancy, ^od diilurb ic 
With th' Horror jt brMgf) with it, and & free 
His Body's Organs. 

Domitia, "Vis a cupni;ig Jeliow ; 
If he were a Podor, »s tfta PJay feys. 
He flxwW be fwoTQ piy Servant, gpvarn my Shunbei^ 
And minifter to me wakii^i 

Paris, If this fail, {A Cbefi kmight U, 

I'll give him o'er. So wUh all Vitrfence 
Rend ope this Iroa Cbeft ; for here his Life lies 
Bound up in Fetters, and in the Pefence 
Of what he values hig|>«r, '?w(W return. 
And fill each Vein »Pd Artery— Lc^ider yet. 
'Tis open, aod alfW^F tw l?^iw 
To ftir, 'tnark with what Trouble. 

{h^xxf»:^%Jlretd>es h'mfilf, 

Philar. Ab you w« C^fiTt 
pcfend this hojieft thrifty Map ;— they're Thieves, 
And come to rob him, 

Parthen, Peace ! the Jlmperor frowns. 

Paris, So, qqw pour out the Bags upon tjie Tabic, 
Remove his Jewels and his Bwds again ; 
Ring a fccppd goldeo P«al, his Eyes ^e opea : 
He ftsres a; he h»d few A^^j^'s Head, 
And were turn'd Marble. — Once more, 

Lat. Murder, Murder,-" 
They come to mwdef qie. My Sop in the Plot* 
Thou worft than Parricide I if it l»e De»th 
To ftcike |hy Fath«r'« $ody, csn atl Torture*. 
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The Furies in Heilnraftife, befufficient 

For thee that doft aflaflinate my Soul ? 

My Gold ! my Bonds ! my Jewels ! doft thou envy 

My glad Poflcffion of them for a Day > 

Exringiiiftiing the Taper of my Life 

ponfum'd unto the SnuiF? 

Paris. Seem not to mind him, 

Lat. Have I, to leave thee rich, deny'd myfelf 
The Joysof humari-Being? Scrap'd and hoarded 
A Mafs of Treasure, which, had SoioM feen. 
The Lydian Crafus had appear'd to him 
Poor as the Beg^r Irus : And yet I, 
Solicitous to increafe it, when my Entrails 
Were clamm'd with keeping a perpetual Fall, 
Was deaf to their loud windy Cries, as fearing, 
Should I dilburfe one Penny to their Ufe, 
JMy Heir might eurfe me : And, tofave Expence 
In outward Ornaments, I did expofe 
•My naked Body to thp \Yinter's Cold, 
And Summer's fcorching Hear. Nay, when Difeafe? 
Grew thick upon me, and a little Cuft 
Had purchas'd my Recovery, I chofe rather 
To have my Aihes clos'd up in my Urn, 
By hafting on my Fate, than to diminish 
The Gold my prodigal Son while I am Uvingf- 
Carelefsly fcatters. 

j^5^. Would you difpatch aiid die at once. 
Your Ghoft fliould feel in Hell, that is my Slave 
Which was your Matter. 

Philar. Out upon thee, Varlet ! 

Paris. And what then follows all your Carke and 
Caring, 
And Self-affliftion, when your ftarv'd Trunk is 
Turn'd to forgotten Duft ? This hopeful Youth 
Urines upon your Monument, ne'er rememb'ring- 
' How much for him you fuffer'd; and then tells 
To the Companions of his Lufts and Riots, 
The Hell you did endure on Earth, to leave him 
Large Means to be an Epicure, and to feaft 
His Sei^ all at once, a Happinefs 
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You never granted toyourfclf, your Gold then 
(Got with Vexation, and preferv'd with Trouble) 
Maintains the pubHck Stews, Panders and Ruffians, 
That quaff Damnation tp your Memory, 
For living fo long here, 

Lat. It vriU be fo, I fee it. ■ 

! that I coul(^ redeem the Time that's paft, 

1 would live, and die like myfelf ; and make true U fc 
Of what my Induftry purchas'd. 

yaris. Covetous Men, 
Having oqe Foot in the Grave, lament fq ever : ■ - 

But grant that 1 by Art CQuld yet recover 
Your deJperate Sicknefs, lengthen out your Life 
Adozenof Years, as- 1 reftore your Body ■ - 

To perfnft Health, will you with Care endeavour , . . 
To reftify your Mind ? 

Lat. 1 fliQuld fo live then. 
As neither my Heirihould have juft Caufe to thti\k: '■ 
1 liv'd too long, for being clofe-haiided to hjin. 
Or cruel to myfelf. 

Paris. Have your Defires ; 
Pbabus aflifting me, I will repair 
Theruin'dBuildingofyqur Health : And think not ' 
You have a Son that hates you ; the Truth is. 
This Means with his Confent I praftis'd on you 
To this good End, it being a Device, 
}n you to fhf w the Cure of Avarice.. 

\_Exeuttt Paris, Latinus, and ^^fopus, > 

Philar. An old Fool, to be guU'd thus ! had he died. 
As I refolv'd to do, not to be alter'd. 
It had gone off twanging. 

C^f, How approve you, Sweeteft, 
Df the Matter and the Adors ? 

Domiiia. For the Subjcdt, 
I like it not ; it was filch'd out of Harare. 
-;-Nay, I have read the Poets : But the Fellow 
That pla'y'd the Dodor, did it well, by Fenus ; 
He had a tuneable Tongue and neat Delivery ; 
And yet, in my Opinion, he would perform 
^ Lover's Part much belter. Prithee, Cafar^ 
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For I grow weary, let us fee To-mtHrew 
fyhis and Jnaxarete. 

Of. Any Thing 
For thy Delight,. Domitia. To your Reft 
Till I come to difquiet you. . Wait ujion her. 
There is a Bufinefs that I muft difpatch. 
And I will ftraightbe with you. 

{Exeuaf Aretinus^ Dotnltia, Julia, Caenis, and 
Domitilla. 

Earthen, Now, my dread Sir, 
Endeavour to prevail, 

Caf. One Way or other, 
We'll cure btjn, never doubt it. Now, Pbilarguif 
Thou wretched Thing, haft thou leen thy fordid Safe* 

neft ? 
And but obferv'd what a contemptible Creature 
A covetous Mifcr is ! Doft thou in thylelf 
Feel cru« Compundion, vivk a Refohition 
To be a new Man ? 

Pbilar. This craz'd Body's Cefar'si 
But for my Mind— ^— 

C^* Trifle not with my Anger, 
Canu thou milce good Ule of what wai now pre&ated | ' 
And iminte, in thy fudden Change of Life, 
The miferable rich Man that exprefs'd 
What thou art to the Life ? 

Philar. Pray you give me Leave 
To die as I have liv'd. I muft not part with 
My Gold; it is my Life.— I am paft Cure. 

Cef. No ; by Mntrva, thou flialt never more 
Feel the leaft Touch of Avarice — Take him hence. 
And hang him inftantly. If there be Gold in Hell, 
Enjoy it — thine here and thy Life together 
Is forfeited. 

Phiiar^ Was I fent for to this Purpofe ? 

Partbea. Mercy for all my Service ! dfjitr, Mercy ! 

Caf. Should Jove plead for him, 'tis refolv'd he dies. 
And he that fpeaks one Syllable to dilTuade me ; 
And therefore tesipt me jioc-^It is but Juftice ; 
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Since fucli, as wilfully, will hourly die. 
Mult tax themfelves, and oot my Cruelty. 

lExaini omnes, 

Mnd of the Second- j£i. 



ACT in. SCENE I. 

A Garden ef tie Palace. 
Enter Julta, Domitilla and Stephanos. 

I^T O, Domii'iUa ; if you but compare 
\^ What I have fuffer'd with your Injuries 
,(Tho' great ones, I confefs) they will appear 
JLilce Motehllls to Oifmpus. 

Domiiilla. You ire tender 
Of your own Wounds, which makes you lofe the Feel- 
ing ' 
And. Senfe (rf mine. The Inceft he CMnmitted 
With you, and publickly profeft'd, in Scorn 
Of" what the World durft cenfure, may admit 
Some weak Defence, as being borne Headlong to it. 
But in a manly Way, to enjoy your Beauties. 
Befides, won by his Peijuries, that he would 
Salute you with the- Title of Augh/la, 
Your faint Denial ihow'd a full Confent, 
And Grant to his Temptations : But, poor I, 
That would not yield, but was with Violence forc'd 
To ferve his Lufts, and in a Kind Tiberius 
At Qiprea neverpraftis'd, have doe here 
OtK confcioys Touch to rife up my Accufer, 
I in my Will being innocent. 

Sleph. Pardon me. 
Great Princcfles, tho' I prefume to tell you. 
Wafting your Time in childifh Lamentations, 
You do deget^erate from the Blood you fpring from, : 
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For there is fomething more in Rome expefted . 
From Titui' Daughter and his Uncle's Heir, 
Than Wpmanifti Complaints, after fucji Wrongs 
Which Mercy cannot pardon. But, you'll fay. 
Your Hands are' weak, and Ihould you but atteinpo 
A juft Revenge on this inhuman Monfter, 
This Prodigy of Mankind, bloody Domitian 
Hath ready Swords at bis Command, as well 
As lilands to confine you, to remove 
His Doubts, and Fears, <Iid he but entertain 
The leaft Sufplcton you contriv'd or plotted 
Againft his Perfon* 

Julia. Tis true, Stephanos ; 
, The Legijjns that fack'd JerufakfK 
Under my Father Titus, are fworn his> 
And I no more-rtmember'd. 

Domitilla* And to lofe 
Ourfelves by building on trnpoffibie Hopes, 
Were defperate Madnefs. 

Steph. You conclude too faft 

One iingle Arm, whbfe Mailer does contetnn 

His own Life, holds a full Command oVr his, 

•Spite of' his Guards. ' I was ybur Bondman, Lady^ 

And you my gracious Patronefs; my Wealth, 

And Liberty your Gift; and, -tho' no Soldier, 

To.whom or Cuftom or Example makes 

Grim Death appear lefs terrible, I dare die 

To do you Service in a fair Revenge : 

And it will better fuit your Births and Honours 

To fall at odce, than to live ever Slaves 

To his proud Emprefi, ;that infults upon 

Your patient Sufferings. Say but you Go on. 

And I will reach his Heart, or perifli in 

The noble Undertaking. , 

Domitilla, Your free Offer 
Confirms 3'our Thankfulnefs, which I acknowledge 
A Satisfaftion for 2 greater Debt 
Than what you ftand engag'd for : but I muft not 
Upon uncertain Grounds hazard fo grateful. 
And good 3 Servant, The immortd Powers 
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Protefta Prince, tho' fold to impious Afts, 
And feem toflumber 'till his roaring Crimes 
Awake their Juftice : But then, looking down. 
And with impartial Eyes, on his Contempt 
Of all Religion and moral Goodncfs, 
They in their Jecret Judgme nts do determine 
To leave him to his Wickednefs, which finks him, 
■ Whenhe is moft fecure. 

Julia. His Cruelty 
Increafirtg daily, of Neceffity 
Maft render him as odious to his Soldiers, 
Familiar -Friends, and Freemen, as it hath done 
Already to the Senate : Then forfak«n 
Of his Supporters, and grown terrible 
Ev'n to himfelf, and her he now fo dotes on. 
We may put into A£f, what now with Safety 
We cannot whifper. 

Siepb. I am flill prepar'd 
To execute, when you pleafe to command me : 
Since I am confident he deferves much more 
That vindicates his Country from a Tyrant 
Than he that faves a Citijen. 

Julia. O, here's Catiis'. [£"«'«■ Cients, 

DomilUIa. Whence come you ? 

Gfnis, From the Emprefs, who feems riiov'd 
In that you wait no better. Her Pride's grown 
To fuch a Height, that flie difdains the Service 
Of her own Women : and efteems herfelf 
Negleifled, when the Princeffes of the Blood, 
On every coarfe Employment, are not ready 
To iloop to her Commands. 

Domililla. Where is her Greatncfs ? 

Cams. Where you would little think fhe could defcend 
To grace the Room or Perfons. 

Jtdia. Speak, wliere ie Ihe ? 

Gems. Among the Phyers, where, all Sfate laid by. 
She do^s enquire who a£ts This Part, who That, 
And in what Habits ? Blames the Tire-women 
For want of curious Drcnings; and fo taken 
She is with Paris xXk Tragedian's Shape, 
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That Is to aft a Lover, I thought drfce 
She would have courtfcd him. 

DamtiUa, In the mean Time 
How fpcDds the Emperor his Houn ? 

Gents, As ever 
He hath done heretofore ; in being cruel 
' To innocent Men, w^ofe Virtues he calls CrnnM. 
And» but this Morning, if t be pdffible. 
He hath out-gone himfelf^ having condemn'd 
At Aretinus his Informer's Suit, 
Palpburius Sura, and good yunlus Rufiicus, 
Men of the beft Repute in Rome for their 
Integrity of Life j no Fault cbjeAed, 
But that they did lament his cruel Sentence 
On Pectus Jhra/ta the Philofopher, 
Thdr Patron and Inftrudor. 

Stepb. Can Jove fee this 
And hold his Thunder ! 

Domitilla. Nero and Calieuk 
Commanded only Mifc&icfs ; bAit our Cejar 
Delights to fee 'em. 
■ yulia. Wh«t we cannot help, 
We may deplore with Silence. 

Cisnh. We are call'd for 
By our proud Miftrefs. 

Domitilla. We a-while muft fuflfer. 

Stepb. It is true Fortitude to ftand firm againft 
All Shocks of Fate, when Cowards faint and die 
In Fear to fufler more Calamity. 

{Exettttt, 

SCENE II. The PaUee. 

Enter Csefar and Parthenius. 

Caf, They are then in Fetters ? 

Parthenius. Yes, Sir. But 

Cef., But} What? 
I'll have thy Thoughts j deliver them. 
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' Parlben. I fliaii. Sir : 
But ftiU fubtntttinE to }>our.God-like Pleadur^ 
Which cannot be tn&ru^ied* 

Ce/, To the Point. 

Parthen. Nor let your j[fe:red Majefty .belfesit 
Your Vaffal, tbst with dry Ey« Iwk'-a upw 
His Vixktex df ^'-d to Death by your ComnaA^ 
Gan pity thefe that dudt pcefiiBle to oenfuR 
What you <lecr«di 

Cef, Well : Forward. 

ParthiHk Tis my Zeal 
Still to' preferve your Qeoiettt^ admk 'J; 
temper d with Juftice, that eanboldens me 
To offer my Advice. , Alas'! I know. Sir, 
^hefe Boc^nieD, Rufiicus ixid Palphjiriia^Smii 
Deferve all Tortures. Yet, in my Opinion, 
Thc^ being popular Soiators, aad criedup 
\Vith loud Applaufes of the MiihJtude, 
For foolilh Honefty, and beggarly "Virtut^ 
Twpuldxelilhmoreof Policy, to have them 
Made away in private, with whilt exquHke TormsM 
You pleafe, k^lb ndt^ thas tohave (tbuB^iBWB 
To the Decicei " io publick ; for 'tis doiAtfwl ^ 

That the fad Ott^ j&ty beget Compaffiaa 
In the ^ddy Rout, and caufe fame hulden Vivoaf 
That may difturb you* 

Crf. Hence, pde-fpirited Coward ! 
Can we defcend fo far beneath ourfelf« 
Asj or to court the People's Love, or few 
Their worft of Hate ? Can they, that are as Duft 
Before the Whirlwind of our Will and Power, 
Add any Moment to us ? Or thou think. 
If there are Gods above, or Goddefle$» 
(But wife Mturvd, that's nune owJi» and fiive) 

!■ To lit Dtenti, Ice. 

Thu(hauldbel>egre«, andmeatu tht Oraha Omuaf, Ae fi»ae 
^ fjwcutioji at Kfjot. AT. M. 



D,gn,-.rihyGOOglC 



3o6 THE RCJMaK ACTOR. 

That they have vacant Hours to take into 
Their fcrious Proteftion or Care, 
This many-headed Monfter ? Mankind lives 
In few, as potent Monarchs and their Peers ; 
And all thofe glorious Constellations 
That do adorn the Firmament, appointed. 
Like Grooms, with their bright Influence to attend 
The Adiona of Kings and Emperors, 
They being the greater Wheels that move the lefs. 
' Bring forth thofe condemn'd Wretches ; let me fee 
One Man fo loft, as but to pity *em. 
And tho' there lay a Million of Souls 
Imprifon'd in his Fieft, my Hangmen's Hooks 
Should rend it off ^nd give 'em Liberty. . 
—Cefar hath feid it. [Exit Parthenius. 

Bnter Partheniqs, Aretinus, and the Guard', Exem- 
tioners dragging in Junius Rufticus, dsi/ Palphurius 
Sura, bound Back to Boik. 

ifrrt. Tis great Cajar'i Plcafure, 
That widi fix d Eyes you carefully obferve - 
The People's Looks. Charge upon any Man 
That with a Sigh, or Murmur does expre'fs 
A feeming Sorrow for thefe Traitors' Deaths. 
— ^You know his Will, perform it. 

def A good Blood-hound, 
And fit for my Employments. 

Sur. Give Us Leave 
To die, fell Tyrant. 

Ruji. For, beyond our Bodies, 
Thou haft no Power. 

C^f. Yes ; , I'll afflift y««r Souls, 
And force them groaning.*) the Stygiatt Lake, 
•Prepar'd for fuch to howl In, that blafpheme 
The Power of Princes, that are Gods on Earth. 
Tremble to think how terrible the Dream is- : ■ ■ ■ - 
After this Sleep of Death, . .. 

Rujt, To guilty Men 
It may bring Terror; notto-tis, that know 
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What 'tis to die, well taught by his Exampte . 
Torwhom wefuffer. In my Thought Ifee ■ 
'i'he Subftance of that puce untainted Soul» 
Of Thra/ea, our Mafter> made a Star, 
That with melddtou? Harmony invites us 
(Leaving this Dunghill Romet made Hell by thee) 
To trace his heav'nly Steps and fill a Sphere 
Above yon Cryftal Canopy. 

C^f. Do invoke him 
With all the Aids his Saiiftity of Life 
Have won on the Rewarders of his Virtue ( 
Theyfliall not faveyou. — Dogs, do you grin ? torment 
'emt [The Hangmen torment 'entf ih&yjiill 

So, take a Leaf of &eneca now, and prove fmilingi 
If it can render you infenfible 
Of that which but begins hcre» Now an Oil, 
■ Drawn from the Stdick'6 frozen Principles, 
Predominate o'er Fire, were ufeful for you .— 

Again, again-.^-You trifle. — ^Not a Groan ? : 

Is my Rage loft ? What curfed Charms defend 'em f 
Search deeper. Villains; Who looks palcj or thinks 
That I am cruel ? 

Jret. Over-merciful; : 
*Tis all your Vt^eaknefs, Sifi ' 

Parth. I dare not ihew 
A Sign of Sorrow t yet my Sinews ffirifik, 
The Spe£tacle is fo horrid, i^^^ ' 

Caf. r was never 
O'ercome till now^-^For my Sdke roar a litde* 
And flifiw you are corporeal and not turn'd 
Aerial SpiritSi-^Will it not do ? By FsUds^ 
It is unkindly done to /nock his Fury 
Whom the World ftiles Omnipotent. I'm tortur'd 
In theit Wafit of feeling Torments. MaHuf Story, ' 
That does report him to have fat unmov'd 
When cunning Chirurgeons ripp'd his Arteries 
And Veins, to cure his Gout j compar'd to this, 
Deferves not to be nam'd. — Are they hot dead ? 
!£ not, we wafti an Mthiope. 
X 2 
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Sur. No; we five. 

Riifi* Live to deride thee, our calm Patience treadit;^ 
Upon the Neck, of Tyrtiwy. That fecurely^ 
(As 'twere a gentle Slumber) we endure 
lliy Hangmen's ftudied Tortures, is a Debt 
We owe to grave PhiloTophy, that inflrufts us 
The Fldh is but the Cloarfiing of the Soul, 
Which growing out of Faihion, tho' it be 
Caft oflf or rent, or torn, like oars, 'ds tbeAy 
Being itfelf divine, in her beft Lu^. 
But unto fuch as thou, that haft no Hopes 
Beyond the prefent, cvafy little Scar, 
The Want of Reft, Excefs-flf Heat or Cold 
That does infMm them only they are mortat, 
Pierce thro' and thro' iheto. 

Cr/. We will hear no mote< ■ 

Spji. This only, and Igive thee Wamihgof i(* 
Tho' it is in thy Will to grmd thw Earti 
As fmali as Atoms, they thrown in the Sea WO, 
They ftall feem recollededto thy Senfe ; 
And, when the fandy Birildmg of thy Gredtaefs 
Shall with its own Weight totter, look to iee me. 
As I was yefterday in my perfect Shape j 
For I'll appear in Horror. 

Cef. By my fliaking 
I am the Guilty Man, and not the Judge. 
Drag from my Sight thefecurfed omiifous Wizards, 
That as they're now, like to doublc-fac'd J*Mtf, 
Which Way ibe'er 2 look, are Furies wme. 
— Away with *em. Firftihew them Death, riiaileave 
No Memory of their Aflies. HI mock F^ate. 

[Erw«/ Executioners with Rufticus aiui Sora, 
- Stephanos yf>/A>zfi»^. 
ShaU Words fright him victorious Armies circle ? 
No, no, the Fever does begin to leave me. 

Eater Domitia, Julia, WCsenis. 

Or, were it deadly, from this Kving Fountala 
I could renew the Vigour <*" my YouUi, 
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And be a fccond Vtrbius. O u^y Glory ! 
My Life \ cooitnand my AJl ! 

Domiila. As you eo me. are. 

[B^ikrm»g and kiffiag mtiiiifi^y, 
1 heard yoa were fad ; I have prepar'd you Spori; 
Will banift Melancholy. Sirrah, Cffor, 
(I bug myfetf for't) 1 baye been iHfin)&bg 
The Players bow to aift, aodj to cut off 
All tedious Impert^pcy, bqvc contraid^ 
The Tragedy in.tQ on? cpntinu'd Scene. 
X have the Art oft, apd am t^ken inore 
With my Ability that Way than aU Knowledge 
J have but of thy Love, 

Ctf. Thou'ft ftili thyfelf, 
Thefweeteft, witijcft ■ i 

Domitia. When we ar« 4-bfid 
111 thanJt yeur good OpipioQ. Thou Ihalc £be 
Such an Ip^if of thy Paris, and, to bumble 
The Pride of Domi/ifla that netleds me, 
(Howe'er flie is your Coufin) T h*ve forc'd her 
To .play the part of jUfi^^fte, 
You're not offended with it ? 

Cef. Any Thing 
That does content thee yields Delight to me ; 
My Faculties and Powers are thiQe. 

Domitia. I thank you ; 
Prithee let's take our PIa«s. Bid 'em enter 

[_^ter ajhort Fhuri^, enter Paris as Iphi|. 
Without more Ctrc^imft^ee. How do you like 
That Shape " ? M^thinks it i; ro^ fuitable 
To th? Afpeft of a defpairing l^over. 
The feeming late»fal'n, counterfeited Tears 
That hang upon his Cheeks, was my Devicct 

Cff, Afid all was excellent. 



13 ThalShaftt 
ia fiSfiSat 



The Roman Afton played ia fiSfiSat qpe of which Dtmit'ut c«Ils a 
|Sh«|ie, JIf.JJf. 
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Domitia. Now hear him fpeak. 

Paris. That flie is fair (and that an Epithed 
Too foul toexprefs her) or dcfcended nobly. 
Or rich, M fortunate, are certain Truths 
In which poor Iphis glories. But that thefe 
Perfcdions, in no other Virgin found, 
Abus'd, ihould nourifli Cruelty and Pride 
In the divineft Anaiearete^ 
\%, to my love-ficlt languii^ing'Soul a Riddle, 
And wkh more Difficulty to be folvM, 
Than that, the Monfter Sphinx from the fteepy Rock 
OfFer'd to OEdipus. Imperious Love, 
As at thy ever-flaming Altars Iphis, 
Thy never-tired Votary, hath prefcnted 
With fcalding Tears whole Hecatombs of Sighs^ 
Preferring thy Power and thy Paphian Mother's, 
Before the Thunderer's, Neptuiieh, or Pluto's, 
(That after Saturn did divide the World, 
And had the Sway of Things, yet were tompciridt 
By thy inevitable Shafts to yield, 
And fight under thy Enfigns) be aufpicious 
To this lafl: Trial of my Sacrifice 
Of Love, and Service, 

Domitia. Does he not z&. it rarely ? ■ 
Obfcrve with wliat a Feeling he delivers 
His Orifons toC«^;V; I am raptwith't. ; ■ 

Paris. And from thy never -emptied Quiver take 
A golden Arrow, to transfix her Heart, 
And force her Love like me ; or cure my Wound 
With a leaden one that may beget in me 
Hate and Forgetfulnefs of what's now my Idol. 
But I call back my Prayer; I have blafpheni'd 
In my raih Wiih. 'Tis I that am unworthy ; 
But ihc all Merit, and may in Juftice challenge 
From the Affurance of her Excellencies, 
Not Love but Adoration. Yet, bear Witnefs,' 
Ail-knowing Powers] I bring along with me, 
Ai faithful Advocates to make Interceflion, - 
A loyaUHeart with pure and holy Flames, 
With the fqul Fires of Luft never polluted, 
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And, as I'touch her Threihold (which With Teturs, 
My Limbs bcnumb'd with Cold, I oft have wafti'd) 
Widimyglad Jjps, I kiis this Eart^ grown projid 
With frequent Favours from her delicate Feet. 

Domit'ta. By Cefar'% Life, he weeps,— And I forbear 
Hardly to keep him CompaHy, 

Paris. BIcft GrpUnd, thy Pardon, 
If I prophanc it with forbidden Steps* 
J muft prefume to knock — and yet attempt jt 
With ftich a trembJingReverencCj as if 
My Hands were held up for Expiation 
To the incenfed Gods to fpare a Kingdom. 
—Within there, ho ! fomething Divine come forth 
To a diftreffed Mortal. 

. Enter Latinus as a Porttr* 

Latin. Ha ! Who knocks there ? 

Ihm'ttia. What a churlifii Look this Knave Has ! 

Latin. Is't you, Sirrah ? 
Are you come to pule and whine ?—Avaunt, and 
quickly ; 
■ Dog-whips Jhall drive you hence, clfe. 

Domifia. ChuriiJh Devil ! 
But that I fliould difturb the -Scene, as I live 
I would tear his Eyes out. 

Cef. 'Tis in Jeft, Doiftftia. 

Domitia. I do not like fuch Jefting 1 If he were not 
A flinty-hearted Slavethe could not ufc 
One of his -Form fo harttily. How the Toad fwells 
At the other's fweet Humility ! 

Cef. 'Tis his Part ;— 
Let 'em proceed. 

Domitia. A Revue's Part will ne'er leave him. 

^itris. As you have,. gentle Sic, the Happinefs 
(When you pleafe) to behold the Figure of 
The Mafter-piece of Nature, limn'd to ^he Life, 
In more than h.\im3i.n.Anaxarete,. 
Scorn not your Servant, that with fuppliant Hand* 
% ^ . 
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. Tafeei hold upoa your Kqms, cbtijarit^ yoUf 
At ybu-'re a Man, «)d did not ^k the MiHc 
Qf Wolves and Tygers, or a M«thet of 
A rougher Temper, ufe feme Means, their Eye^ 
Before they are wept out, may fee your Lady. 
Will you be gracious, Sir ? 

Latin. Tbo^ I lofe my place foi't, 
I can hold out ao longer. 

Domitia. Now he melts r 
Thefe is feme lictte Hope he may die honeft. 

Enttr pomitilla for Anaxarete. 

Latin. Madam ! 

DomitiUa. Who calls ? What Objcft have v^c here I 

Domitia, Your Coufin keeps her prcn^d State ftill, X 
think 
I have fitted her for a Fart. 

DomitiUa. Did I not charge thee 
I ne'er might fee this Thing more ? 

Paris, I am, indeed. 
What Th ing you pleafe ; a Worm that yon pMy tread 05 : 
Lower I cannot fall to iliew my Duty, 
Till your Difdain hath di^'d a Grave to cover 
This Bcjdy with forgotten Dull ; atid, when 
I know your Sentence (cruelTt of Women) 
I'll, by a wilUng Deat}i, remove the Objen 
That is an Eycfore to you. 

Domitilla. Wretch, thou dar'ft not : 
That were the kfl, and ereatcft Service to me 
Thy doting Love coujd boaft of. What dull Fool 
But thou, could nourifh any flatt*ring Hope, 
One of my Height, in Youth, in Birth and Fftrtime, 
Could e'er defcend to look upon thy Lowncft ? 
Much left cqpfent to make my Lord of one 
I'd not accept, tho' offcr'd for my Sla^ : 
My Thoughts floop not fo low. 

Domitia. There's her true Nature: 
^o perfonated Scom^ 
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DomiiiSa. I wrong my Worth, 
Or tQ exchai^ a. Syllable or JLook 
With ooe fp far beneath me. 

PariSf Ycti take heed. 
Take heed of Pri(}ey and curkiuily coodvlerc 
How brittle the FoiutdattQQ is on which 
You labour to advance it. Na^e, 
Proud of her numVous |&e» durft eaqtenui 
Latofu^s double Burthen. — But what fc^ow'd ? 
She was left a childlefs Mother and mourtx'd to Marble, 
The Beauty ypu o'er-prize fo» Time or Sickncfs 
Can change to loath'd Deformity ; y*wr Werfth 
The Prey of Thieves ; Queen Hecwio fra^ fefd, 
VMe^ Bondwoman '*. But the Love I Iwing yott 
Nor Time, nw Sicknefej violent Thieves, aor FaW^ 
Can ravilh fromyou. 

Domitia, Could the Oracle 
Give bettes Counfet I. 

Farts. Say, will you relent yet ? 
Revoking your Decree that I ^unjLd dtp ? 
Or, fliall I do what you command ?• Rifolve ; 
I am impatient of Delay. 

DomtiUiu Difpa&zh then : 
J fliall look on yqur Tragedy unmoT'd; 
Peradventure laugh at it ; fqr it will prove 
^ Comedy to me. 

Domitia. O Devill DevS! 

Paris. Then thus I tike my laft Leivc. AU ih? 
Curfes 
Of Lovers fall upon yQ« ; and, hereafter* . 
When any Man, like me cotttcnui'd, fltaJl ftudy 
in the Anguifli of his Saul to give a Name 
Toa fcornful cruel MiHre&^^kt him (nly 
pay this. mo& bloody Wpoutn is to me, 

■ 1 J^MH Hecuba TtoyJlr*J, 

Thdb two Hrif-ltnet atvr enrirety mMplBcnlj^knid fiiotM not be in* 
fertcdfaerc; they afterwards occt)r la the S«ccHid Voiumr, to whid) 
-^afli^ theybcloa^, M. Mt 
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As Aiaxarete was to wretched Iphis! 

Now feaft your tyrannous Mind, and Glory in 

The Ruins you have made : For Hymen^i Bands . 

That Ihould have made us oae, this fatal Halter 

For ever fliall divorce us ; at your Gate, 

As a Trophy of your Pride andmy Affliftionj' 

111 prefently hang myfelf. 

Dmitia. Not for the World. 
•— Reftrain him as you love your lives. 

Cff. Why are you 
Tranfported thui, Domtia f 'Tjs a Play j 
Or, grant it ferious, ic at -no Pait merits. 
This Paffion in you. 

Paris. I ne'er purpos'd, Madam, 
To do the Deed in earneft ;--tho' I bow 
To your Care, and Tendernefs of me. 

Domitia. Let me. Sir ■ 

Intreat your Pardon ; what I faw prefcnted 
Carried me beyond myfelf. 

Caf. To your Place again. 
And fee what follows. 

Domitia. No, I am familiar 
With the Conclulion ; befides, upon the .fuddea 
I feet myfelf much indifpos'd. 

Caf. To Bed then ; 
I'll be thy Doftor. 

Jret. There is fomething more " 
- In this than Paffion, — which I mufl 6nd x>ut 
Or my Intelligence freezes. C^Jife, 

Domitia. Come to me, Parist 
To-mcMTow for your reward. 
Steph. Patroncfs, hear me ; 
Will you not call for your Share ? Sit down with thi$ 
And the next Aftlon like a Gatiitane Strumpet, . 
I Ihall look to fee you tumble. 

DomitiSa. Prithee be Patient. 
I, that have fuffer'd greater Wrongs, bear this ; 
. And that, till my Revenge, my Comfort is. [Exetai. 

End of the nird M \ ' 
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ACT IV. SCENE I,' 

, Jn Jpar(iifer}i in the Palace^ 

Enter FarthcQius, Julia> DomitUb^ ^nd Ccenif r - 
Parthenius, 

WHY, 'dsimpoffible^pflrw? 
>/w. You obfcrv'd not . . 

(As it appears) the Violence of her Paffion, 
iVhen perfonating Iphis, he pretended 
(For your Contempt, fair Anaxmte) [To Dpmliijla, 
To hang himfdf. 

Parthen. Yes, yes, I no^ed that ; 
But never could imagine it could work her 
To fuch a ftrange Intemperance of Affeftion, 
As to doat on him. 

Domitiila. By my Hopes, I think n6t 
That ihe refpeOrs, tho' all here faw, and mark'd it, 
Prefuming flie can mould the Eniperor's Will 
Jnto what Form flie likesj thg' v/e^ arid all 
Th' Informers of the World, confpire to crofs It. 

Genij, Then with what Eagernefs this Morning, Mt-r 

The Wantqf Health and Reft, fte did entreat 
Cffar to leave her. 

Domitiila. Who, no (boner abfent, 
But ftie calls, Dzvarf (fo in her Scorn flie ftiles fiie) 
Put on my Pantofles — fetch Pen and Paper ; 
I am to write ; — and with^iftrafted Looks, 
in hrf- Smock, impatient of fo Ihort Delay 
As but to have a Mantle thrown upon her. 
She feal'd — I know not what, but 'twas indors'd -- 

To my lov'd Para. - ■ " 
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yulia. Add to this, I heard her 
Say, when a Page receiv'd it ; let him wait me, 
And care&Uy, in the Walk call'd our Retreat, 
Whefc Ge/ar, in hia Fear to give Offeiice, 
Unfent for, never enters. 

PsrtbeM, This being certain, 
(For thefe arc more than jealoas Suppt^tiqns) 
Why do not you, that are fo near in Blood, 
IMfccwcr it i 

DomiiiUa. Alas ! you know we dare not ; 
*T*ill be receiv'd for a malicious Praftice, 
To free us from that Slavery, which her Pride 
Jmpofes on us. But, if you would |^eafe 
To break the Ice, oa pain to be lunk ever. 
We would aver it* 

Parthen. I would fccond you. 
But that 1 am commanded with alt Spe^d 
To fetch in jpiktario the CbaUtean, 
Who in his Abfence is condeitin'd of Trcifon, 
For calculating tJae Nativity 
Of CefoTt with alt Confidence foretellii^ 
In every Circumftance, when he ihall die 
A violent Death. Yet, if you could approvQ 
Of my DireQions, I would have you fpeak 
As much to Jretiatts as you have 
To me delivei'4. He in his own Nature 
Being a Spy, on weaker Grounds, no doubt. 
Will undertake it; not for Goodnefs-lake 
"(With which he never yet held Correfpondence) 
But to endear his vieilant Obferviogs 
Of what concerns tKe Emperor, and aUttje 
To triumph in the Ruins of this Paris, 
That crofs'd him in the Senate-boufe. 

Enter Aretinus, 

—Here he cpmes. 

His Nofe held up ; he hath fomething in (h? WivAi, 

Or I much crt already. My De^j 
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Command me hence, grest Ladies; Ixu I leave 

My Wifhes with you. [£«r Psn^eDiuH' 

Jrtt. Have I cimght.yciur<5reaitnefe 
rth'Trap, my proud /Agw^ .^ 

Domititta. What is't rap« him > 

jiret. And my fine Roman After ? b't even k ? 
No CoarferDifh to take your wanton Pajfite, 
Save rfiat which, but the Emperor, none dtti^tafle of >. 
— Tia very well. — I needs muft ^oiy in 
ThisrireDifcovery; buttheRewarcte 
Of my Intelligence bid me tiunk even mtw j 
By an Edi6: from C^ar I have Power, 
To tread upon die ^feclc of flavtfli Smf, 
Difpofing Offices and Provinces 
To my Kinfmen, Friends and CHentt, 

Domitilla. This is more 
Than ufual with him. 

JuUa, Aretmusl 

Aret. How ! 
No more Refped: and Reverence tender'd-to mt 
But Arttimi f 'Tis confefs'd that Title, 
When you wefe Princeffes and OKnmanded all. 
Had been a Favour ; but being, as you are, 
Va0als to a pTDud Woman, tise wor£t Bondage, ' 
You fland obtig'^d with as much Adoration 
To entertain -him, that comes anmU wJohStraigth 
To hmk your Fetters, astarni'dGAHey^Sbves 
Pay fuch as do redeem t^m from the Oar ^ 
I come not to entrap you, but aioud 
Pronounce that yon atejnanumifc'd; and, tonSfae" 
Your Liberty fweeter, you fiiall fee her fall, 
(This Eropreft, this Doaitui, what you wilH 
That triumph'd in your Mifcries. 

Domitilla. Were you ferious. 
To prove your Accufation Itould lend 
Some Help. 

Cienis. And I. 

JuHa. And I. , ■ 

Aftu NoAtom^'tiie. 
My Eyes and Ears are every where, I know all j 
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To the Line and Adioti id the Play that took herj 
!Her quick DiffimulatioD to ezcufe 
HerjJejnetranfportcd, with her Morning Paffloa; 
I brib'd the Boy that did convey the Letter, 
And, having perus'd it, made it up again : '- 
Your Griefs and Angers are to me familiar ; 
That Paris is brought to her, and bow far 
He fhatl be tempted. 

DomitiUa. This is above Wonder. 

A'et. My Gold can work much ftraager Miracles 
Than to CMTupt poor Waiters. Here, join with me-e- 
Tis a Complaint to Cafar. This is that 
Shall ruin tier, and raife yon. Have you fet your' 

Hands 
To th' Accufation ? 

Julia. And will juftify 
What we've fubfcrib'd to. 

Ctenis, And with Vehemence* 

DomitiUa. I will deliver it. 

Jret, LiCave the reft to me then.' 

Enter Cafar, -with his Guards 

Caf. Let our Lieutenants bring us Viftory/ 
White we enjoy the Fruits of Peace at Home J 
And, being fecur'd from our inteftine Foes, 
Far worfe than foreign Enemies, Doubtsand Fears,i 
Tho' all the Sky were hung with blazing Meteors^' 
Which fond Aftrotogers give out to be 
Affur'd Prefages of die Change of Empires, 
And Deaths of Monarchs, we, undaunted yety 
Guarded with our own Thunder, bid Defiance 
To them and Fate, we being too ftrongly arra'd 
For them to wound us. 

Jret. Cafar — 

Julia. As thou art ' 

More than a Man — 

Cf»/j._Let not thy Paffions be 
Rebellious to thy Reafon — \Tbe Petition deUvmd. 
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DomitiUa. But receive 
This Trial of your Conftancy, as unmov'd 
As you go to or from the Capitol, 
Thanks given to Jove for Triumphs. 

Dotnililla. Vouchfafe 
A while to ftay the Lightning of your Eyes 
Poor Mortals d^re not look on. 

Jret. There's 00 Vein 
Of yours that rifes with high Rage but is 
■An Earthquake to us. 

DomitiUa. And, if not kept clos'd 
With more than human Patience, in a Moment 
Will fwallow us to the Center. 

C^nis. Not that we 
Repine to ferve her, are we her Accufers — ■ 

Julia. But that Ihe's fall'n fo low. — 

Ant. Which on fure Proofs 
We can make good, — 

DomtiUa. And fbow ftie is unworthy 
Of the leaft Spark of that diviner Fire 
You have confer'd upon her. 

Caf. I ftand doubtful 
And unrefolv'd what to determine of you. 
In this malicious Violence you have ofler'd ' ' 
To the Altar of her Trurh and Purenefs to me. 
You have but fruitlefsly labour'd to fully ' 
A white Robe of Perfection, black-mouth'd Envy 
Could belch no Spot on — But I will put off 
The Deity you' labour to take from me, 
And argue out of Probabilities with you. 
As if I were a Man. Can I believe 
That flie, that borrows all her Light from me, 
And knows to ufe it, would betray her Darknefs 
To your Intelligence ? And make that apparent. 
Which by her Perturbations in a Play 
Was yefterday but doubted, and find none 
But you, that are her Slaves, and therefore hate her, 
Whofe Aids flie might employ to make Way iox her r 
Or ArelinuSy whom long fince file knew, 
To be the Cabinet Counfellor, nay, the Key 
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Of Ge/a/s Secrets ? Could her Beau^ xaifc her 
To this uDcqtud'd Height to make her fall 
The more remarkable ? Or muft my Defires 
To her, and Wrongs to Lamia, be reveng'd 
by her, and od herfelf, that drew on bote ? 
Or ihe leave oui imperial £ed xxi court 
A publick Ador ? 

Jrtt. Who dares contradift 
Thefe more than human Realbni, that hiVe Powef 
To clothe bafe Ouilt in the moft glorious Shape 
Of Innocence ? 

Domitiile. Too well ihe kbew the Strength 
And Eloquence of her Patron to defend ber^ 
And, thereupon prefuihtng, fell fecurely. 
Not fearing an Accuser, -nor the Truth 
Produc'd aciinft her, which your Love and Ftcv&ot 
Will ne'er difcern from Falfehood. 

Cef 111 not hear 
A Syllable more that may invite a Chaiu;e 
In my Opinion of "her. You have rais'a 
A fiercer War within me by this Fabley 
(Tho* *ith your Lives you vow to make it ISfiory '*) 
Than if, and atone Inftant, all my Lemons 
Revolted firom tdc, and came arm'd ae^n& me* 
Here in this Paper -are'the Swords predeftin'd 
For my Deftruiiion ; here the fatai Stars, 
That Uirexten more than Ruin; this the Dekth's Head- 
That does a^re me, if ihe can prove £ilie. 
That I am mortal, which a fudden Fever 
Would prompt me to believe, and faintly yield to. 
But now in my full Confidence what fiie iuffers, 
In that, from any Witnefs but myfclf, 
I nourilhaSuipicion ihe's untrue, 
My Toughneis returns to me. Lead on, Monitcn^ 
And, by the Forfeit of your Lives, confirm 
She is all Excellence, as you all Bafenefs i 

'5 7i niah it 'Stmy. 
At clear ai any h'lQorical Trudi. D. 
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t)r let Mankind, for her Fall* boldly fwcar 
Vhcre are no chafte Wives now, Dor ever were; 

{ExeuHi omnet* 

S C E N t li, 
^ier Domitia^ Fans and Servants^ 

Uomitia. Say we command, that none prelume to 
dare 
On Forfeit of our Favwur, that is Life> 
Out of a faucy CuriouftiefB to ftand 
Within the Diftance of their Eyes or Eairsi 
Tin we pleafe to be waited on. {^Exeunt Servants. 

' — And, Sirrah ; 

Howe'er you are excepted^ let it not 
^eget in you ab arrt^nt Opinion 
*Tis done » grace youi 

Paris. With my humbleft Service 
I but obey your Summons^ and lluiuld blufh elfe 
To be fo near you* 

Domitia. 'T would became you rather 
To fear the Greatnefs of the Grace \ouchfaf d you 
May overwhelm you ; and 'twill do no lefs, 
If, when you are rewarded, in your Cups 
You boaft this Privacy. 

Paris. That were, mighticft Emprefs, 
To play with Lightning. 

Domitia. You conceive it right. 
The Means to kill or fave, is not alone 
In Qefar circumfcrib'd ; for, if incens'd. 
We have our Thunder too that ftrikes as deadly. 

Paris. 'Twould ill. become the Lown«fs <^ my For-' 
tune, 
To queftion what you can do, but with all 
Humility to attend what is your WiU* 
And then to ferve it. 

Vol. I. Y 
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Domtta. And would not a Secret 
f Suppofe We fliould commit it to your Truft) 
Scald you to keep it ? 

Paris. Tho' it rag'd within me 
Till I turn'd Cinders, it fliould ne'er have Vent. 
To be an Age a dying, and with Torture, 
Only to be tnought worthy of your Council, 
Or aduate what you command to me, 
A wretched obfcure Thing, not worth your Know- 
ledge, 
Were a perpetual Happinefs. 

Domitia. We could wifli 
That we could credit thee, and cannot find 
In Reafon, but that thoti, whom oft I've ken 
To perfonate a Gentleman, noble, wife, 
■ Faithful and gainibme, and what Virtueaelfe 
The Poet pleafes to adorn you with ; 
But that (as Veflels ftill partake the Odour 
Of the fwcet precious Liquors they contain'd) 
Thou muft be really in fome Degree 
The Thing thou doft prefent. — Nay, do not tremble; 
We ferioufly believe it, and prefume 
Our Paris is the Volume in which all 
Thofc excellent Gifts the Stage hath feeo hUn grac'd 

with 
Are curioufly bound up. 
Paris. The Argument 
Is the fame, great Asz^fiay that I, afting 
A Fool, a Coward, a Traitor, or cold Cynick, 
Or any other weak and vicious Perfon, 
Of force I muft be fuch. O, gracious Madam, 
How glorious foever, or deform 'd, 
I do appear i' th' Scene, my Part being ended, 
And all my borrow'd Ornaments put off, 
I am no more, nor lefs, than what I was 
Before I enter'd. 

, Domiiia. Come, you would put on 
A wilful Ignorance, and not underiland 
What 'tis wc point at. Muft we in plain Language, 
Againft the decent Modefty of our Sex, 
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Say that we love thee, love thee to enjoy thee ? 
Or that in our Delires thou art preferr'd. 
And Cafar but thy Second * Thbii in Juftice 
(If from the Height of Majefty we cati 
Look down upon thy Lowtlefs, and embrace it) 
Art bound with Fervoui' to look up to me. 

Paris. O, Madam ! hear me with a patient Earj 
And be but pleas'd to Underftand theReafons 
That do deter hie from a Happinefs 
Kings would be Rivals for. Can I; that owe 
My Life, and all that's tnine, to Grjftr's BouiMies* 
Beyond my Hopes or Merits, ihdwer'd upon mej ■ 
Make Payment for thetn with Ingratitude; 
Falfehood and Treafon ? Tho' you have a Shape 
Might tempt Hypolitus, and larger Power ; 

To help or hurt than wanton Fhitdra had^ 
Let Loyalty and Du^ plead my Pardonj 
The' I refufe to fatisfy. 

Domitia. You're coy^ 
Escpeding I Ihould court you^et mean Ladies 
Ufe Prayers and Intreaties to their Creatures 
To rife up Inftruments to ferve their Pleafures ; 
But for Augufta fa to lafe herfelf. 
That holds Command o'er Cafar and the Worldi 
Were Poverty of Spiriti-^Thou muft, thou flialt j 
The Vidlence of my Pafllon knows no Mean, 
And in my Punifliments anj my Rewards, 
I'll ufc no Moderation 1 Take this only 
As a Cautibn fr6m me, thread-bare Chaftity 
Is poor in the Advancement of her Ser^-aiits, 
But Wantonnefs magoificeht ; arid 'tis frequent 
To have the Salary of Vice weigh down 
The Pay of Virtue* So, wuthout more trifling, 
Thy fudden Anfwer. 

Parh. Oh ! what a Strait am I brought in ! 
Alas ! I know that the Denial's Death ; 
Nor can my Grant, difcover'd, threaten more. 
Yet to die innocent, and have the Giory 
jFer all Ppftenty to report, that I 
Y a 
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Kefus'd an Emprefs to pieferve my Faith 

To my great Mafter, in true Judgment muft 

Show fairer, than to buy a guilty Lii^e 

With Wealth and Honour. Tis the Bafe I build on ; 

I dare not, mull not, will not. 

Domitia, How ? Contcmn'd ? 
^nce Hopes nor Fears, in the Extremes, prevail not> 
I muft ufe a Mean. Think who 'tis fues to thee : 
Deny not that yet, which a Brother may 
Grant to his Sifter : — As a Teftimony 

[Cajfar, Aretinus, Julia, Domitilla, Caenis ah&ve. 
I am not fcom'd, kils me. — Kifs me again. 
— Kifa clofer. Thou art now my Trojan Paris 
And I thy Helen. 

Paris. Since U is your WiIL-r- 

C<gf. And I am Mnelaus. But I fhall be 

[Csfar defietidi. 
Something I know not yet. 

Domitia. Why lofe we Time 
And Opportunity, Thefe are but SalJads 
To ftiarpen Appetite. Let us to the Feaft ; 

[Courting Paris wantonfy.' 
Where I Ihall wlfh that thou wen Jupiter 
And I Jkmena, and that I had Power 
To lengthen out one fliort Night into three. 
And fo beget an Hercules. 

C>sf. While An^hiir'ify 
Standi by, and draws the Curtains. 
■ Parh. Oh !- \PslU on his Face^ 

Domitia. Betray'd ! 

Caf. No i taken in a Net of Vukan^ filing, 
Wherein myfelf '* the Theatre of the Gods 
Are fad Spedators, not one of 'em daring 
To wicnefs with a Smile he does defire 
To be fo iham'd for all the Pleafure that 

'6 mir<!ia a^ffl/, iic. 

It is evident iViit we (lioulU read, oui/re in mfel/i he fuppofes 
the Theatre o£ the Godi to be comiirifed ia him. M. Mi 
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You've fold your Being for ; — Wh^t ihall I name tbee?. 

Ingratefui, treacherous, infatiate, ail 

Invedives, which in Eitternefs of Spirit 

Wrong'd Men have breath'd out againfl: wicked Wo- 

Cannot exprefs thee. Have I rais'd thee from 

Thy low Condition to the Height of Greatnefs, 

Command and Majefty, in one bafe Aft 

To render me ? That was before I hugg'd thee ? 

An Adder in my Bofom more than Man 

A Thing beneath a Beaft "^ ? Did I force thefe 

Of mine own Blogd, as Handmaids to kneel to 

Thy Pomp and Pride, having myfelf no Thought 

But how with Benefits to bind thee mine ; 

And am I thus rewarded ? Not a Knee ? 

Nor Tear, nor Sign of Sorrow for thy Fault ? 

Break ftubborn Silence. What canft thou allege 

To ftay my Vengeance ? 

Domiiiai This. Thy Lull compell'd me 
To be a Strumpet, and mine hath return'd it 
In my Intent and Will, tho' not in AQ^ 
To cuckold thee, 

Cef. O Impudence ! Take her hence. 
And let her make her Entrance into Hell, 
By leaving Life with al! the Tortures that 
'Tlcfli can be fenfible of — Yet ftay — What Power 
Her Beauty ftill holds o'er qiy Soul, that Wrongs 
Of this unpardonable Nature cannot teach me 
To right myfelf and hate her ! [^j^de, 

—Kill her.— Hold, 

O that my Dotage fiiould increafe from that 
Which fcffuld breed Deteftation ! By MnetV^i 
If I look on her longer I Ihall melt, 

"7 Thefe Lines u they arc printed are quite unintelligible ; they 
|nuft be printed thus : 

In oat hafe AS 
71 rcndtr me, thai w/h, hifore I bu^'d thtty 
(Ah Addtr) in li^ Bofiim mart ibanMa/if 
4 thing hintath a Btaft f M.M. 
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And fue to faer^ my Injuries forgot. 

Again to be receiv'd into her Favour, 

CouJd Honour yield to it. ^Jfide, 

— Carry her to my Chamber ; 

Be that her Prifon, till in cooler Blood 

I fliall determine of ber. l,Exit Guard with Domitta, . 

Aret. Now Lftep in. 
While he's in this calm Mood, for qiy Reward, 
Sir, if my Service hath deferv'd — ■. 

Ce/, Yes, yes : 
And I'll reward thee — Thou haft robb'd me of 
All Reft and Peace, and been the principal Means 
To make me know that, of which if again 
I could be ignorant of, I would purchafe it 
With the Lois of Empire : Strangle him ; take tbelo 

hence too. 
And lodge them in the Dungeon. Could yourReafon, 
Dull Wretches, flatter you with Hope to think 
That this Difcovery, that hath ftiower'd upon me 
Perpetual Vexation, Qiould not fall 
Heavy on you ?— Away with 'em, — ^ftop thdr Mouths, 
I will hear no Reply. 

[^iV Guard, with Aretinus, Julia, Cfenis, 
atfd Domitilla, 

Tarii, Paris ! 

How fiiall I argue with thee }' How begin, 

To make thee underftand, before I kill thee. 

With what Grief and Unwillingnefs 'tis forc'd from me ) 

Yet, in Refpeft I've favour'd thee, I'll hear 

What thou canft fpeal; to qualify, or excufe 

Thy Readinefs to ferve this Woman's I.uft, ■ 

And wilh thou coiildft give mc fuch Satisfaftionj 

As I might bury the Remembrance of it. 

Look up : We ftand attentive. 

Paris, O, dread Ccyar / 
To hope for Life, or plead In the Defence 
Of my Ingratitude, were again to wrong you, 

1 know I have deferv'd Deatli ; and my Suit is 
That you would haften it ; yet, that your Highncfs, 
WTien I anj dead (as fure I will n« live) 
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May pardon me, I'll only urge my Frailty, 
Her Will, and the Temptation of that Beauty 
Which you could not refift. How could poor I then 
Fly that which follow'd me, and Cefar fu'd for ? 
This is all. — And now your Sentence. 

Cff. Which I know not 
How to pronounce. . O that thy Fault had been 
But fuch as I might pardon ! if thou hadft 
In Wantonnefs (like NerOy fir'd proud Rome) 
Betray'd an Army, butchcr'd the whole Senate ; 
Committed Sacrilege, or any Crime 
The Juftice of our Roman Laws calls Peatb, 
I had prevented any IntercelBon, 
And freely fign'd thy Pardon. 

Paris. But for this ! 
Alas ! you cannot, nay, you muft not. Sir j 
Nor let it to Pofterity be recorded. 
That Gejar, unreveng'd, fuffer'd a Wrong, 
Which, if a private Man ftiould fit down with it. 
Cowards would baffle him. 

Caf. With fuch true Feeling 
Thou argueft agalnft thyfelf, that it 
Works more upon me, than if my Minerva 
(The grand Prot^refs of my Life and Empire,) 
On Forfeit of her Favour, cry'd aloud, 
Cefar, Ihow Mercy. And, I know not how, 
I am inclin'd to it. Rife. — I'll promife nothing ; 
Yet clear thy cloudy Fears, and cherifli Hopes, 
What we muft. do, welhall.do: We remember 
A Tragedy we oft have feen with Pleafure, 
Call'd the Falfe Servant. 

Paris. Such a one we have, Sir ; 
In which a great Lord takes to his Proteftion 
A Man forlorn, giving him ample Power 
To order and difpofe of his Eftate 
If) his Abfence, he pretending then a Journey ; 
But yet with this Rellraint that, on no Terms 
(This Lordfufpeding hjs Wife's Conilancy, 
SJie having play'd falfe to a former Hufband j 
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The Servant, tho* folicited, iboukl confent, 
Tho' ihc conunauded him to queoch her Flames^ 
That was iodecd} the Arg^mneot, 

£>/: And what 
Didfi choupUy id it ? 

Paris, The Ft^e Servant^ Sir, 

Ckf, Thoudidft, indeed. DothePlayerswaitwithout^ 

Paris. They do^ Sir, and prepar'd to a£t the Stpry 
Your Majefty meDCion'd. 

Caf. Call 'em in. Who prefents 
The injur'dLord ? 

Enter MSa^us, Latinus, and a Bey irtfidfor-. a Lady,^ 

Mfop> Tis my Part, Sir. 

Gf/ Thou didft not 
Do it to the Life : We can perform it better. 
Pff with my Kobe and Wreath ; fince Nero fcorp'd do? 
The public Theatre,, we in private may 
Difport ourfelves. This Cloak and Hat, witbquc 
Wearing a Beard, or other Property, 
Will fit the Perfon. 

Mfop. Only, Sir, a Foil 
The Point and Edge rebutted, when you ad. 
To do the Murder. If you plcafe to ufe thisj^ 
And lay afide your own Sword. 

Oef, ■ Bj no means. 
In Jeft nor Earccft this parts never from me. 
We'll have but one ihort Scene— ^That, where the X^ady 
Zq an imperious Way commands the Servant 
To be unthankful to his Patron : — When 
My Cue's to enter, prompt me : — Nay, bcg^n. 
And do it fpritely ; tho' but a new Adxir, 
When I come to Execution, you fliall find- 
No Caufe to laugh at mc. 

Latin. In the Name of Wonder 
What's Ce/ar'i Purpofc ? 

jEJi)f>. There's no cooteoding. 

Of. Why, when f— - 
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Paris. I am arm'd ; 
/nd, ftpod grim Death now within my View, and bis 
inevitable D&n aim'd at my Breaft, 
His cold Embraces fliould not bring mi Ague :• 

To any of my Faculties, till his Pleaftires 
. Were ferv'd and fatisfy'd ; which done, N{fior'$ Y?ars 
To me would be unwelcome. 

Boy. Muft we intreat. 
That were born to command ? Or court a Servant 
(That owes his Food and Cloathing to our Bounty) 
For that, V/hich thou ambitioully Uiouldll kneel for ? 
Urge not. In thy Excufe, the Favours of 
Thy ablent Lord, or that thou Aandil: engag'd 
For thy Life to his Charity ; nor thy Fears 
Of what may follow, it being in my Power 
To mouid him any Way. 

Paris. As you may me, 
Jn what his Reputation is not wounded. 
Nor I, his Creature, in my Tbankfulnefs fuffer. 
1 know you're young, and fair ; be virtuous too. 
And loyal to his Ba^ that hath advanc'd you 
To th' Height of H^pioefs. 

Bof. Can my Love-fick Heart 
Be cur'd with Counfel t Or durft Rcafon ever 
Offer to put in an exploded Flea 
In the Court of Feuus. My Defires admit not 
The leaft Delay. And therefore inftantly 
Give me to underftand what I Ihall trull to. 
for, if I am refiis'd, and not enjoy 
Thofe ravifhing Pleafures fmm thee I run mad for, 
I'll fwear unto my Lord at his Return, 
' (Making what I deliver good with Tears) 
That brutiflily thou wouldft have forc'd from, mc 
What I make Suit for. And then but imagine 
What 'tis to die with thcfe Words, Slave and Traitor, 
With burning Corrofives writ upon thy Forehead, 
And live prepar'd for't. 

Paris, This he will believe 
Upon her Information, 'tis apparent; 
'And thep I'm nothing ; And of two Extremes, 
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Wifdom fays, choofe the lefs. [4'"^* 

Rather thsn fall 

Under your Indignation, I will yield. 

—This Kifs, ana this confirms it. 

jEfop. How, Sir, now. 

£>/: I muft take them at it. 

Mfop. Yes, Sir ; be but perfcft. 

Cef. bVillain! thanklefs Villain!— Ifhouldtalknow; 
But I've forgot my Part— But I can do. 
Thus, thus, and thus. . [Xiflj Paris. 

Paris. Oh ! I am flain in carneft. 

Cttf. "Tis true; and 'twas my Purpofe, my good Parisi 
And yet, before Life leave thee, let the Honour 
I've done thee in thy Death bring Comfort to thee. 
If it had been within the Power of Cafar, 
His Dignity preferv'd, he had pardon'd thee. 
But Cruelty of Honour did deny it. 
Yet, to confirm I lov'd thee, 'twas my Study, 
To make thy End more glorious, to diflinguift 
My Paris from all others, and in that 
I've fliown my Pity. Nor would I let thee fall 
By a Centurion's Sword, or have thy Limbs 
R^ent Piece-meal by the Hangman's Hook, however 
Thy Crime deferv'd it: But as thou did live 
Rome's braveft Ador, 'twas my Plot that thou 
Shouldft die in Adion, '* and, to crown it, die 
With an Applaufe enduring to all Times, 
By our Imperial Hand. His Soul is frted 
From the Prifon of his Flefh, let it mount upward i 
And for this Trunk when that the Funeral Pile 
Hath made it Afiies, we'll fee it inclos'd 
In a golden Urn. Poets adorn his Hearfe 

i^ tB *Twas K^ Plft that Ibfu 

Sboul4/t tUt im Mita, Uc. 

The Emperat'i Manner of killing Parii ia a pretty Invention of 
ibcVoet'i: As aainnocditPerfon weaie foriyfbrhiiDeath; yet con- 
fidering the Nature of hU Oficnce, and what an abfolute Tyrant he 
bad to enoounter with, wc CMuot but applaud the Adtioa, though 
wc lament hu End. 
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With their moft raviihing Sorrows, and the Stage 
For ever mourn him, ana all fuch as were 
{fis glad Spectators, weep his Tuddeo Death, 
Thp Caufe forgotten in his Epitaph. 

^Exeunt. AfadMufick, the Players htaring off 
Paris'jfio^, Ciefar W/i/ refifoUowing. 

End of tbe Fourth j^. 



A C T V. S C E N E I. 

S^ter partheniu^, Stephanos, and GUard, 

ParthepiuS' 

KEEP a ftrong Guard upon him, and admit noc 
Acccfa to any, to exchange a Word, 
yllable with him, till the Emperor pleafes 
To call him to his Prefcnce. The Relation 
That you have made me, Stephanos, of thefc late 
. Strange Paffions in Cajar, much amazetme. 
The Informer Aretmus put to Death 
For yielding him a true Difcovery 
Of th' Emprefs' Wantonnefs ; poor Tarls kiU'd firii. 
And now lamented ; and the Princeffes . 
Confin'd to feveral Iflands, yet Aumfia, 
The Machine on which all this Mifchief mov'd, 
Receiv'd again to Grace i 

Stepb, N^, courted to it ; 
Such is the Impotence of his Affeflion ! 
Yet, to conceal his Weaknefs, he gives out 
The People made Suit for her, whom they hate more 
Than Civil War or Famine. But take heed. 
My Lordj that, tior in your Confent nor Wiihcs, 
You lent or Furtherance or Favour to 
The Plot cCntriv'd againft her : Should fhe prove it. 
Nay, doubt it only, you are a loft Man, 
Her Power o'er doatipg Otfar being now 
Qre^tef than ever. 
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Partben. 'Tis.a Truth I (hate at; 
And, when there's Opportunity.— — 

Sieph. Say but do, 
I am yours and fure. 

Partheti. Ill ftand one Trial more. 
And then you fiiall hear ftom me. 

Stepb^ Nowobferve 
The Fondnefs of this Tyrant, and her Pride. 

Enter Cxfar and Domiti^, 

(>f. Nay, all's fo^;otten. 

Domitia. It may be, on your Part. 

Ctf. Forgiven too, Domitia — Tis a Favour 
That you 0iould welcome "with more cheerful Lootci, 
Can Ce/ar pardon what ymi durft not hope for 
That did the Injury, and yet mull fue 
To her, whofe Guilt is walh'd off by his Mcr^y, 
Only to catertain it ? 

Domitia, I afk'd none. 
And I Ihould be more wretched to receive 
Remiflion (for what I hold no Crime) 
But by a bare Acknowledgment, than it 
By ilighting and contemmngit, as now, 
I dar*d thy utmoft Fury. Tho' d»y Flatterers 
Perfuade thee, that thy Murchers, LuAs, and Rapes, 
Are Virtues in thee, and what pleafes Cafn-t 
Tho' never fo unjuft, is right and lawful ; 
Or work in thee a falfe Belief that thou 
Art more than mortal, yet I to thy Teeth 
(When circl'd with thy Guards, thy Rods, thy A^cs, 
And alt the Enligns of thy boalled Power) 
Will fay Domtiatif nay, add to it, Ctfar 
Is a weak, feeble Man, a Bondman to 
His violent Paffions, and in that my Slave ; 
Nay, more my Slave, than my Affeftions made roe 
To my Igv'd Parii. 

Ctf, Can I live and hear this ? 
Or hear and not revenge it ? Come, you know 
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The Strength that you hold on me, do not ufe it 
With too much Cruelty : for, tho' 'tis granted 
That LydiM On^bale had lefs Command 
O'er Hercules than you ufurp o'er me, 
Reafon may teach me to fluke off the Yoke 
Of my fond Dotage. 

Domitia. Never ; do not hope it ; 
It cannot be. Thou being my Beauty's Captive, , . 
And not to be redeem'd, my Empire's larger 
Than thine, Domitian, which I'll exercife 
With Rigour on thee for my Paris' Death. 
And, when I've forc'd thofe Eyes, now red with Fury, 
To drop down Tears, in vain fpent to appeafe me, 
I know thy Fervour fuch to my Embraces 
(Which ftiall bci tho' ftiU kneel'd for, ftill deny*d thee) 
That thou with Languiflimcnt ftialt wifli my A&oc 
Did live again, fo thou mightft be his fecond 
To feed upon thofe Delicates, when he were fated. 
Cief. O my Minerva ! 
Domtia. There flie is, invoke her : 
She cannot arm thee with Ability 
To draw thy Sword on me my Power being greater : 
Or only fay to thy Centurions, 
Dare none of you do what I fhake to think on } 
And in this Wocaan's Death remove the Furies 
Thgt ev'ry Hour afflift me > Lamia's Wrongs 
When thy Lufl: forc'd me from him, are in me 
At the Height reveng'd ; nor would I outlive Paris ; 
But that thy Love increafing with my Hate, 
May add unto thy Torments ; foj with all 
Contempt I can, I leave thee. ^Exit Domitia. 

Caf. I am loft, 
Nor am I Cafar : When I firft betray'd 
The Freedom of my Faculties and Will 
To this imperious Syren I laid down 
The Empire of the World and. of myfelf 
At her proud Feet. Sleep all my ireful Pbwers ? 
Or is the Magick of my Dojage fuch, 
That I muft ftill make. &ot,to hear thofe Charms 
That doincreafe my Thraldom ? Wake, my Anger, 
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For Shame break thro' this Lethargy, and appeaf 
With uilial Terrcf , and enable me. 
Since I wear not a Sword jo pierce her Heart, 
Nor have a Tongue to fay this, let her d/e. 
The* Vis d<Hie-with a Fever-lhakeD Hand, 

IPuUs out a Tahk Booh 
To fign her Death : Affift me, great M«erva, 
And vindicate thy Votary. So, ihe's now 
Among the Lift of thofe I have profcrib'd. 
And are, to free mc of my Doubts and Fears, 
To die to-morrow. 

. Slipir. That fame fatal Book 
Was never drawn yet, but Ibme Men of Ra&k 
Were mark'd out for Deftruftion. 

Parthen. I be^n 
To doubt myfelf. 

Cef. Who waits there ? 

Farthen. Cafar. 

Cef. So. 
Thele, that command arm'd Troops, quake at my 

Frowns, 
And yet a Woman flights 'em. Where's the Wizard 
We charg'd you to fetch in ? 

Parthen. Ready to fufFer 
What Death yoa pleafe t* appoiBl him. 

Cef. Bring him in. 

Exter Afclet«rio, Tribunes and Guard. 

Well qucftion him ourfelf. Now you that hold 
Intelligence with the Stars, and dare prefix 
The Day and Hour in which we are to part 
With Life and Empire, punAitally foretelling 
The Means and Manner oi our violent End, 
As )'ou would purchafe Credit to your Art, 
Refolve me, fince yoii are affur'd of us. 
What Fate attends yourfelf ? 
Afilet. I've had long fince 
A cer:;ain Knowledge, and as fttre as thou 
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Shall die to-morrow, being the fourteenth of 
The Kalends of 08ohtr, the Hour five ; 
'Spite of Prevention, this Carcafs ftiall be 
Torn and devour'd by Dogs, and let ihM ftand - . 
For a firrti Prediftion. 

Caf. May our Body, Wretch, 
Find never nobler Sepulcher, if this 
Fall ever on thee. Are we the great Difpofef 
Of Life and Death, yet cannot mock the Stars 
In fuch a Trifle ? Hence with the impoftor. 
And having cut his Throat, ereiSk a Pile 
Guarded with Soldiers, 'till his curfed Trunk 
Be turn'd to Alhes ; upon Forfeit of 
Your Life, and theirs, perform it. 

jifclel. "Tis in vain ; 
When what I have foretold is^ made apparent. 
Tremble to think what follows. 

Caf. Drag him hence. 
And do as 1 command you. 

. [The Guard bear off Afcletario. 
I was never 

Fuller of Confidence, for, having got 
The Viftory of my Paflions, in my Freedom 
From proud Domiiia (who ihall ceafe ro live. 
Since me difdains ro love) I reft unmov'd ; 
And, in Defiance of prodigious Meteors, 
CkaUeans vain Predidtions, jealous Fears 
Of my near Friends and Freemen, certain Hate 
Of Kindred and Alliance, or all Terrors 
The Soldiers doubted Faith, or People's Rage 
Can bring tolhake my Conftancy, I'm arm'd. 
That fcrupulous Thing ftil'd Confcience is feai'd up. 
And I infenfible of all my Adtions, 
For which by moral and religious Fools 
I ftand condemn'd, as they had never been ; 
And, fince I have fubdu'd triumphant Love, 
I will not deify pale captive Fear, 
Nor in a Thought receive it. For, till thou, 
Wileft A^erva, that from my firft Youth 
Haft been my fole Protcdtrcfs, doth forfake me, 
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Not Jiiiim Rufiku^ ihreatned Apparition, 
Nor what this Soothfayer but ev'o now fbret(^d| 
(Being Thit^a impoffible to human Reafon) 
Shall in a Dreun diilurb me. Bnng my Couch there t 
{Enier with Couch 
A fudden but a fecure Drowfinefs 
Invites nie to repofe mjielf. Let Mufick, 
With fome choice Dit^, feccmd it. In the tnean Time^ 
Reft there, deaf Book^ which open'd, when I wake, 

(_Lajii the Book under bis PiBaw, ^ke Mi^ck and 
Song. CxizTjkepi. 
Shall make fome deep for ever. 

Enter Farthemua aad Dothitia. 

Domtla. Write my Name 
In his bloody Scroll, Partbenm f The Fear's idle 
— ^He durft not, could not. . 

Partken. I can affure nothing ; 
But I obferv'd, when you departed from him . 
After fome little Paffion, but much Fury, 
He drew it out : Whofe Death he fign'd, I know (lof j 
But in his Looks appear'd a Refolution 
Of what before he ftagger'd at. What he hath 
Dctermin'd oi is uncertain, but too foon 
Will fall on you, or me, or both, or any, 
, His Pleafure known to the Tribunes and Centurions, 
Who never ufe to enquire his Will, but ferve it. 
Now if, out of the Confidence of your Power, 
(The bloody Catalogue being iUU about him) 
As he fleeps you dare perufe it, or remove it. 
You -may inftrud yourfelf, or what to fuffer, 
Gr how to crofs it. 

Domitia. I would not be caught 
With too much Confidence. By your I-^avc, Sir. tfa ! 
No Motion ! you lie uneafy, Sir, 
Let me mend your Pillow. 

Parlhen, Have you it ? 

Domitia, 'Tis here. 

Cef. Oh I 
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Parthen. You have wak'dhim : Softly, gracious Madam, 

Wliile '' we are unknown, and then confult at Leifure. 

{^Bxeuat I'arthenius and Domitiat 

A dreadful Mffick founding, enltr Juniui RuAicui aitd 
Palphurius Sura, with hioot^ Swords, they wow them 
over his Head. Cjefar in his SieeJ>f troubUd, ftenu /» 
pra;^ to the Image ; they fiomfiiltf take it away, 

Ctf. Defend me, Gbddefs, <Sr this horrid Dtcam** 
Will force me to Diftraftion. Whither have 
Thefe Furies borne thee ? Let the fife al^d follow,! 
I am bath'd o'er with the cold Sweat of Death, 
And am depriv'd of Organs to purfue 
Theie facrtlegious Spirits. Am I at once 
Robb'd of my Hopes and Being ? No, I \\\z-^ 

[Rifis di/lra£Ied^, 
YeS( live, and have Difcourfe, to knbw myfelf 
Of Gods and Men forfaken. What Ac^ufef 
Within me cries aloud, / have dejerv'd it, 
In being jujl to neither ? Who dares fpcak this ? 
Am I not Cafar ? — How ! again repeat it ? 
Prefumptuous Traitor ! thou fhaltdie;-— ■whatTrSitiOr? 
He that hath been a Traitor to himfelf 
And ftailds convifted here. Yet who can fit 
A competent Judge o'er Cefar ? Cffar. Yes, 
Oelar by C^far's fencenc'd, and miift fufier; 
Minerva cannot favc him. — Ha ! where is Ihe ? 
Where is my Goddefs ? Vatrifli'd ! 1 am loft then. 
No; 'twas no Dream, but a moft real Truth, 
That Junius Rujiicus and Palphurius Sure, 
Altho' their Alhes wete caft in the Sea, 
Were by their InilocenCe made up again, 

>9 Meam here until. M. M. Or, till we are pafi DllcoWty. i). 
A3- 10 Dejindmr, GdiMi^ *r ihh horrid Dream 
milfoiet me te Dijirafiion^ fce. 
There U B great Likencfi between this Speech of Cafar^t mA. that 
of Kitig Richard IIL after the Ghofls *aailli : Aa it istottty lone 
I (hall not fet it down here, but re/cT the Reader to the fifth AA el 
that Plar, Scettefhe VII. where he will find it at large. 
Vol. I, Z 
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And in corporeal Forms. but nowappcar'd, 

Waving their bloody Swords above my Head, 

■As at their Deaths tncy threatned. And, methought,. 

Mnervot raviflj'd hence, whifper'd that flie 

Was for my Blafphemies dilarm'd by JffDit 

And could no more proteft mc. Yes, 'twas fo, 

"His Thunder does confirm it, againft which, 

[Thunder and Ugbtmng. 
Howe'er it fpare the Laurd, this proud Wreath 
Is no Affurance. Ha ! come you refolv'd 
To be my Executioners ?■ 

Eater three Tribunes. 

I Trib. Allegiance 
And Faith forbid that we fliould lift an Arm 
Againft your facrcd-Head, 

I Trib. We. rather fue ' 
For Mercy. 

3 Trik. And acknowledge that in Juftice 
Our Lives are forfeited for not performing 
-What Qefar charged us. 
' " I Trib. Nor did wetranfgrefs it 
In our Want of Will' or Care ; for, being but Men, 
It could not be |ft us to make Refiftaace 
The Gods fighting againft us. ■ 

Cxf. Speak, in what 
Did they expreTs their Anger ? We will hear ir. 
But dare not fay undaunted. 

I Trib. In brief thus. Sir! 
The Sentence, given by your imperial Tongue 
For the Aftrologer J/cletario's Death, 
With Speed V/as put into Execution, 

a;:weH. 

I yVi^.Forhis Throat cut,hi3Legsbound,and his Arm» 
Pinion 'd behind his Back, the breathlefs Trunk 
Was with all Scorn dra^d to the Field of Mars, 
And there, a Pile being rais'd of old dry Wood,. 
Smecr'd o'er with Oil and Brtmftone, or what clfc . 
Could help to feed or to increafe the Fire, 
The Carcafs wai thrown en it i but no foonet 
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The StiiS' that was moft apt^ began to flaooe ; - 

But Tuddea]^, to the AmazemeQC of 

The fearlefs Soldier, a fuddcn Flalh 

Of Lightning breaking thro' the fcatter'd Clouds, 

With Aich ahorrid Violence forc'd its Paffage ; 

And, as difdaining all Heat but itfclf. 

In a Momenjc quench'd the artificial Fire ; 

And, before we could kindle it again, 

A Clap of Thunder follow'd with fuch Noife, . 

As if then Jove, incens'd againft Mankind, 

Had in his fecret Purpofes determin'd 

An univcrfal Ruin to the World. 

This Hwror pafl, not at DeuatUett's flood 

Such allorray Show'r of Rain (and yet thal^yord if 

Too narrow to exprefs it) was e'er feen. 

Imagine rather. Sir, that with lefs Fury 

The Waves rufli down the Catarafts of NiU ; 

Or that the Sea, fpouted into the Air 

By the ang^ Ore, endangering tall Ships 

But felling near it, fo falls down again. 

Yet here the Wonder ends not, but begins : 

For, as in vain we labour'd to confume 

The Wizard's Body, all the Dogs of Rome 

Howling and yelling like tofamifli'd Wolves, 

Brake in upon us ; and, tho' Thoufands were 

KUl'd in- th' Attempt, fome did afcend the Pile, 

And with their eager Faflgs leiz'd on the Carcals. 

€^f. \ But have they torn it ? 

I Trib. Torn it and devour'd it. 

Of, I then am a dead Man; fince all PrediiSions 
Affure me I am loft. O, my lov'd Soldiers, 
Your Emperor muft leave you ; yet, however • 

I cannot gcant myfelf alliort Repiieve, 
I freely pardon you. — The fatal Hour 
Steals fall tipon me. I muft die this Morning ; ■ 
•■By five, my Soldiers, that's the latell Hour 
You e'er muft fee me living. . 

1 7rib. Jove avert h ! 
In our Swords lies your Fate and we will guard it. 
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Otf. O 00, it cannot be ; it is decreed 
Above, and by no Strength here to be alter*d. 
I^t proud Mortality but look on de^^ 
Compafs'd of late with Armies, in nil Eyes 
Carrying both Life and Death, and in his Arms 
Fathoming the Earth ; that would be ftil'd a God.— ■ 
And is, for that Prefumption, caft beneath 
The low Condition of a common Man, 
Sinkine with mine own Weight, 

1 Tnbt Do not forfeke 
"Yourfelf, we'll never leave you, 

2 frib. We'll draw up 

More Cohorts of your Guard If you doubt Treafon, 

C*/I They cannot favc rac. The offended Gods, 
- That now fit Judges on me, from'their Envy 
Of tny. Power and Greatnefs here, confpire againfime, 

I Trib. Endeavour to appeafc them. 

Of. 'TwiU be fruitlefs i 
I'm paft Hope of Remiffion.— Yet, could I 
Pechne this dreadful Hour of Five, thefe Terrors 
That drive me to Defpair, would foon fly from me ; 
And could you but anure me- .— ■-»■ 

I tub. Yes, Sir, 
Or well fall with you, and make Ss>mt the Um 
In which we'll mix our Afhes. 

C^J, Tis feid nobly : 
I'm fomething comforted. — ^Hbwe'er, to die 
}s the full Period pf Calamity. [Emitf; 

5 C i; N p II. 

^tn Partheolus, Domida, Julia, Canls, DcxnitUla, 
Stephanos, Sijeius> e»d Entellus. 

farthtn. You fee v^Ve 9)1 condcmn'df there's qg 
E^TOfion ; 
Wc muft do or fuller, 

Si^. But it muft be fuddcn ; 
The feaft Pelay is inortal. 

i>omitia. Would I wefe 
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JDomUiUa. Could I nuke my Appn»ches, tho* my 
Stature 
Poes promife Tittle^ I have a Spirit as daring 
As hers that can reach higher. 

Sieph.- 1 will take 
That BrntheQ from you, Madam. AU tlje Art ts. 
To draw him from the Trilnines that attend him ; 
For, could you bring him but within my Sword's Reach, 
The World fiiould owe her Freedom fiwn a Tyrant 
To Stephanoi. 

Sijeius. You fhall not ihare alone 
The Glory of a Deed that will endure 
To all Poftcriiy. 

Entel. I will put in 
For a Part myftif. 

Parthen, Be refolute, and fland clofe. 
I have conceiv'd a Way, and with the f^oard 
Of my Life I'll pni;ftife it to fetch him hither. 
»— But then no trifling. 

Steph. We'll difpatch him, fear not ; 
A dead Dognever bites. 

fartbn. Thus then at all. 

[Parthenius ^oes o]f ; th r^ftaid ^dt, 

Btter C»iar and the Tribunts, 

Ctf. How flow-pac'd are thefi: jbCnutet? in Ex- 
tremes, 
How miferable is the leaft Delay ! 
Could I imp Feathers to the Wings of Time, 
Or with as little £a£c " command the Sun 
To fcoui^ his Couriers up Heav'n's Eaftern Hill, 
Making the Hour I tremble at, paft recalling. 
As I can move this Dial's Tongue to Six, 
My Veins and Arteries emptied with Fear, 

*> Thii if afi uncDmiDOQ Mode oF EzprefficKi ; vuth tht Jin^ 
S^t i* die MuiDer in which wc ft>o^I4 now'cxprcli thii Jdea j .pr 
mdi ^ math Ei^t. M\U, 
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Would fill and fwdl asiio. Hovt do I look ? 
Do you yet fee Death about me ? 

I Trik. .Think not of him; 
There is no Danger : All thefe Prodigies 
That do afiright you, rife from natural Caufes ; 
And, tho' you do afcribc them to yourlelf. 
Had you ne'er been, had happened. 
- Cef Tis well ioid. 
Exceeding wdl, brave Soldier. Can it be 
That I, that feel myfelf in Health and Strength, 
Should ftill believe I am fo iKar my End, 
And have my Gintrife about me ?-T-Periih all 
Fredt^ons ; I grow confiant they are &lle. 
And built upon Uncertainties. 

I Trib. This is right ; 
Now Cjtfar's heard lUte Cf/ar* 

Of. We will to 
The Camp, and, having there coofirm'd the Soldier- 
With a large Donative, and Increafe of |'ay, 
Some fhall — I la^ no more. 

Enter Parthenius, 

Parihen, AU Happinefs, 
Security, long life, attend upon 
The Monarch of the World. 

G^ Thy Looks are cheerful. 

Parihen. And my Relation full of Jc^'md WonJer, 
Why is the Care of your imperial, Body, 
My Lord, negleded ? the fcar'd Hour beii^ paft 
In which your Life was threateo'd. 

at/. Is't paft Five > 

Parthea, Pa& Six, upon my Knowledge, aod in JuiHce 
Your Clock-mafter fliould die, that hath deferr'd 
Your Peace lb long. There is a Poft ftew lighted. 
That brings aflur'd Intelligence, that your Legions 
In Sffia have wtm a glorious DJty, 
And much enlwg'd your Empire. I have kept him 
Conceal'd that you might firft partake the Pleafure 
In private, and the Senate from yqurfelf 
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Be taught to underftand how much they owe 
To you and to your Fortune. 

def. Hence, pale Fear, then i 
Lead me, Parthmus, .:':.', * 

1 Trib. Shall me vreit on yen } 
Cf/. No. 

After Loiles, Guards afeufeful.— Koowyow Diftance* 
r£xr«sf C2lar<iA^Pirdtemasi 

2 Trii. How ftniDgely^Iopes didude Msa! n I Kve^ 
The Hour is tuit yet come. 

1 Tri*. Howe'er, we are. '. 

To pay our Duties and obfcrre dw SequeL 

EAter Cx^ WTarthenUih- 

Domitia. I bear him eoniii^> — Be oonft^it. 
Caf. Where, Partketmis, is this riad Mefleiiger ? 
Steph. Make ihc'Door liafi.— Here, a iuSetkoger o£ 

Horror ! 
Cef. How ! bctray'd ? 
Domitia. Noi taken, Tyrant. 
Cef. My Domitia in the Confpiracy ? 
Partben, Behold this Book. 

Cef. Nay, then 1 am loAr— Yec, tho',I am unum'd^ 
I'll not fall poorly. {Ov^btvuii Seephanos: 

Steph. Help me ! , 

Entel. Tfausj and thus. ^Si^s Cxfar. 

Sijeius. Are you fo long' a falling ? 
Cef. 'Tis done — |tis done bafely. [Falls and £ts, 

Parthen. This for my Father's Death. 
Domitia. This for my P-aris, 
JjiUa. This for thy Inceft. 
DomitiUa. This for thy Abufe of DomitHk, 

{They /evtralfy fic^ bim 

Enter Tribunis. 

I Trib. Force the Doors.— O A^s t 
What have you done ? 
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Parthen. .What Roue ftall give us Thanks for« 
^epb, Difpatch'd a Moofter. 
J TWi. . Yet he was our PripGCf 
However wicked ; and in you Att Murther, . 
Which whofoe'er fucc^eds hitn will reven^ : 
Nor mil ne that foVd under his Command , . 
CofsSeai that fuch a Morlfter as chyfelff 
(For in thy Wickednels Anp^i Title 
Hath quite ftjrfook thee) thou that w«rtdifc Gntufld 
Of all theie Mifchlefs, fliall,go hence uopuirilh'd^ 
Lay Hands on her, and drag her m Sentence :. 
We mil refei* the HeitHng to the Senate^ 
Who nlay at their bcfi: Leifure cenfiirc you. 
Take up his Body : He in Death hath paid 
For all nis Cruelties. Here's tie Difference ; 
Good Kings are mourn'd for after Life ; but illf 
And fuch. as govom'd ooly by ticir WiH» 
And not their Realbn^ .unlatnent-ed fall : 
Kogood Maa's Tear ih^d at their Funeral. 

l^outijb^ Exami ommst 

"nutTVagedy WM alio revived ky^/furMi; biUiiot,.I(Iioii)dfup- 
pofe, for tte Cunc C«u& that induceJ him to rerire the Butdman } 
At tha* it be an eloquent and -reiy poetical Compoficion^ that afiatdi 
niach Delight in .the Reading ; the Epifbdn in it, if I intiy i>n>- 
perly call tbeiA &, mUft teader it rather te<Uoin in the Reprdeoai- 
pm. The very bqnourabte Lieht in which if placet hia pwti Proftfi 
fioa, wai probably Bittertm'i Motive for fele&uig it. 

It would give me much SatieFaflipn to fee what Altera- 
ttoni that great AAor had made in thric.Pli^^ audio what Man- 
ner he had adapted them to the Talbe t«f Jgii^AJldietice ; but prdiibly 
they never were printed jn that Form. SR'^M, 

The Epifodcs of the Xcrtan AUffr^ 31 the Editor terms them, 
are doubtlefi Incumbranco en the main Plot or Fable '(£ the Tta- 
ge^ ; but all the Hillorical Plny» written in our Author*! TUno 

Eruke of the fame Fault ; Sb^ktJpiMrt alone CMktliret t» atakc 
r Epilbdes. more incc'refUng and dramatick, i7, , . 



JEa*/ of the First Volume* 
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